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THE MEMOIRS OF

ALEXANDRE DUMAS

BOOK I

CHAPTER I

Preparations for my Fancy Dress Ball—I find that my lodgings

are too much after the style of Socrates—My artist-decorators

—The question of the supper—I go for provisions to la Fert6-

Vidame—View of this capital town of the Canton, by night,

in a snowstorm—My nephew's room—My friend Gondon

—

Roebuck hunting—Return to Paris—I invent a Bank of

Exchange before M. Proudhon—The artists at work—The
dead

CARNIVAL time was drawing near, and the suggestion

Bocage had made that I should give a ball spread

abroad throughout the artist world, and was flung back

at me on all sides. One of the first difficulties which

arose was the question of the smallness of my lodgings

—my rooms comprised a dining-room, sitting-room,

bedroom and study, which, however adequate in size for

a dwelling, were too limited for a party. A ball, given by
me, necessitated three or four hundred invitations ; and
how could I have three or four hundred people in a dining-

room, drawing-room, bedroom and study ? Happily I

bethought myself of a set of four rooms on the same
landing, not only empty, but still void of all decoration

—

VI 1
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except for the mirrors above the chimney-pieces, and the

blue-grey paper which covered the walls. I asked the land-

lord's permission to use this set of rooms for the purpose

of the ball I intended to give. It was granted me. Next

came the question of decorating the rooms. This was

the business of my artist friends. Hardly did they know
that I needed them before they came and offered me their

services. There were four rooms to decorate, and they

shared the task between them. The decorators were no

other than Eugene Delacroix, Louis and Clement Boulanger,

Alfred and Tony Johannot, Decamps, Grandville, Jadin,

Barye, Nanteuil— our first painters, in fact. Ciceri

undertook the ceilings. The question arose as to whether

the subject should be from a novel or from a play of each

of the authors who would be there. Eugene Delacroix

undertook to paint King Rodrigo after the defeat of the

Guadalete, a subject taken from the Romancero, translated

by Emile Deschamps ; Louis Boulanger chose a scene from

Lucr^ce Borgia ; C16ment Boulanger, a scene from the

Tour de Nesle ; Tony Johannot, a scene from the Sire de

Giac ; Alfred Johannot, a scene from Cinq-Mars ; Decamps
promised a Debureau in a cornfield studded with

poppies and corn-flowers ; Grandville took a panel twelve

feet long by eight feet wide, in which he undertook to

reproduce all our professions in a picture representing an
orchestra of thirty or forty musicians, some clanging cym-
bals, others shaking Chinese hats, some blowing on horns

and bassoons, others scraping on violins and violoncellos.

There were, besides, animals at play above each door.

Barye took upon himself the window frames : lions and
tigers as large as life formed these supports. Nanteuil

did the surroundings, the ornamentations and the panels

of the doors. This point settled, it was decided that,

four or five days before the ball, Ciceri should stretch the

canvases on the walls and bring paint-brushes, mezisures

and colours. When the artists had begun their work,

they were not to leave it except to go to bed : they were to
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be fed and provided with drink in the house. The colla-

tion was to consist of three items.

There now remained a thing of the highest importance

to attend to, namely, supper. I thought of providing the

main foundation of this with game killed by my own hand
;

this would be both a pleasure and an economy. I went in

search of M. Deviolaine, who gave me leave to shoot over

the forest of la Fert^-Vidame. This was the more delight-

ful as my old friend Gondon was inspector of it, and I was

very sure he would not grudge a roebuck more or less.

Furthermore, the permission included some friends as well

as mj^elf. I invited Clerjon de Champagny,TonyJohannot,

G^niole and Louis Boulanger. My brother-in-law and
nephew were to set out from Chartres and to turn up at

the appointed hour at la Ferte-Vidame. I gave Gondon
two days' notice in advance, so that he could procure the

necessary beaters, and it was arranged that we should

stop the night at an inn, the address of which he gave me

;

that we should sleep there ; that we should shoot the whole

of the following day, and that, according as we were too

tired or not, we should either leave that evening or the

next morning. We were to make the journey in a huge

herline which, somehow or other, I happened to possess.

Everything decided upon was carried out punctiliously.

We started between nine and ten in the morning. We
reckoned upon arriving about six or seven in the evening,

but snow overtook us when a third of our journey was
done, and, instead of arriving at seven, it was midnight

before we got there, and we had not had anything to warm
us the whole of that long journey except the never-failing

wit and charming spirits of Champagny, to which, as an
accompaniment, was joined the noise of a tin trumpet

which he had bought somewhere or other, I know not for

what purpose, its droll sound affording the boon of making
us shout with laughter.

When we arrived, we naturally found everybody asleep
;

at la Fert6-Vidame they go to bed at ten in summer and eight

I
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in winter. We set foot on a magnificent carpet of snow,

which reminded me of the wolf-hunts of my youth, with

my old friends M. Deviolaine and the gamekeepers. How
many things had happened between the snows of 1817 and

those of 1832 and had melted away even as they ! We
looked like those who knocked at the outbuildings of

the Castle of the Sleeping Beauty ; nobody answered us,

and, as we were getting more and more benumbed, I was
already beginning to talk of breaking in the door of the

inn, as I had at M. Dupont-Delporte's country-house, when,

from the other side of the door, I heard my nephew's voice.

He was exactly the age that I was when going shooting kept

me from sleeping—poor boy, he has since died ! Half

awake from the pleasure to which he was looking forward

in the next day's sport he woke up completely at the racket

we made, at our desperate cries and, especially, at the sound

of Champagny's trumpet. He exerted himself inside as we
did outside, to rouse the hotel people from their beds.

Finally, swearing, scolding, crotchety, a man got up, calling

upon heaven to know if this was the hour to wake honest

people. The door opened and the host's bad temper calmed

down a little when he saw we had come by post-chaise !

That made it justifiable for him to be disturbed at night,

and, thenceforward, we were well received. My brother-in-

law had not been able to come. 6mile, my nephew, was
alone, and he had naturally taken the best room in the

house, by virtue of his right as first arrival. It was im-

mediately pointed out to him that, being at the age when
one can eat anything, he was also, naturally, at the age

when one gets the worst beds and cold rooms. His room
had a splendid fireplace, in which burned the remains of a
fire which I tended with the conscientiousness of a vestal,

until they brought a load of wood. It was a large room

;

we held council, and it was unanimously decided to carry

the mattresses from the small rooms into the large one

;

that they should be arranged symmetrically against the

wall, and that we should all sleep together. 6mile
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demanded two things : the honour of being one of the

company and the right of putting his ready-made bed
on the floor. He had left a store of warmth in his sheets

which he did not want to lose. These preliminary arrange-

ments made, we proceeded to supper. Every one was
literally dying of hunger, literally, also, there was equally

nothing to eat in the inn. We visited the henhouse :

the fowls had obligingly laid a score of eggs. That made
four eggs apiece ; we each had one egg boiled, two in

an omelette and one in the salad. There was bread
and wine as might be required. I think we never had a

merrier supper-party or slept better. At dawn we were
awakened by Gondon. He arrived thoroughly equipped
for shooting, with his two dogs. Fifteen beaters, engaged
the previous day, waited for us at the door. The toilet

of a sportsman is quickly made. A huge fire was lit :

there was no possibility of eating the remains of the

previous night's supper : we had to be contented with a
crust of bread dipped in white wine. Besides, Gondon
spoke of a cold leg of mutton which would be picked

up in passing his house, and which we should eat in the

forest round a great fire between two hattues ; this welcome
intelligence brought back a smile to the most morose
lips. We were shooting a quarter of an hour later. One
has one's days of skill as also one's days of courage,

Champagny, an excellent shot usually, this day shot like a
cab-driver, and attributed his awkwardness to the narrow-

ness of the barrel of his gun. Indeed, I do not know
why he shot with a kind of double-barrelled pistol. Tony
Johannot was, I beheve, a complete novice in matters
of shooting. Geniole was a beginner. As for Louis

Boulanger, he was accustomed to go shooting pencil

in one hand and sketch-book in the other. There were,

then, only Gondon and myself, both old sportsmen, and,

having long rifles, we found ourselves the kings of the

shoot. The shoot does not deserve any special descrip-

tion
; nevertheless, an incident happened at it which
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has since caused bets in the forest of la Fert6-Vidame,

between the forest gamekeepers and the Parisian sports-

men who were my successors. We were placed in a line,

as is the custom in a battue, and I had chosen for my
position the angle made by a little narrow footpath and

the main road. I had the path horizontally in front of

me, and, behind me, the highroad ran at right angles.

On my right was Tony Johannot ; on my left, Geniole.

The beaters drove the game towards us. Every hunted

animal, when it encounters a road, and particularly a

footpath, has a propensity to follow the path, which enables

it to see and to run more easily. Three roebucks, urged

on by the beaters, followed the footpath and came straight

for me. Tony Johannot, for whom they were out of

range, made violent signs to me, in the belief that I did

not see them. I saw them perfectly well, but I had the

very ambitious idea fixed in my head of killing all three

with two shots. Tony, who did not understand my
inaction, increased his signals. Still I let the three roe-

bucks come on. Finally, when nearly thirty paces from

me, they stopped short, listening, admirably placed : two
crossed their fine, graceful necks over one another, one

looking to the right, the other to the left ; the third

kept a little behind, hidden by the two others. I fired

at the first two and brought them down. The third

took a leap, but not so quickly as to avoid my second

shot. Then I stood in position to reload my rifle, not

wishing the whole hunt to be put out for me. In fact, an

instant later, a roebuck passed Gondon, and he killed it.

Seeing my inaction after my two shots, my companions
thought I had missed. However, Geniole, who was on
my left, and Tony, who was on my right, asked what
had become of the roebucks. The enigma was explained

to them by the beaters, who found the three dead bucks
thirty paces from me : two in the path,—they had not

stirred !—the other, four yards away, in the underwood.
That night, returning at nightfall, a final roebuck was so
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ill-advised as to start up before us in a sort of clearing.

The sun, a little out of the clouds, was setting literally

in a bed of purple ; in spite of this amelioration in the

weather on the horizon, the snow continued falling round

us in thick flakes. Suddenly, a buck bounded off fifteen

yards from us. The guns were unloaded, so it was a

question for the quickest loader. Ten or a dozen shots went

off almost at the same time. The buck disappeared in the

midst of the fire and smoke. Dogs and hunters set off in

pursuit. I have never seen a more fitting composition

for a picture than that which chance had made—Boulanger

was in ecstasies ! He, not having a gun, could see every-

thing \vithout being distracted. All the night he was
haunted by the idea of making a sketch of that scene :

he could not forget it. We brought back nine roebucks

and three hares ; I had, for my share, killed five roebucks

and two hares. We dined at Gondon's that night, and
we had a very different supper from that of the night

before

.

We started next day at dawn and, as night fell, we re-

entered Paris with our nine bucks hanging from the imperial

of our carriage, hke a butcher's shop. I summoned
Chevet. It was a question of trading by exchange. I

wanted an enormous fish : for three bucks, Chevet under-

took to provide me with a salmon weighing thirty pounds,

or a sturgeon weighing fifty. I wanted a colossal galan-

tine ; a fourth buck paid for that. I wished to have

two bucks roasted whole ; Chevet undertook to get them

roasted. The last buck was cut up and distributed among
the families of my travelling companions. The three

hares provided a pat6. So it will be seen that the shoot,

besides the pleasure derived from it, gave us the principal

constituents of the supper. The rest was only a matter

of attending to detail ; this was the business of the staff

belonging to the house. In our absence, old Ciceri—do

obeisance, all of you, to the old man, just as gay to-day,

well-preserved and willing, in spite of his seventy years ;
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do obeisance to him S^chan, Didterle, Despl^chin, Thierry,

Cambon, Devoir, Moinet, you kings, viceroys and princes

of modern decorative art : old Ciceri it was who did the

cloister of Robert le Diable !—in our absence, I say, old

Ciceri had had the canvases placed in position and had

fixed up the paper. All was ready even to the paints,

pencils and brushes. All the rooms were warmed with

big fires ; chairs, stools, footstools of all sizes were there,

and a folding ladder had been bought. Granville, our

good excellent Granville, delightful painter of man, purely

as an animal, and of animals with human intelligence,

was the first to set to work. He it was, indeed, who had

the heaviest task on his hands ; it will be recollected

that he was burdened with an immense panel and with

the painting of all the top parts above the doors. Alas !

it is sad to think that of those ten artists who put their

talent at my disposition, four to-day lie in the tomb !

Of those ten hearts which beat so happily in unison

with my own, four are stilled ! Who would have told

you then, in that merry workroom which you covered

with your paintings, and filled with your laughter, in

those three days of talking, during which scintillated

incessantly that fascinating wit the secret of which

artists alone have the key ; who would have said to

you, beloved dead friends ! that, while still young, I

should survive you, and that I should pause when men-

tioning your names to say to myself, ' It is not enough

for you, their brother, simply to mention their names

;

you ought to relate what they were like as men and artists,

their characters and their talents !
" A task both sweet

and melancholy it is to speak of the dead that one loves !

Moreover, it is midnight ; the hour for invocation. I

am alone, no profane gaze appears through the darkness

to scare your sepulchral modesty. Come, brothers !

Come ! Tell me, in the language of the dead, that gentle

whisper which is like the stream caressing its banks,

the soft sound of leaves rustling in the forest, the gentle
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murmur of the breeze sobbing in the reeds, tell me of your

life, your sorrows, your hopes and your triumphs, so that

the world, nearly always indifferent when it is not un-

grateful, may know what you were and, above all, your

worth !



CHAPTER II

Alfred Johannot

THE first who appears to me, because he was the first

who left us, is pale and sad as he was when living.

His hair is cut short, his forehead is prominent, his glance

is both gloomy and gentle beneath his thick eyebrows, the

moustache and beard are russet-brown, the face long and
melancholy. His name is Alfred Johannot, and he has been

dead now for sixteen years.

Come, brother ! come nearer to me ; it is I, a friend who
calls thee. Speak, tell, in the tongue of the dead, of thy

youth and glorious life, and I will repeat it in the language

of the living. Spirits of the night, silence even the shaking

of your moth-like wings, that all may be still ; even thou,

too, O Night—silence, dumb son of darkness ! The dead
speak low, but I will speak aloud. We have all seen him,

young men of twenty-five, men of forty, old men of seventy.

Was he not indeed such as I have described him to be ?

Now, here is his biography.
* *
*

He was born with the century, in 1800 ; with the spring,

on 21 March ; he was born in the grand-duchy of Hesse,

in the little town of Offenbach, upon the banks of the

charming river beloved of fishermen and water-sprites,

which men call the Mein, which has its source in Bavaria

and which empties itself in the Rhine opposite Mayence.
His father was a wealthy merchant of Frankfort, and
his ancestors were Protestants whom the revocation

of the Edict of Nantes had compelled to take shelter in
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foreign countries. After a stay of several years in Lyons,

M. Johannot, the father, founded at Frankfort the first

great silk factory. Trade, when it reaches the pitch to

which he carried it, rises to the elevation of poetry ; besides,

he was an excellent painter of flowers and spent his Ufe

among artists. In 1806, M. Johannot was ruined and came
to settle in Paris. This upheaval, though sad for the

parents, was a happy one for Alfred. Every change and
all excitement amuses childhood. His mother, who
adored him, endeavoured to educate him herself ; from

thence, perhaps, came that which throughout his hfe

people took for melancholy, and which was merely the

modest sensitiveness of a heart entirely moulded by a

woman's hand.

Alfred Johannot was eight years old when they

took him to the Louvre the first time. You who read

these lines will remember the Louvre under the Empire ?

It was the rendezvous of all the finest things in the world
;

every masterpiece seemed to have the right to be there,

and appeared to be only at home there. He was astoimded,

deeply moved, dazzled. He went in a child, without any
vocation : he came out adolescent and a painter. On his

return home, he took to his pencil and never left it again.

He had a brother, a clever engraver, Charles Johannot,

who died before he did, also young like him, alas ! The
age of the three brothers at the time of the death of each

scarcely reached that of a mature man. This brother lent

him his artist's card of admission to the Louvre and,

under the protection of his brother's name, he was able

to work there. When they wanted to punish him cruelly

they said to him :
" Alfred, you shall not go to the Louvre

to-morrow." When he was in the Louvre he lived no
longer, he did not exist, he was absorbed in his work,

and it was in that that he lived and had his being.

One day, alone with his thoughts, as was his habit, genius

encouraging him with those sweet whispered words which
keep the eyes and lips of youth always in a smile, he was
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copying a Raphael, when he felt a hand laid lightly on his

shoulder. He turned round and stood confounded. In

the centre of a circle of officers in military dress and courtiers

in court dress, he stood alone by the side of a man in a very

simple uniform. The hand which this man had lightly

placed on his shoulder, when pressed on the far ends of the

earth made the world reel : it was the hand of Napoleon.
" Courage, my friend !

" a voice, almost as soft as a

woman's, said to him.

It was the voice of the Emperor. Then the wonderful

man went away, leaving the child pale, dumb, trembling

and almost breathless ; but, as he moved away, he inquired

who the child was. A secretary stayed behind from the

Emperor's suite, came to Alfred, asked him his name and
where his parents lived, then rejoined the brilliant group,

which disappeared into a neighbouring room.

Some days afterwards, Alfred Johannot's father was
appointed inspector of the library at Hamburg, then a

French town. The whole family set out for this destina-

tion and Alfred was not to see Paris again until 1818.

He was never to see the Emperor again ; but the recollection

of the scene we have just described remained deeply

engraved on the child's memory. I remember one evening,

the evening on which he himself told me the story—it was

in my rooms—he took up a pen and paper and drew a pen-

and-ink sketch of the scene. I never saw a finer portrait

of Napoleon, more dignified, greater or more gentle, I

will even say more fatherly. In Alfred's thoughts, the

Emperor remained as in 1810, beautiful, radiant and
victorious !

In default of good masters, the child found excellent

engravers at Hamburg ; this is the reason that, as a young
man, he preferred at first graving tools to the paint brush.

He was thirteen when disaster overtook the Empire.

The enemy laid siege to Hamburg ; and Hamburg made
up its mind to resist to the very last and, indeed, its defence

was a celebrated one.
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Alfred three times only just escaped death : by a

bullet, by starvation and by typhus fever ! One day,

when he was on the ramparts, a bullet flew by two yards

from him, a little nearer and it would have been the end
of him ; but he was spared. It was a different matter
with starvation and, above all, in the matter of typhus !

Hunger weakened his digestion, typhus burned up his

blood : hence, the paleness of his cheeks and the fever in

his eyes : he die d in 1837 from the effects of the famine
and fever of 18 13.

The whole family, as we have said, returned to Paris in

1818 and settled near Charles, who then did one of his

wonderful engravings, Le Trompette hlesse, by Horace
Vernet. The poor people were totally ruined. It was
essential that the children they had nourished should,

in their turn, look after those who had nourished them.

Alfred set to work at first to make engravings for con-

fectioners and to illuminate images of the saints. This

lasted for seven years. It was Charles who brought in

the larger contribution to the common purse. He died

in 1825, just the same age as was Alfred when he died,

thirty - seven. God permitted that, from henceforth,

Alfred's powers should increase, on account of the burden
which this misfortune laid upon him. A young brother

and aged parents—these were the responsibilities which
the death of his brother left him !

The world does not sufficiently recognise the story of

those saintly struggles of filial love against poverty, but
I shall tell the story again and again !

Alfred's life was a strange one ! He had no youth
and was not to have an old age. The furrows of mature age,

which line the careworn brow of the thinker, were engraved
upon him by starvation when he was thirteen, by exile

and by fatigue they were continued when he was eighteen,

and poverty took up the task when he was twenty-five.
" Did you, who knew him, ever see him smile ?

"

" No." And yet this gravity had nothing in it of the
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melancholy of disgust or of despair ; it was the calm

of resignation.

The first plate which he published—for he began by

devoting himself to engraving : feeling himself to be

feeble he sought some support on which to lean—was

that of Scheffer's Ofphelins. This publication brought

him the patronage of G6rard. In the first instance, this

master entrusted him with a scene from Ourika, then the

reproduction of his great picture of Louis XIV. presentant

Philippe V. aux amhassadeurs d'Espagne. From that

moment Alfred Johannot became known. It was the

period when English publications introduced the taste

for illustrations into France. Since Moreau, junior, who
had admirably reproduced the pictures of the age of

Louis XIV., and particularly those of the time of Louis

XV., there was not a more distinguished engraver in France

than Alexandre Desenne. Alfred went to him and asked

to be allowed to study under his direction. Genius is

simple, kind and friendly : Desenne gave him excellent

advice. Then Desenne died, and the only well-known

engraver who was left was Achille Dev6ria—You knew
that fine intellect ? that fecund producer, who, having

to choose between genius, which leaves people to die of

hunger, and talent, which can support a family, tore

himself weeping from the disconsolate embraces of genius,

flinging in its arms as a substitute his brother Eugene.

Some day I will tell his story as I am telling Alfred's,

and I will compel the jeering and ungrateful world to

bow its head before the pious son, the industrious father,

who, by working sixteen hours a day, kept a whole family

in comfort.

O Dev^ria, how noble wert thou in God's sight when
thou didst deny thyself the chance of becoming as great

in the eyes of men as thou couldst have been !

But, soon, Dev^ria left painting and engraving for

lithography. Then, Alfred assumed the first position in

book illustration, which his brother was soon to share



BROTHERS ENGRAVERS AND PAINTERS 15

and to whom he abandoned it altogether when he was

dying.

During all this time, Tony had been growing up under

the protection of that friendship which had in it both the

intimacy of brotherhood and the protective tenderness

of fatherhood. And, from the time when the young life

became connected with that of Alfred, there was no

separation : the figurative phrases about ivy and elms,

creepers and oaks, would seem to have been conceived

with these two artists in view. One day, death broke

down the eldest ; but the survivor was left, with his roots

springing from the grave of the one who was dead. For,

indeed, from the moment when they joined forces to-

gether, they kept the same step and pace, until it was

impossible to say which was ahead of the other. Tony
blended into Alfred, became an engraver with the en-

graver, designer and painter with the designer and
painter, forming the unique spectacle of a triple fraternity

of blood, mind and talent. It was not as on the playbills

of a theatre, where the name of the oldest in art precedes

that of the yoimger : one as often spoke of Alfred and
Tony as of Tony and Alfred. Like the inseparable

Siamese twins, a moment came when they themselves

wished to separate, but could not do so. And thus, for

ten years, the history of one is that of the other. One
can no more separate this history than, one league from

Lyons, one can separate the Saone from the Rhone ; or,

a league from Mayence, the Moselle from the Rhine.

WTien they depended on one another they felt themselves

to be strong. It WcLS no longer the drawings of others

that they engraved, but their own. Aquafortis engraving

became their favourite process ; and it was at this time

that the vignettes of Walter Scott, of Cooper and of Byron
appeared. All the great literary names bore their signa-

Ire.

There is little poetry scattered over the world

e illustrations to which have not been traced by their

aving tools.
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Then, marvellous to relate, each of them dreamed of

still greater glory ; from copyists, they became engravers

;

from engravers, they decided to make themselves painters.

It was no longer from designs that they executed their

aquafortis work : it was after the charming little pictures

in the Salon of 183 1—so remarkable that we returned

two or three times to see them—that they exhibited their

plates, which were placed, I recollect, in the embrasure

of a window of the great gallery to the left. There were

twenty-four compositions. From that moment, each

became both artist and engraver at one and the same
time.

Let us follow Alfred ; we shall return to Tony later.

In 1831 Alfred did his first great easel painting : L'Atresia-

Hon de Jean Crespilre. This was a success. The same
year he finished Don Juan naufrage and a scene from

Cinq-Mars.

In 1832 and 1833 he produced L'Annonce de la Victoire

de Hastenheck for King Louis-Philippe's gallery, and
L'Entree de Mademoiselle de Montpensier, pendant la

Fronde, d Orleans ; in 1834, Franfois i'" et Charles Quint ;

in 1835, Le Courrier Vernet saigne et panse par le roi

Louis-Philippe,—Henri II., Catherine de Medicis et leurs

enfants ; in 1836, Marie Stuart quittant I'Ecosse,—Anne
d'Este, Duchesse de Guise se presentant d la cour de

Charles IX.,—Saint Martin,—and La hataille de Saint-

Jacques.

But during the last two years nature had been ex-

hausted in Alfred ; he succumbed under a final effort.

He recognised his condition, and knew that when the

finger of time pointed to the early months of the winter

of 1837 the hour of eternity would strike for him. So
the last eighteen months of his life are prodigious in

activity : pictures, vignettes, water-colours, aquafortis,

wood-engravings, pencil sketches, pen-and-ink drawings,

he undertook everything, hurried on and carried all

through. A lifetime would scarcely have been enough
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to finish what he had begun, and he only had a few

months !

In the midst of this feverish output, this agonising

productiveness, he received a letter from Mannheim.
It was from his sister ; his father was ill and desired to

see him. He announced his departure ; it was in vain

for people to tell him that, however seriously ill his father

might be, his father was not so ill as he was himself
;

that the old man had longer to Uve than the young man :

he did not listen to anything ; his father called for him
and he felt he must go ! He went, he remained absent

three months from Paris and returned late in November.
His father was out of danger; but he was dying. On
7 December 1837, he died, with his sketches, tools and
vignettes on his bed and his eyes fixed on his unfinished

pictures !

* *

The phantom has just ceased speaking. Then, turning

in its direction I said to it : It was so, brother, was it

not ? Have I translated thy words well ? But I saw
nothing more than a white vapour which faded away,

I heard nothing but a faint sigh, which was lost in the

air after having articulated the word " Yes !

"

VI.—

2



CHAPTER III

C16ment Boulanger

THE whisper dies away and the shade disappears.

Another shade comes out of the ground and advances

as silently as the first, but with a more rapid step. One
felt that, in this case, to some extent, the life had been

more bright and that death had suddenly taken this being

into its naked embrace without giving notice beforehand,

as it had done in the case of poor Alfred.

This shade was the painter of the picture entitled Mort

d'Henri II. and of the Procession du Corpus Domini.

Short chestnut hair, a rather narrow but intelligent fore-

head, blue eyes, long nose, fair moustaches and beard,

complexion fresh and clear, dead lips smiling at life as in life

they had smiled at death : this was the shade of Clement

Boulanger. He bowed his tall figure towards me and I felt

his breath touch my brow, like the kiss of a friend after

a long journey. He kissed me on his return from death.

Poor Clement ! He was so bright, so witty, while he

was painting in great washes the scene from the Tour de

Nesle representing Buridan " flung into the Seine," as

Villon says, and borrowed from the Acolier de Cluny by
Roger de Beauvoir.

" Friend," I say to him, " I knew but little of your life

and still less of your death. You lived and died far away
from me. You rest beneath the cypresses of Scutari,

with the sky of the Bosphorus stretched above your head
and the Sea of Marmora breaking at your feet ; the blue

doves come in at the half-opened windows of your chapel
i8
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and circle round your tomb like loved friends ! Tell me
what I do not know, so that I may relate it to the genera-

tion which never knew you."

I seemed to see a spark light up in the hollow eyes of the

phantom, and a kind of smile pass over the pale lips. Life

is so good a thing, whatever people say about it, that the

dead tremble every time a living being pronounces their

names.

He spoke and I, in my turn, trembled in astonishment

to hear merry words coming from the mouth of a phantom.

He died without knowing he was going to die ; his last

convulsion was a laugh and his last words a song.

Clement Boulanger was born in 181 2. His mother during

pregnancy was possessed by a singular desire : no matter

what happened, she wanted to take lessons in painting.

They procured her a master and she indulged in the pleasure

of daubing away at five or six canvases. Although the

craving was satisfied, the child was marque (stamped) as

midwives call it : as soon as he could talk, he asked for

a pencil ; at the age of four, everything sat for him, cats,

dogs, parrots, chimney-sweeps, errand-boys and water-

carriers. At eight, he was sent to a seminary. From that

time, everything in uniform pleased him, all ecclesiastical

pomp delighted him ; when he was a choir-boy and whilst

attending and serving at the altar, he sketched the

beadle, the chanter, the officiating priest, in a mass book
with a pencil which he hid in the palm of his hand. His

first idea was not to leave the seminary, but to become both

priest and painter; his mother, deeming the studies he would
be obliged to pursue as an artist not very compatible with

the duties of a priest, took him away from the seminary.

The child then asked to go into a studio. His mother was
alarmed at this desire : so many things are learnt in a

studio that painting is sometimes the last thing one learns

there ; nevertheless, her maternal pride urged her to agree

;

Mrith his inclinations, the boy could not fail to become a
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great artist. But where place him, until he grew up ?

—

Good ! the very thing !—with a chemist ; it would be a

middle course ; he would learn there the constituents of

colours. Soon he had a laboratory and a mechanical

workshop at his mother's house. In the laboratory he

studied chemistry : in the workshop he made machines,

especially hydraulic machines ; he had the tastes of Agrippa,

son-in-law of Augustus. One night his mother heard a

slight, but queer, noise in his room : something between a

whisper, a wail and a murmur. She rose and stepped

forward, and, when she had reached the middle of her

room, she felt herself being damped by a fine rain ; she

started back, lit a candle and, having felt the effect, dis-

covered the cause. The child had made experiments con-

cerning the physical truth that water tends to find its own
level ; he had set a basin in the centre over his mother's

room and a reservoir in his own. The reservoir was six

feet above the basin ; a tin pipe, perfectly soldered together

and ended by a water-spout, served as communication

between the reservoir and the basin. During the night

the valve had got out of order and the stream of water

was working its way through into Madame Boulanger's

bedroom

!

In other matters, there was no playgoing and no money
was allowed : money offers temptation, the theatre prompts
the budding of desire. Every Sunday, vespers and mass

!

This was the ordinary life of the boy who, just as he

sketched all alone and did his mechanical work by himself,

so did he begin painting by himself.

At fourteen he was attacked by smallpox, and, after being

dangerously ill, remained shut up in his room for a month
during his convalescence. For diversion he painted his

courtyard with the porter sweeping. The picture still

exists and it is charming
;
quite like a little Van Ostade.

A little later, whilst playing, he rediscovered the secret

of painting on glass. After his mother had hesitated

between all the celebrated painters in Paris, she decided
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on M. Ingres ; the morality of all the others seemed to her

to be insufl&cient or dubious.

At nineteen, he saw his cousin, Marie Elisabeth Mon-
chablon, and immediately fell in love with her. She was
fifteen years old. The very day he saw her he begged
his mother to let him marry her. His mother was willing

enough, but she thought the two children only old enough
to be betrothed and not husband and wife. She imposed
two years of noviciate on Clement. Marie Monchablon
painted, also. You will recollect Madame C16ment
Boulanger's exquisite water-colour paintings ? You re-

member Madame Cav6's fine work concerning painting

without the aid of a master ? Madame Clement Boulanger
and Madame Cave are one and the same charming woman,
and the same ethereal artist as Marie Monchablon. The
children painted together. Marie began by being Clement's

master; Clement ended by being Marie's. Meanwhile,
great progress was made at Ingres', and great friendship

sprang up between Ingres and his pupil, who was now
twenty-one and free, at last, to marry his cousin. The
day after their marriage, the young couple ran away to

Holland. They were in haste to be free and, above all,

to convince themselves of their freedom. For three

months nobody knew what had become of them. They
re-appeared at the end of that time. The turtle-doves

returned of their own accord to their dovecot. During
this escapade, Clement had become possessed of the rage for

work. The very day of his return he sketched a Suzanne
au bain, which he finished in three weeks. It is pale and,

perhaps, rather monotonous in colouring, but picturesque

in composition. Clement admired two very opposite

artists : Ingres and Delacroix. He showed his picture

to the two masters. Strange to say, they both praised the

painter. The colour pleased M. Ingres ; but he blamed
the disordered composition. This was what Delacroix

liked, but he blamed the colouring. In short, each said

to the young man, " You wiU be a painter !
" Clement
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did not let the grass grow after this twofold promise
;

he sent for a fourteen feet canvas and drew upon it the

life-size figures of the Martyre des Macchabees. This time,

he did not trouble himself much as to what M. Ingres

would say ; it was Delacroix he wished to please most of all

;

for, whilst admiring the two painters in, perhaps, an equal

degree, his sympathies inclined towards Delacroix. The
picture was to glow with colour. Seven months sufficed

for its execution. As in the case of Suzanne, when the

picture was done he called in the two masters. Delacroix

was the first to come this time. He was enchanted ; and
had no critical remarks to make to the young man, whom
he overwhelmed with congratulations. Next day, M.
Ingres arrived in his turn, uttered a kind of growl, recoiled

as though a reflection in a mirror had struck his eyes
;

gradually his growls change to reproaches : it was in-

gratitude, heresy, apostasy ! M. Ingres went out furious,

cursing the renegade. Crushed by this malediction

Clement prepared to set out for Rome. This had been

the ambition of the two young people for a long time
;

but their grandparents would never consent to let these

young folk of twenty-one and seventeen, thirty-eight years

of age all told, travel ; and without the leave of their grand-

parents, who held the purse-strings, how could they travel ?

There is a Providence who looks after travellers ! A
connoisseur visited Clement's studio. As in the case of

Delacroix, the picturesque setting of Suzanne pleased him
;

he wanted to put Suzanne in his bedroom alcove. But
Clement, who did not dare to ask 6000 francs for the picture,

declared that he did not wish to sell it by itself and asked

4500 francs for the Macchabees and 1500 francs for the

Suzanne. The connoisseur wished only to buy the

Suzanne, but C16ment pointed out to him that the pictures

were inseparable. The connoisseur did not understand

the reason for this indissoluble bond between the

Suzanne and the Macchabees, and he offered 2000

francs, then 2500, for the Suzanne alone. Clement
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was inflexible ; the only reduction he made was to offer

the two pictures for 5000 francs. The connoisseur bought
the Macchabces in order to get the Suzanne, and he put

the latter in his bedroom and the former in his garret

;

and behold the two young people found themselves in

control of the vast sum of 5000 francs ! They could go

round the world five times with that ! So they ran off

to Italy as they had run away to Holland, taking a travel-

ling carriage to Lyons, crossing Mont Cenis and reaching

Rome in twenty-one days. In visiting Italy, C16ment,

with that devouring imagination of his, wanted to see

everything. His wife only desired to see three things :

Madame Laetitia, whom they then called Madame Mere,

Vesuvius in eruption and Venice at Carnival time. The
two latter desires arose from simple curiosity ; the first from

sentiment : Marie Monchablon was a cousin of General

Leclerc, first husband of the Princess Borghese. There

was, therefore, relationship with the Napoleon family,

although obviously very distant ; but relationships go

much further back than that in Corsica !

Horace Vemet was director of the school of painting

in Rome. The first visit of the two artists was naturally

to Horace Vernet ; but, on leaving his house, there was
only the Monte Pincio to cross, the gate del Popolo to

pass and they were in the villa Borghese. Now, at the

villa Borghese lived Madame Mdre, whom Madame Clement

Boulanger was very anxious to see. Chance aided the

young enthusiast : during Madame Mere's walk she

passed by her. Madame Clement longed to fling herself

on her knees ;—I can understand this, for it is just what
I did, and I am not a fanatic, when I had the honour

of being received by Madame Laetitia at Rome, and when
she gave me her hand to kiss. Oh ! it is impossible

to imagine what antique proportions exile seemed to

give to that woman ! I seemed to see the mother of

Alexander, of Caesar or of Charlemagne. Madame Laetitia

looked at the two young people and smiled upon them
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as age smiles on youth, as the setting sun smiles on the

East, as benevolence smiles on beauty. Madame Clement

returned to her lodgings intoxicated with joy. She was

invited to the palace Ruspoli that night by Madame
Lacroix ; still full of delight and not conscious that she

was speaking to the secretary of Madame M6re

—

" Ah !
" she said, " I can leave Rome to-night."

" Why ? You only arrived this morning !

"

" I have seen what I came to see."
" Ah ! What did you want to see ?

"

" Madame Mere."

She then related the three desires which brought her

to Italy : to see Madame Mere, an eruption of Vesuvius

and the Carnival at Venice.

The secretary listened to this great enthusiasm without

making any comment ; but that same evening he related

what he had heard to the mother of Caesar. She smiled,

called to mind the two good-looking young people she had
bowed to in the garden of the villa Borghese and asked

that they should be presented to her on the following day.

Next day they were both introduced to Madame Mare's

bedchamber, in which the famous old lady usually dwelt.
" Come here, my child," said Madame Laetitia, beckon-

ing to the young wife to come near, " and tell me why
you were so anxious to see me."

" Because people say that sons resemble their mother."

Madame Laetitia smiled at that delicious flattery, more
than ever charming from the lips of seventeen.

" Then," she replied, " I hope you will have a son of

your own, madame !

"

" An unfortunate wish. Princess, for I should prefer a

daughter."
" Why so ?

"

" Why should you wish me to bring forth a boy, since

the Emperor is no longer here to give him his epaulettes ?
"

" All the same, have a son and there may, perhaps,

be a Napoleon on the throne when he is of age for service."
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This strange prophecy was realised ! Madame Clement
Boulanger has had a son ; that son is now twenty-two,

and he is employed under a Napoleon in the Government
offices.

Some days later, invited to the soirees of Queen Hortense,

Madame Clement Boulanger valsed for the first time,

—

as a young girl, she had never been allowed ; as a young
wife, she had not yet had time to do so ;—she valsed,

we say, for the first time, and with Prince Louis. After

this they began seriously to set to work. Madame Clement
Boulanger had seen all she desired in seeing Madame
M^re. but she would have been very disappointed had
she been prevented from seeing the rest !

Meanwhile, Clement had finished a companion picture

to the Macchabees and had sketched out the tournament
of the Tournelles : the subject was Henri II., tue, d travers

sa visihe, par I'^clat de lance de Gabriel de Montgomery.
This picture appeared at the Exhibition of 1831, and is

now at the chateau de Saint-Germain.

From Rome the lovers started for Naples. Madame
Clement was enceinte, and in order to produce a happy
pregnancy Providence arranged the eruption of 1832.

From Naples they returned to Florence. There Clement
completed and exhibited in a church his picture of the

Corpus Domini. This picture was a great success, so

great, that the Contadini from the environs of Florence,

who came to see the picture in processions, hearing it

constantly said that it was a representation of the Corpus
Domini and, not knowing what Corpus Domini meant,
believing that it was the painter's name, openly called

Clement Boulanger and his wife M. and Mme. Corpus
Domini. Meanwhile, the young couple took hasty excur-

sions into the country and, as the parents could not leave

little Albert behind, they put him in a basket which a
man carried on his head. This was the son of Corpus
Domini, and bearing this title, no goat-herd but would
give him of her milk.
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In his spare moments Clement remembered his chemical

studies : he invented a kind of paper which concealed

ink. You only had to dip the pen in the water-jug,

stream or river, or simply in your mouth, to write with

water or with saliva, and the writing became black as

fast as the nib of the pen formed th letters. It was
such a wonderful invention that they decided to start

a paper factory under illustrious patronage. This patron-

age was granted and a sheet of the chemical paper

was taken to Madame Clement. Unluckily or luckily,

Madame Clement had a cold ; she sneezed ; the damped
paper became black all over where it had been wetted.

This gave the spectators much food for reflection. It

would be impossible to use the paper on a rainy day or

days when one had a cold or on days when one was tearful.

The factory idea was renounced.

Clement Boulanger returned to Paris in the month
of February 1832 ; and from the loth to the 15th March
of the same year, so far as I can recollect, he covered

with his broad and easy style of painting a panel twelve

feet by ten in my house.
* *
*

In 1840 Clement Boulanger set out for Constantinople.

For a year and a half he had been at Toulouse, where
he painted the Procession, which is now at Saint Etienne-

du-Mont. This work in the provinces had wearied him :

he wanted the open air, change of scene, the stir of life,

in short, instead of a sedentary life, he accepted the

suggestion made him by the traveller Tessier, who was
going to make excavations in Asia-Minor ; and, com-
missioned by the department of Fine Arts to paint a picture

of excavations, Clement, as we have said, set out in 1840.

They reached Magnesia near the Mendere river and began
to dig in the ground. This preliminary work appeared to

Clement to be the most exciting, animated part of the

business; he felt that it, at any rate, ought to be reproduced.

He made a sketch in the full heat of the midday sun
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and, during his work, got one of those attacks of sun-

stroke that are so dangerous in the East. Brain fever

ensued : he was far from all aid ; there were only bad
Greek doctors near him, of the type that killed Byron.

They hung a hammock inside a mosque and laid the poor
invalid in it. Delirium set in by the third day ; on the

fifth, he died laughing and singing, unconscious that he

was dying. All the Greek clergy in Constantinople came
to pay respect to the body of the poor traveller, who
had died at twenty-eight years of age, far away from his

friends, his family and his country ! Twenty-eight years

of age ! do you realise ? Compare that age with what
he had done ! The body was carried away on the back
of a camel.

There, as here, everybody loved him. People of all

lands and in every kind of costume followed the pro-

cession. All the French ships in the roadstead carried

their flags at half-mast and their ensigns of mourning.

The whole staff of the embassy came out to meet the body
at the gate of Constantinople, and a procession of over three

thousand persons followed it to the French church. There

he lies, sleeping, hke Ophelia, still smiling and singing !



CHAPTER IV

Grandville

A DELIGATE and sarcastic smile, eyes sparkling with

intelligence, a satirical mouth, short figure and
large heart and a delightful tincture of melancholy per-

ceptible everywhere—that is your portrait, dear Grand-

ville ! Come ! I begin to have as many friends below

ground as above ; come to me ! tell me that friendship

is stronger than the grave and I shall not fear to go down
to your abode, since, dying, one rejoins one's dead friends

without leaving the living ones.

You will remember, dear Grandville, when I went to

call upon you in your garret in the rue des Petits-

Augustins, a garret from whence I never came out without

carrying away with me some wonderful sketches ? What
good long talks we had ! What fine perceptions ! I

did not think of asking you then where you came from,

neither where you were going
;
you smiled sadly at life,

at the future
;
you had had some sadness forced out from

the depths of your heart. It was easily explained, you
were a connecting-link between Moli^re and la Fontaine.

That which I did not think to ask of the artist when he

was full of life, energy and health, I now ask of him when
he is dead and laid in the grave. You have forgotten,

you say, dear Grandville ? I understand that. But there

is one of your friends, a man of heart and of talent who
has not forgotten : take Charles Blanc, and add to what
he has forgotten that which you yourself can remember.

Your life was too uninteresting, you say ? Very well, but
a8
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the public takes as much interest in the humble vicar

of Wakefield in his village parish as in the brilliant Ralegh

at the court of the proud Elizabeth—You will try to

remember ? Good !—I will put it down,

*

GrandviUe was born at Nancy. He was the successor,

compatriot, one might almost say the pupil, of Callot.

His real name was Gerard ; but his father, a distinguished

miniature painter, had renounced his family name to

take the theatrical name of his grandfather, an excellent

comedian who had more than once brought smiles to the

lips of the two exiles, Hanislas and Marie Leczinski, one

of whom had been a king and the other of whom was to

become a queen. The grandfather was called Grand-
viUe. This child, who was to create a world of his own,
half animal, half human, who was to explain the scent

of flowers by making the flower the mere external covering

of woman, who, by means of imagery drawn from human
life, was to endow the stars with those beauteous eyes

which flash amidst the darkness and with which they are

supposed to gaze upon the earth, this child, I say, was
bom on 13 September 1802. He was bom so weak that

it was thought for a moment he was only born to die,

but his mother took him in her arms and hid him so com-
pletely in her heart, that Death, who was looking for him,

passed by and saw him not. But the child saw Death,
and that is why he has since then painted him so accur-

ately.

As a youth, he was taciturn but observant, watching
everything with those large melancholy eyes of his, which
seemed as though they were looking for and finding in

everything some side unknown and invisible to other

eyes. It is this side which he has shown in all beings

and created things, from the giant to the ant, from man
to mollusc, from the star down to the flower. Others
find fault with the world as the good God has made it,

but, powerless to refashion it, they rest satisfied with
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railing at it ; Grandville not only did not scoff at it, but

even re-created one of his own.

At twelve he entered the school at Nancy, and he left

at fourteen. What did Latin, Greek or even French

matter to him ? He had a language of his own, which

he talked in low tones to that invisible master whom we

call genius, a language which, later, he was to speak aloud

to the whole of creation. When I went to see Grandville

and found him holding a lizard in his hand, whistling to

a canary in its cage or crumbling bread in a bowl of red

fishes, I was always tempted to ask him :
" Come, what

does the fish, canary or lizard say to you ?
"

Grandville began to draw at fourteen ; I am mistaken,

he had always drawn. Exercises and translations were

scanty in his college exercise-books, but illustrations—as

they have since been termed—to the subject of la rose, rosa

and to the translation of Deus creavit ccelum et terram

were marvellous ! So, one day, the masters showed these

exercise-books to his father. They meant them to be

the means of getting the child a scolding ; but the father

saw more than the masters did : they only saw an in-

different Latin scholar ; the father saw a great artist.

All saw correctly, but each turned his back and looked

in an opposite direction from that of the others. Grandville

was from that day introduced into his father's studio,

and had the right to make sketches without being obliged

to do exercises and translations. When a sitter came

to sit for a miniature in M. Grandville's studio, he sat both

to father and son. The sitter, however, only saw the

work of the father because that was a finished, varnished

and touched-up portrait, whilst the son's was a beautiful

and excellent caricature, at which the father would laugh

heartily when the sitter was gone, but which he advised

his son to hide deep among his drawings, wondering each

time how it was that the man's face had some likeness

to the head of an animal. Meantime, an artist called

Mansion passed through Nancy, and went to call on his
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confrere Grandville, who showed him his miniatures ; the

artist visitor looked at them rather contemptuously, but,

when he came to the youth's drawings, he fastened on
them eagerly and looked at them as though he would
never stop looking, repeating :

" More !
" as long as there

were any more left.

" Let me have this lad," he said to the father, " and I

will take hira to Paris."

It was hard to give up his boy, even to a brother artist

;

and yet Grandville's father knew very well that one cannot

become a great artist unless one goes out into the great

centres of civilisation. He adopted a middle course,

which appeased his conscience and comforted his heart.

He promised to send the boy to Paris. Six months went
by before this promise was put into execution ; at last,

recognising that the lad was wasting time in the pro-

vinces, the father made up his mind. A hundred crowns
were put into one of the young artist's pockets, a letter

to a cousin in the other, and he was commended to the

care of the conductor of a diligence ; thus the great man
of the coming future started for Paris. The cousin's

name was Lemetayer ; he was manager of the Opera-
Comique. He was a clever man, whom we all knew, very
popular in the artist world, and intimate with Picot, Horace
Vemet, Leon Cogniet, Hippolyte Lecomte and Fereol.

I shall be asked why I put F6reol, a singer, with Picot,

Horace Vernet, L6on Cogniet and Hippolyte Lecomte,
four painters ? Well, just as M. Ingres, who is a great

painter, lays claim to be a virtuoso, so it was with Fereol,

who, though an excellent opera-singer, laid claim to be a
painter.

Alas ! We know others, too, besides M. Ingres and Fereol,

who are ambitious in the same way ! Now, it happened
one day that Fereol, having carried one of his composi-
tions to Lemetayer, it was seen by Grandville, and Grand-
ville, in his disrespect for Fereol's painting, began to

draw it over again, as F^r^ol might have begim singing
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over again one of the airs of M. Ingres. Meanwhile,

Hippolyte Lecomte came in. We do not know whether

Hippolyte Lecomte has, like M. Ingres and Fer6ol, some
hobby besides his art ; but we know he was a man pos-

sessed of good common sense and of good judgment. It

was exactly what the young man wanted, and he passed

from M. Mansion's studio to that of Lecomte. And,

M. Mansion's pupil kept an old grudge against his master.

This was what occasioned it

—

With his delightful imagination, which was as picturesque

when he was a child as when a man, Grandville had invented

a game with fifty-two cards. Mansion thought this game
so remarkable that he fathered it under his own name
with the title of La Sihylle des salons. I once saw the

game at Grandville' s, when he was in a good humour and
turning over all his drawings ; there was something very

fantastic about it. When with Hippolyte Lecomte,

there was no longer any question of drawing—he had to

paint. But painting was not Grandville's strong point

—

pencil or pen were his to any extent ! He painted, like

Callot, with a steel pen. Pencil, pen and style spoke

admirably the language of the artist and adequately

expressed what he wanted to say !

Then, suddenly, lithography comes on the scenes.

Grandville is attracted to, looks at and examines the process,

utters a cry of delight, and feels that this is what he must
do. Grandville, like Clement Boulanger, was a seeker,

never satisfied with what others found for him to do,

at times discontented with what he had found for himself.

Callot had substituted in his engravings the spirit varnish

of musical instrument-makers for soft varnishes. Grand-
ville executes his lithographs after the manner of engrav-

ings : he cuts into the stone with a hard pencil, shades

with cut lines, specifies his outlines and draws no more,

but engraves ; it was at this time that the series of drawings

representing the Tribulations de la petite propriete appear

and that of the Dimanches d'un ban bourgeois.
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Grandville then lived at the hotel Saint-Phar in the

boulevard Poissonnidre, the room since occupied by
Alphonse Karr, an artist who also used his pen as an
engraving tool instead of writing with it.

About 1826 Grandville left the hotel Saint-Phar and
went to live in a sort of garret situated opposite the Palais

des Beaux-Arts, where I made his acquaintance. Alas !

I also lived in another sort of garret ; the twenty-five

francs which, upon Oudard's entreaty, M. de Broval had
just added to my salary, did not allow me to live in a

first floor of the rue de Rivoli ; my garret, however, was
envious of Grandville's : an artist's studio, no matter how
poor he is, always contains more things than the room
of an ordinary workman ; a sketch, a statuette, a plaster-

cast, an old vizorless helmet, some odd bits of armour
with traces of the gold damascening, a stuffed squirrel

playing the flute, a gull hanging from the ceiling with
wings spread, looking as though it stUl skimmed the

waves, and a strip of Chinese material, draped before a

door, give to the walls a coquettish air which rejoices

the eye and tickles the fancy. And the painter's studio

was a gathering-place for talks. There, and in the

adjacent studios, were to be found Philippon, who was
to found La Caricature and, later, his brother, who founded
Le Journal pour rire ; Ricourt, the persistent maker of

improbable stories ; Horeau, the architect ; Huet, Forest,

Renou. When they were flush of money they drank
beer ; on other days they were content to smoke, shout,

declaim and laugh. Grandville laughed, declaimed, shouted,

smoked, and drank but little. He remained seated at

a table, a sheet of paper before him, pen or pencil in

hand, smiling betimes, but everlastingly drawing. What
did he draw ? He himself never knew. A fancy bordering

on the nonsensical guided his pencil. Birds with monkeys'
heads, monkeys with fishes' heads, the faces of bipeds

on the bodies of quadrupeds : a more grotesque world

than Callot's temptations or Breughel's sportive demons.
VI.—

3
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When two hours had gone by, full of laughter, noise and

smoke for the others, Grandville had drawn from his brain,

as from some fanciful circle, a whole new creation, which

certainly belonged as much to him as that which was

destroyed by the Flood belonged to God. It was all

very exquisite, very clever, very enchanting ; and ex-

pressed very clearly what it wished to interpret ; the

eyes and gestures speaking such a droll language that,

by the time one had to leave them, one had always

spent upwards of half an hour or an hour looking at

them, trying to discover the meaning of them—im-

provised illustrations of stories unknown by Hoffmann.

It was in this way he prepared, composed and pub-

lished Les Quatre saisons de la vie, Le Voyage

pour I'eternite, Les Metamorphoses du jour, and, finally,

La Caricature, in which all the political celebrities

of the day sat for him or before him. Then came
1832.

Grandville had offered that my portrait should be one

of the first ; he was one of the first to come and mount his

platform, smoothing out his panel on a folding ladder

and sketching the parts that reached above the height of

the door. Two months afterwards, I went on a voyage.

Did I see him again ? I have my doubts. Only news
of his tremendous works reached me. These were

Chansons de Beranger, Gargantua au herceau, the Fables

de la Fontaine, Les Animaux peinte par eux-memes, les

Etoiles, les Fleurs animees. Then, in the midst of all

these merry figures which fell from his pencil and pen
came heartrending and bitter sorrows ; his wife and three

children died one after the other ; when the last died, he
himself fell ill. It was as though the voices of his four

beloved ones were calling him to them. His conversation

changed in character ; it became more elevated ; no more
studio laughter or youthful joking was to be heard. He
talked of that future life towards which he was going, of

that immortality of the soul of which he was to know the
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secret ; he soared into purest ether and floated on the

most transparent clouds.

On 14 March 1847, he became insane ; and he died three

days later in the house of Dr. Voisin, at Vauvres. He is

buried at Saint-Mande, near his wife and three children,

and if the dead are still endowed with sympathy, he has

but to stretch out his arm to touch the hand of Carrel

!
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Tony Johannot

GRANDVILLE disappeared. Did he mount up to

heaven on the rays of one of those stars with the

faces of women, to whom he made love ? Did he He down
to sleep in the tomb, to listen, during the sleep of death,

to the growing of those women to whom he had given the

stems of flowers ? Oh ! that is the great secret which the

grave guards mysteriously, which death cannot tell life,

which Hamlet asked fruitlessly of Yorick, of his father's

ghost, of the interrupted song of Ophelia !

This secret my two dear and excellent friends who died

on the same day—4 August 1852—Tony Johannot and
Alfred d'Orsay, would assuredly have told me if it had
been permitted to them. What poetry of sorrow could,

then, be adequate to express the feelings of my heart the

morning I woke to receive two such letters as these ?

" My dear Father,—Did you ever hear anything
equal to this ? I went to Tony Johannot's house yesterday
with your letter, to ask him if he could undertake the
vignettes for Isaac Laquedem, and they said to me :

' Sir,

he has just died !

'

" Tony Johannot dead ! I met him the day before
yesterday and we made an appointment for to-day. Dead !

This single syllable felt like the tolling of a bell. It awoke
the same kind of vibration in my heart. Dead ! Tony
Johannot is dead ! If people die like this, one ought
never to leave those one loves. Come back at once to

Paris or I shall start for Brussels.—Yours,
"Alex. Dumas, fils"

36
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" My dear Dumas,—Our well-beloved Alfred d'Orsay
died this morning at four o'clock, in my arms laughing,

talking, making plans and without any idea he was dying.

One of the last names he uttered was yours, for one of his

last projects was to renew the lease of your shooting,

which he much enjoyed last year. The funeral will take

place the day after to-morrow at Chambourcy. Come, if

my letter reaches you in time ! It would be a comfort to

Agenor and to the Duchesse de Grammont to have you
with them at such a time.—Yours affectionately,

" Cabarrus "

Another time I will tell you the whole of d'Orsay's

history, d'Orsay the gentleman, the man of fashion, the

artist, and, above all, the man of kindly heart ; and I

shall certainly not have room in one chapter to do that.

For the present, let us restrict ourselves to Tony Johannot,

the one among the four dead men whose lives I am relating

with whom I was the most intimate.

*
He was bom in 1803, in the little town of Offenbach, as

was his brother ; I have given the history of his parents

and of his early days in relating that of Alfred. He must,

therefore, appear before our readers as a young man in

the same frame as Alfred ; it was in this way, indeed, that

the Artiste published them in its two excellent portraits of

those twin-geniuses of art. Tony was delightful in those

days, when about thirty years old : a clear, fresh com-

plexion which a woman might have envied, short, curly

hair, a dark moustache, small, but bright, intelligent and
sparkling eyes, medium height in figure but wonderfully

well-proportioned. Like Alfred, he was silent ; but he

was not as taciturn : his melancholy never went so far as

depression : he was a man of few words and never launched

out into a long sentence, but what he said always showed
delicacy of perception and flashes of wit. Finally, his

talent reflected his character like a mirror, and any one not

knowing him could have formed a perfectly correct idea
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of him from his drawings, vignettes and pictures. The
first time I saw him, if I remember rightly, was at the

house of our dear good friend, Nodier. Nodier was very

fond of both of the brothers. Tony brought a lovely

water-colour to Marie Nodier. I can see it now : it repre-

sented a woman being murdered, either a Desdemona or

a Vanina d'Ornano. It was meant for Marie's album. We
drew together at once without hesitation, as if our two

hearts had been in search of one another for twenty-five

years ; we were the same age, almost, he a little younger

than I. I have related in these Memoirs that we went

through the Rambouillet campaign side by side and that

we returned from it together. A score of times he had

tried to make a portrait sketch of me ; a score of times

he had erased the paper clean, rubbed off the wood,

scratched the paint off the canvas, dissatisfied with his

work. It was in vain I told him it was a good likeness.

" No," he said, " and no one could do it, any more than

I can."
" Why so ?

"

" Because your face changes in expression every ten

seconds. How can one make a likeness of a man who is

not like himself ?
"

Then, to compensate me he would turn over his port-

folios and give me a charming drawing of Minna et Brcnda,

or a lovely sketch of the Last of the Mohicans.

The chief merit of the character of Tony Johannot

and the particular note of his talent was that gift of

heaven bestowed specially on flowers, birds and women

—

charm. Tony even delighted his critics. His colour

was, perhaps, a trifle monotonous, but it was cheerful,

light and silvery in tone. His women were all like one

another, Virginie and Brenda, Diana Vernon and Ophelia ;

what did it matter since they were all young and

beautiful and gracious and chaste ? The daughters of

the poets, to whatever country they belong, have all one

and the same father—genius. Charlotte and Desdemona.
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Leonora and Haidee, dona Sol and Amy Robsart are

sisters. Now who can reproach sisters for bearing a

family likeness ?

Other illustrators found fault with Tony for monopo-
lising every book as they blamed me for monopolising

every newspaper. Ah ! well, Tony has been dead

eighteen months ; let us see where, then, are those vignettes

which were only waiting for a chance to be produced ?

Where, then, are all the illustrated Pauls and Virginias,

the Manon Lescauts, Molieres, Coopers, Walter Scotts which

were to cause those of the poor dead artist to be forgotten ?

Where, then, are the fancies and whims which are to

succeed this rage ? Where is the art which is to replace

this trade ? So far as I am concerned, since they have

brought the same reproach of monopolising against me,

and an occasion offers to say a word on this subject, I

will say it without circumlocution. At the present

moment, 15 December 1853, I have for some time past

more or less left La Presse free, Le Siecle free, Le Constitu-

tionnel free ; I have only one more story to write for Le

Pays : see, you victimised gentlemen, the gates stand

open, the columns are empty ; besides Le Constitutionnel,

Le Siecle, La Presse, you have La Patrie, L'Assemblee

nationale, Le Moniteur, the Revue de Paris, the Revue des

Deux Mondes ; write your Reine Margots, gentlemen !

Write Monte-Cristo, the Mousquetaires, Capitaine Paul,

Amaury, Comtesse de Charny, Conscience, Pasteur d'Ash-

bourn ;—write all these, gentlemen ! do not wait till I am
dead. I have but one regret : it is that I cannot divert

myself from my gigantic work by reading my own
books ; distract my thoughts by letting me read yours,

and I assure you it will be a good thing for both me and

yourselves and, perhaps, even better for you than for

me.

Tony did as I did ; he first of all worked at the rate of

six hours a day, then eight, then ten, then twelve, then

fifteen : work is like the intoxication of hashish and of
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opium : it creates a fictitious life inside real life, so full of

delicious dreams and adorable hallucinations that one

ends by preferring the fictitious life to the real one. Tony
then worked fifteen hours a day—which speaks for itself.

Thus, after he had exhibited with his brother, the series

of tableaus-vignettes to which I have referred in connection

with Alfred, he did the following by himself : Minna
et Brenda stir le bord de la mer, La Bataille de Rosbecque,

La Mort de Julien d'Avenel, La Bataille de Fontenoy,

VEnfance de Duguesclin, L'Embarquement d'Elisabeth d

Kenilworih, Deux Jeunes Femmes pres d'une fenetre, La
Sieste, Louis XIII. forcant le passage du Meandre, a

subject taken from George Sand's Andre, a subject

from the Gospels, one from the Imitation of Christ, Le

Roi Louis-Philippe offrant d la reine Victoria deux tapis-

series des Gobelins au Chateau d'Eu. Then, after failing

to exhibit in the Exhibitions of 1843, 1845 and 1846, he

sent twelve pictures in 1848, five in 1850, three in 1851 and,

in 1852, a Scene de village and the Plaisirs de I'automne.

Three or four years previously, Tony's friends had been

alarmed by a thing which, in spite of the fear of the

doctors, seemed nevertheless quite impossible. He had

been threatened with pulmonary phthisis. Nothing

could have been more solidly constructed, it must be

said, than Tony Johannot's chest, and, allowing for im-

moderate ambition, never were lungs more commodiously

situated for fulfilling their functions ; so Tony's friends

did not feel anxious. He coughed, spat a little blood,

took a course of treatment and got better. He had not

stopped working. Work is a factor of health in the case

of all who are producers. He had just done his Evangile

and Imitation of Christ, he had stopped work on an oil-

painting of Ruth and Boaz to start upon illustrations to

the works of Victor Hugo, when, suddenly, he sank down
and fell on his knees. He was struck by a crushing attack

of apoplexy. On 4 August 1852, he died. The twofold

news came too late : I could neither follow d'Orsay to
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the cemetery of Chambourcy, nor follow Tony Johannot
to the cemetery of Montmartre. There it is that the

creator of many charming vignettes, many fascinating

pictures, sleeps in the vault where his two brothers Charles

and Alfred had preceded him.

I



BOOK II

CHAPTER I

Sequel to the preparations for my ball—Oil and distemper—In-

conveniences of working at night—How Delacroix did his task

—The ball—Serious men—La Fayette and Beauchene—Variety

of costumes— The invalid and the undertaker's man

—

The last

galop—A political play—A moral play

LET US return from painters to paintings. The
eleventh decorator had signed himself Ziegler.

We did not reckon on him, but he had foreseen what
might happen ; one panel had been left blank and this

was given to him on which to make a scene from La
Esmeralda, Three days before the ball, everybody was
at his post : Alfred Johannot was sketching his scene

from Cinq-Mars ; Tony Johannot, his Sire de Giac ;

Clement Boulanger, his Tour de Nesle ; Louis Boulanger

his Lucrece Borgia
; Jadin and Decamps worked in col-

laboration at their Dehureait, Grandville at his Orchestre,

Barye at his Tigres, Nanteuil at his door-panels, which

were two medallions representing Hugo and Alfred de

Vigny. Delacroix alone failed to answer to the appeal :

they wanted to dispose of his panel, but I answered for

him.

It was very diverting to see the start for this steeple-

chase between ten painters of equal merit. Each of

them, without, apparently, watching his neighbour,

followed with his eyes first the charcoal then the paint-
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brush. None of them— the Johannots in particular,

being engravers and designers of vignettes and painters

of easel pictures—were accustomed to the use of dis-

temper. But the painters of large canvases soon got

into the way of it. Among these, Louis and Clement

Boulanger seemed as though they had never worked in

any other medium. Jadin and Decamps discovered

wonderful tones in this new method of execution, and

declared they never wanted to paint in anything again

but distemper. Ziegler took to it with some ease, Barye

made belief that it was water-colour on a grand scale,

but easier and more quickly done than water-colour on

the small scale. Grandville drew with red chalk, charcoal

and Spanish white chalk, and produced prodigious effects

with these three crayons. We waited with curiosity for

Delacroix, whose facility of execution has become pro-

verbial. As I have said, only the two Johannots were

behindhand. They knew they would not be finished if

they did not work at night. Consequently, whilst others

played, smoked and gossiped, both continued their day's

work when night came, rejoicing in the tones given them
by the light, and the superiority of lamplight to that of

day, for painting intended to be seen by lamplight. They
did not stop working till midnight, but they caught up
with the others by so doing. Next day, when light broke,

Alfred and Tony uttered cries of despair : by lamplight

they had mistaken yellow for white and white for yellow,

green for blue and blue for green. The two pictures

looked like huge omelettes aux fines herbes. At this juncture

Ciceri pere came in. He had but to glance at the two

pictures to guess what had happened.
" Bravo !

" he said ;
" we have a green sky and yellow

clouds ! But that is a mere nothing !

"

Indeed, it was more specially in the sky that the error had
been committed. He took up the brushes and with broad,

vigorous, powerful strokes he repainted the skies of both

pictures in one minute : the one calm, serene and azure,
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leaving a glimpse of the splendours of Dante's paradise

through the blue of the firmament ; the other low, cloudy,

charged with electricity, ready to burst forth into lightning

flashes.

All the young painters learnt in an instant the secrets

of decoration, which they had been hours groping after

on the previous day. Nobody cared about working at

night. Besides, thanks to the lesson given by Ciceri

P^re, things were progressing with giant strides.

There was no more news of Delacroix than if he

had never existed. On the night of the second day I

sent to him to ask if he remembered that the ball was

fixed for the next day. He sent reply that I need not

be anxious and he would come at breakfast-time next

morning. Work began with the dawn next day. Most

of the workers, moreover, had their task three-quarters

finished. Clement Boulanger and Barye had done.

Louis Boulanger had no more than three or four hours'

work. Decamps was putting the last touches to his

Dehureau, and Jadin to his poppies and corn-flowers ;

Grandville was at work on his door tops, when, as he had

promised, Delacroix arrived.
" Well, now, how are you getting on ? " he asked.
" You see for yourself," said each worker, standing

aside to let his work be seen.

" Oh, really ! but you are doing miniature-work here !

You should have told me : I would have come a month ago."

He went round all the four rooms, stopping before each

panel and finding something pleasant to say to each of

his confreres, thanks to the charming spirit with which

he is endowed. Then, as they were going to breakfast,

he breakfasted too.

" Well ? " he asked, when breakfast was done, turning

towards the empty panel.
" Well, there it is !

" I said. " It is the panel for the

Crossing of the Red Sea ; the sea has gone back, the

Israelites have crossed, the Egyptians have not yetjarrived."
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" Then I will take advantage of the fact to do some-

thing else. What would you like me to stick up there ?
"

" Oh, you know, a King Rodrigo after a battle :

" ' Sur les rives raurmurantes
Du fleuve aux ondes sanglantes,

Le roi sans royaume allait,

Froissant, dans ses mains saignantes,

Les grains d'or d'un chapelet.'
"

" Ah, is that what you want ?
"

" Yes."
" You will not ask me for something else when it is

half done ?
"

" Of course not !

"

" Here goes, then, for King Rodrigo !

"

And, without taking off his little black coat which
clung closely to his body, without turning up his sleeves

or taking off his cuffs, or putting on a blouse or cotton

jacket, Delacroix began by taking his charcoal and, in

three or four strokes, he had drawn the horse ; in five

or six, the cavalier ; in seven or eight, the battlefield, dead,

dying and fugitives included ; then, making sufficient

out of this rough sketch to be intelligible to himself,

he took up brushes and began to paint. And, in a flash,

as if one had unveiled a canvas, one saw appear under his

hand, first a cavalier, bleeding, injured and wounded,
half dragged by his horse, who was as hurt as himself,

holding on by the mere support of his stirrups, and leaning

on his long lance ; round him, in front and behind him,

the dead in heaps ; by the riverside, the wounded trying

to put their lips to the water, and leaving tracks of blood

behind them ; as far as the eye could see, away towards
the horizon stretched the battlefield, ruthless and terrible

;

above it all, in a horizon made dense by the vapour of

blood, a sun was setting like a red buckler in a forge
;

then, finally, a blue sky which, as it melted away into

the distance, became an indefinable shade of green, with
rosy clouds on it like the down of an ibis. The whole
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thing was wonderful to see : a circle gathered round the

master and each one of the artists left his task to come

and clap his hands without jealousy or envy at the new
Rubens, who improvised both composition and execution

as he went on. It was finished in two or three hours' time.

At five that afternoon, owing to a large fire, all was dry

and they could place the forms against the walls. The
ball had created an enormous stir. I had invited nearly

all the artists in Paris ; those I had forgotten wrote to

remind me of their existence. Many society women had

done the same, but they asked to be allowed to come
masked : it was an impertinence towards other women
and I left it to the responsibility of those who had offered

it. It was a fancy dress ball, but not a masked one
;

the order was strict, and I hired two dozen dominoes

for the use of impostors, whoever they might be, who
attempted to introduce themselves in contraband dress.

At seven o'clock, Chevet arrived with a fifty-pound

salmon, and a roebuck roasted whole, served on a silver

dish which looked as though it had been borrowed from

Gargantua's sideboard, and a gigantic pate, all to corre-

spond. Three hundred bottles of Bordeaux were put down
to warm, three hundred bottles of Burgundy were cooling,

five hundred bottles of champagne were on ice.

I had discovered in the library, in a little book of en-

gravings by Titian's brother, a delightful costume of

1525 : hair cut round and hanging over the shoulders,

bound in with a gold band ; a sea-green jerkin, braided

with gold, laced down the front of the shirt with gold

lace, and fastened at the shoulder and elbows by similar

lacing ; breeches of parti-coloured red and white silk

;

black velvet slippers, a la Fran9ois i., embroidered in gold.

The mistress of the house, a very handsome person, with

dark hair and blue eyes, was in a velvet dress, with a

starched collarette, and the black felt hat with black

feathers of Helena Formann, Rubens's second wife. Two
orchestras had been set up in each suite of rooms, in such a
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way that, at a given moment, they could both play the

same air, and the galop could be heard throughout the

five rooms and the hall. At midnight, these five rooms

afforded a wonderful spectacle. Everybody had taken

up the idea with the exception of those who styled them-

selves staid men ; every one had come in fancy dress

;

but it was in vain that the serious-minded men pleaded

their seriousness ; no attention whatever was paid to it

;

they were compelled to clothe themselves in dominoes

of the quietest colours. Veron, a staid person,

though he could also be merry, was muffled up in rose

colour ; Buloz, who was serious and melancholy in

temperament, was decked out in sky-blue ; Odilon Barrot,

who was ultra-serious to solemnness, had obtained a

black domino, in virtue of his twofold title of barrister

and d^put^ ; finally. La Fayette, the good, the fashionable

and courtly old gentleman, smiling at all this foolishness

of youth, had, without offering any opposition to it, put

on the Venetian costume. This man had pressed the

hand of Washington, had compelled Marat to hide in

caves, had struggled against Mirabeau, had lost his

popularity in saving the hfe of the queen, and on 6 October

had said to a royalty of ten centiwies old :
" Bow thy-

self before that royalty which yesterday was called the

people !
" This man—who, in 1814, had thrust Napoleon

from his throne ; who, in 1830, had helped Louis-

Philippe to ascend his ; who, instead of falling, had
gone on growing in power during revolutions—was with

us also, simple as greatness, good as strength, candid

as genius. He was, in fact, the subject of astonishment

and admiration for all those entrancing beings who saw,

touched and spoke to him for the first time, who brought

back to him his younger days ; he looked at them earnestly,

gave both his hands to them and responded with the

most polite and courteous words to all the pretty speeches

^ the charming queens of the Paris theatres addressed to

I

him. You will recollect having been the favourites of

i
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that famous man for one whole night, you—L^ontine Fay,

Louise Despreaux, Cornelie Falcon, Virginia Dejazet ? You
recollect your amazement in finding him simple and gentle,

coquettish and gallant, witty and deferential, as he had

been forty years before at the balls of Versailles and the

Trianon ? One moment Beauchene sat down by him, and

this juxtaposition made a singular contrast : Beauchene

wore the Vendeen costume in all its completeness : the

hat surrounded with a handkerchief, the Breton jacket,

short trousers, gaiters, the bleeding heart on the breast,

and the English carbine. Beauchene, who passed for a

too Liberal Royalist under the Bourbons of the Elder

Branch, passed for too Royalist a Liberal under the

Younger Branch. So, General La Fayette, recognising him,

said with a charming smile

—

" Monsieur de Beauchene, tell me, I beg you, in virtue

of wl'
'

'cje are you the only person here who is not

wea -be ?
"

A an hour later, both were seated at an 6cart6

table, ana Beauchene was playing against the Repub-

lican of 1789 and of 1830, with gold bearing the effigy of

Henry v.

The sitting-room presented the most picturesque ap-

pearance. Mademoiselle Mars, Joanny, Michel Menjaud,

Firmin, Mademoiselle Leverd had come in the costumes

belonging to Henri III. It was the court of the Valois

complete. Dupont, the offended soubrette of Moli^re,

the merry soubrette of Marivaux, was in a Boucher

shepherdess costume. Georges, who had regained the

beauty of her best days, had taken the costume of a

Nettuno peasant-girl, and Madame Paradol wore that of

Anne of Austria. Rose Dupuis had one like Lady Roch-

ester. Noblet was in harlequin's dress
;
Javureck was a

Turkish slave-girl. Adele Alphonse, who was making her

first public appearance, arriving, I think, from Saint

Petersburg, was a young Greek girl. L6ontine Fay, an

Albanian woman. Falcon, the beautiful Jewess, was
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dressed as Rebecca ; Dejazet, as du Barry ; Nourrit, as a

court abbe ; Monrose, as a soldier of Ruyter ; Volnys,

as an Armenian ; Bocage, as Didier. Allan—who, no
doubt, took himself for a serious-minded person like Buloz

and Veron—^was clad in a white necktie, black coat and
trousers ; but, over the toilet of a gilded youth, we had
insisted on putting a cabbage-green domino. Rossini

had taken the costimie of Figaro, and vied in popularity

with La Fayette. Moyne, our poor Moyne ! who had so

much talent and who, in spite of his talent, died of hunger,

kiUing himself in the hope that his death would bequeath

a pension to his widow—Moyne had taken the costume

of Charles ix. ; Barye was dressed as a Bengal tiger
;

Etex, as an Andalusian ; Adam, as a doll ; Zimmermann,
as a kitchen-maid ; Plantade, as Madame Pochet ; Pichot,

as a magician ; Alphonse Royer, as a Turk ; Charles

Lenormand, as a native of Smyrna ; Considerant, as a

bey of Algiers ; Paul de Musset, as a Russian ; Alfred

de Musset, as a weather-cock ; Capo de Feuillide, as a

toreador. Eugdne Sue, the sixth of the serious men, was
in a pistachio domino ; Paul Lacroix, as an astrologer

;

Petrus Borel, who took the name of Lycanthrope, as

Young France ; Bard, my companion in the Soissons

expedition, as a page of the time of Albert Diirer ; Fran-

cisque Michel, as a vagabond ; Paul Fouche, as a foot-

soldier in the Procession of Fools ; Eugene Duverger, as

Van Dyck ; Ladvocat, as Henri 11. ; Fournier, as a sailor
;

Giraud, as a man-at-arms of the eleventh century ; Tony
Johannot, as Sire de Giac ; Alfred Johannot, as young
Louis XI. ; Menut, as a page of Charles vii. ; Louis

Boulanger, as a courtier of King John ; Nanteuil, as an
old soldier of the sixteenth century ; Gaindron, as a

madman ; Boisselot, as a young lord of the time of Louis

XII. ; Chatillon, as Sentinelli ; Ziegler, as Cinq-Mars
;

Clement Boulanger, as a Neapolitan peasant ; Roqueplan,

as a Mexican ofl&cer ; Lepaule, in Highland dress ; Grenier,

as a seaman ; Robert Fleury, as a Chinaman ; Delacroix,

VI.—

4



50 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

as Dante ; Champmartin, as a pilgrim ; Henriquet Dupont,

as Ariosto ; Chenavard, as Titian ; Fred6rick Lemaitre, as

Robert Macaire covered with spangles.

Several droll incidents enlivened the evening. M.

Tissot, of the Academy, conceived the notion of making

himself up as an invalid ; he had scarcely entered, when

Jadin came in as an undertaker's man and, lugubrious

crepe on his hat, followed him from room to room,

fitting his pace to his and every five minutes repeating

the words :
" I am waiting ! " M. Tissot could not stand

it and, in half an hour's time, he left. At one time, there

were seven hundred persons present. We had supper

at three in the morning. The two rooms of the empty
flat on my landing were converted into a dining-room.

Wonderful to relate there was enough for everybody

to eat and to drink ! At nine o'clock in the morning,

with music ringing in their heads, they began a final

galop in the rue des Trois-Freres, the head of the

procession reaching to the boulevard whilst the tail was

still frisking in the courtyard of the square. I have often

thought since of giving a second ball like that one, but

it always seemed to me that it would be quite impossible.

It was about this time that they performed at the

Odeon a pfey which made some sensation, first on account

of its own merit, and, also, from the measure that it sug-

gested. This play had for title : Revolution d'autrefois,

on les Romains chcz etix. The authors were Felix Pyat

and Th^o.

They had taken for their hero the mad Emperor, whom,
six years later, I tried in my turn to put on to the stage

—

Caligula. There was scarcely any plot in the play ; its

principal merit was that which was attached to its sub-

title : Les Romains chez eux. Indeed, this was the first

time people had seen the toga worn, and buskins on the

feet, and the speech, actions, and eating as had been the

case in real life. The subject was the death of Caligula
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and the succession of Claudius to the throne. Unfortun-

ately for the longevity of the play, it contained a scene

which seemed to imply a disrespectful allusion to the

leader of the Government. It was the third scene of the

last act. One soldier represented Claudius as being per-

fectly suitable for the Romans, because he was big, fat

and stupid. It is impossible to describe the effect which

this big, fat and stupid produced ; there was at that

period a terrible reaction against Louis- Philippe. The
insurrection of the month of June still brooded upon all

spirits. They applied these three epithets to the head

of the Government, doing him the justice which he was

at anyrate to deserve sixteen or seventeen years later.

I had not been present at the first performance. I

succeeded, after great difficulty, in getting a seat at the

second. Take careful note that I am speaking of the

Od6on. All Paris would have come to Harel's theatre,

for I think he still had the Odeon then, if the play had
not been stopped at the third performance. And the

most curious thing was that nobody, neither manager
nor authors, counted much on the work, which was readily

to be seen by the way in which it was mounted. Apart

from Lockroy and Provost, the whole play was distributed

amongst what is called in theatrical parlance la troupe de

fer-blanc (" a fit-up crowd "). Arsene played Chereas

and Moessard, Claude. Seventeen days later the Porte-

Saint-Martin played a piece which was to cause a scandal

of another order. It was called : Dix ans de la vie d'une

femme, ou les mauvais conseils. The leading part was
played by Dorval. The play of Dix ans de la vie d'une

femme—the first manuscript at least—was by a young man
of thirty or so, named Ferrier. Harel, while reading it,

had seen in it a sequel to Joueur and had coupled Ferrier

with Scribe. The result of this alliance was a play fit

to make people's hair stand on end, a drama which Mecier

tor
Retif de la Bretonne would hardly have put their

names to !
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P Something like eighteen years later, we were discussing,

at the Council of State, before the commission formed

to prepare the law connected with theatres the question

of dramatic censorship and theatrical liberty, and, on

this head, I heard Scribe attack immoral literature more

violently than was usual with him. He demanded a

censorship which should be a salutary check to keep talent

from the excesses of all kinds to which it was too apt to

surrender itself. I allowed myself to interrupt the austere

orator, and addressed this question laughingly so that it

could be heard all over the room.
" Come, tell us, Scribe, does the drama entitled Dix

ans de la vie d'une femme come under the head of moral

literature ?
"

" What ?
"

I repeated the question.

Scribe replied in the same laughing spirit in which he

had been attacked. Read the work again and you will

see it would have been difficult for him to reply otherwise.

You shall judge for yourselves. We have so often seen

our works and those of the Romantic school taxed with

immorality by people who uphold M. Scribe as a moral

author, that it must really be permitted us to repeat the

accusation here and to show, play in hand, how far they

pushed the scandal at times in the opposite camp. The

wide point of view which the outline of these Memoirs

embraces makes us hope that such an exposition may not

be looked upon as a digression. At all events, those of

our readers who think it irrelevant are quite at liberty to

pass over the following chapter.



CHAPTER II

Dix ans de la vie d'une femme
i

THIS is what Dix ans de la vie d'une femme was like.

Adele fivrard has married M. Darcey, a rich land-

owner, a worthy and excellent man, full of concern for.

attention towards and kindnesses to his wife—a sort of

Danville of the ^cole des vieillards, with this difference,

that Darcey is only forty. Adele, Madame Darcey,

has the same Christian name as Madame d'Hervey ; but,

instead of being like the heroine of Antony, ready to

struggle to the point of preferring death to shame, Adele

of Dix ans de la vie d'une femme was born possessed of

every evil tendency that could be fostered by bad influences.

Now such bad influences were not wanting in her case.

Adele, daughter of an honest merchant, wife of an honest

man, had made the acquaintance—(where, the narrative

does not say, but it ought to have done : these things,

even on the stage, ought to be explained)—Addle, we
repeat, had made the acquaintance of two disreputable

women named Madame Laferrier and Sophie Marini.

At the raising of the curtain, Adele is chatting with her

sister ; of what ? Of a subject young wives and girls

are eternally talking about—Love. Clarisse loves a

fascinating young man named Valdeja, who holds a

position of attache to the Embassy at Saint Petersburg,

far away from her. There is but one disquieting element
in that love—the character of the recipient is inclined to

melancholy.

Meanwhile, M. Darcey arrives. At the first words he
$3
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pronounces, one can recognise that he is an excellent

man, half father, half husband ; his wife, whom he adores,

will have the sunny side of hfe ; only the feathers, silks

and velvets of married life if she will but obey his orders,

or rather, accede to her husband's wishes, which are

very simple and reasonable. He wishes her to cease

from seeing two persons who are of more than equivocal

antecedents, whose conduct and ways are not consistent

with the behaviour of a respectable woman, or with the

duties of the mother of a family. Adele promises in a

fashion which means that she will break her promise.

Her husband goes out, called away from home on business

which will detain him half the day ; Clarisse goes to

attend to household matters, and Madame Darcey stays

alone. Hardly is she left thus before she is told that

Madame Laferrier, Sophie Marini and M. Achille Grosbois

have come. Her first impulse is to recall the promise

she has made to her husband ; the second, to put it on one

side. Enter these ladies and M. Achille.

We can imagine the turn the conversation takes,

particularly when, on seeing Adele's troubled looks as she

welcomes her friends, they discover something fresh

has happened in the household and that Darcey has

forbidden his wife to receive Sophie and Am61ie. Such a

prohibition, which should make two women who possess

merely the faintest feehngs of pride fly for very shame,

only incites our two hussies : they do not merely content

themselves with paying an ordinary call at the chateau
;

they invite themselves to dinner. Furthermore, as

though they had expected the affront that had been

offered them, they prepare their revenge : M. Rodolphe

is to come.

" Qu'est-ce que M. Rodolphe ? demande Addle.

— Un jeune homme charmant !

-- Qu'est-ce qu'il est ?

— II va i Tortoni.

— J'entends bien . . . Mais qu'est-ce qu'il fait ?
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— II d6jeune le matin chez Tortoni, et le soir, vous le trouvez.

en gants jaunes, au balcon de tous les thedtres. Du reste, il est

gar9on, possMe vingt-mille livres de rente, et est adorateur d'Ad^le.

— De moi ?

— II te poursuit partout sans pouvoir t' atteindre, et, en

desesp)oir de cause, nous adore, Sophie et moi, parce que nous

sommes tes meilleures amies !

"

And, upon this somewhat vague intelligence, that

Rodolphe breakfasts at Tortoni' s and is at night in the

stalls at the theatres wearing yellow gloves, Adele

receives M. Rodolphe and invites him to dinner with

her friends and M. Achille Grosbois. At this juncture,

Clarisse runs in joyously : she tells her sister that a

coup6, drawn by two horses with the most beautiful

coats and a coachman in elegant livery, sent as a gift

from M. Darcey, are just coming into the chateau court-

yard.

" Comment ! Ju n'avais pas encore de coupe ? dit une des

visiteuses.

— II y a trois ans que mon mari m'en a donne un ! dit I'autre."

And the effect M. Darcey intended to produce by his

driver and carriage and pair is completely lost. But,

as Adele's father arrives in this fine equipage, however

little enthusiasm Madame Darcey puts into her apprecia-

tion of a present she has looked forward to for so long,

she is obliged to leave her dear friends, not to see the

carriage, coachman and horses, but to welcome M. fivrard.

Am^lie follows her, for fear, no doubt, that the paternal

embraces may awaken some proper feeling in her friend's

heart. Sophie, M. Achille, M. Rodolphe and Clarisse

remain together. Conversation is difficult between a

virtuous young girl and such creatures ; but wait, Sophie

means to keep up the conversation. She thanks Clarisse

for a little sum the latter has given her. Sophie Marini

had undertaken to collect money as a charitable lady,

and fulfils, by so doing, a pious duty. For what had

this person been collecting ? Oh, that is a perfectly simple
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matter : for a young girl who has been deserted by a

shameful seducer.

"Oh! voilci qui est horrible! s'ecrie Rodolphe, — Hendu sur

une chaise.

— Je ne vous nommerai pas le s6ducteur, quoique je le con-

naisse, reprend Sophie ; ce serait inutile ; il n'est plus en France,

il est trds-loin, k I'etranger ... en Russie.

— En Russie! repdte Clarisse vivement,— sans s'apercevoir

que, devant elle, jeune fiUe et demi-maitresse de maison, il y a

un monsieur qui teste &tendu sur une chaise.

— Oui, en Russie, oft il occupe une fort belle place ! Et, certaine-

ment, ce Valdeja aurait bien pu . . .

— Valdeja ! s'ecrie Clarisse."

Well ! the poison is shed, the poor child is wounded
to the heart ! Adele re-enters. She thinks she will have

a meal prepared in the pavilion in the park. The whole

company then go out to luncheon. Some minutes later,

M. Darcey returns, and he learns that the best wines

from his cellar, and the finest fruits from his garden are

being served to entertain M. Achille and M. Rodolphe,

whom he does not know at all, and Mesdames Sophie

Marini and Amelie Laferrier, whom he knows but too

well. He asks himself if it is possible his wife can so soon

have forgotten the promise she made him, when Amelie,

Sophie and Achille appear on the scenes and proceed to

talk freely without perceiving the master of the house.

" Amelie.

Nous voici revenus au point d'ou nous 6tions partis . . II est

charmant, ce pare ; mais c'est un veritable labyrinthe.

Sophie.

Heureusement, nous n'y avons pas rencontrd le Minotaure !

Achille.
II est k Paris.

Darcey, qui s'est tenu a I'icart, s'avance pris d'Amilie.

Non, monsieur I

Exclamation ginerale.

Achille.

Ma foi I monsieur, qui se serajt dout6 que vous 6tiez 14 i
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m'6conter ? Rien de plus dds obligeant que d'etre 6cout6 ! Vous

excuserez la plaisanterie, j'espdre ?

Darcey.
Monsieur . . .

ACHILLE.

L'air de la campagne pousse singuli^rement aux bons mots, et,

sans examiner s'ils sont exacts, la langue s'en d^barrasse.

Darcey.

Je comprends cela i, merveille ; mais j 'ai un grand travers d'esprit

:

je n'amie pas les fats.

ACHILLE.

Ah ! vous n'aimez pas ! . . .

Darcey.

Ah I vous n'aimez pas ! . . .

Darcey.

Non, je ne les amie pas ; et, quand ils s'introduisent chez moi

(regardant les deux dames), dans quelque compagnie qu'ils se trou-

vent, je les chasse sans balancer.

AcHiLLE, sur les ipines.

Fort-bien, fort-bien 1—Je disais tout k I'heure.

Darcey, elevant la voix.

Monsieur, vous m'avez compris . . .

Sophie, d Atnilie.

II n'y a pas moyen d'y tenir : sortons, ma chfire I EUe sort en

donnant la main cL Achille.

Darcey.

Je serais d6sol6 de vous retenir.

Amelie.

Monsieur, un pareil outrage.

Darcey.

Madame Laferrier me permettra-t-elle de la reconduire jusqu' k

sa voiture ?
"

And whilst Darcey turns his back, the following scene

takes place between Adele and Rodolphe.

" RoDOLPHE, un bouquet d la main.

Eh bien, oO sont dont ces dames ?
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Ad^le.

Dieu I M. Rodolphe, parlez ! eloignez-vous !

RODOLPHE.
Et pourquoi done ?

ADfeLE.

Mon mari est de retour.

RODOLPHB.

Eh ! que m'importe ?

Ad^le.

II vient de nous faire une scSne affreuse.

Rodolphe, gaiement.

C'est comme cela que je les amie, les maris !

Ad6le.

Mais, pour moi, monsieur
;
pour moi, de grace, parlez !

Rodolphe.

Pour vous, c'est different, il s'y a rien que je ne fasse. Mais
mon respect, ma soumission me priveront ils de votre presence ?

Dois-je d6sormais renoncer i ce bonheur ?

Ad^le.

II le faut. Je ne puis plus vous voir.

Rodolphe.

Chez vous, je le comprends ; mais dans le monde. Chez vous,

amies ? . . .

Ad£le, avec crainte.

Monsieur, vous me faites mourir !

Rodolphe.

Un mot de consentement, un seul mot, et je pars ; sinon, je

reste.

Ad^le.

Parlez, parlez, je vous en supplie !

Rodolphe, lui baisant la main.

Ah I que je vous remercie 1

"

He escapes by the bottom of the garden ; then Darcey
returns.
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" Darcey.

Leur voiture est sur la route de Paris. . . . Maintenant,

madame, voulez-vous que nous passions au salon ?

Ad6le.

Monsieiir, est ce la le commencement du role de mari ?

Darcey.
Ooi, madame.

Ad£le, sortant.

Alors, malheur k celui qui ose s'en charger I

Darcey, la suivant des ycux, et soriant apres eUe.

Malheur & toi, si tu 6coutes d'autres conseils que ceux de la raison I

'*

In the second act, Addle is the mistress of Rodolphe.

Thus, the wife has not even the excuse of seduction ;

she has not been overcome, given in through weakness,

hesitated ; she 5delded as Sophie Marini or Amelie

Laferrier would ; then the interest grows. A wife is

lost, but without any efforts to save herself !

Valdeja has arrived from Russia; he is gloomier, more

bitter, more averse to women than ever. A young girl

who loved him, whom he was counting upon marrying,

who was almost his betrothed, has written to him through

her father that she does not love him, and could not love

him. Hence, Valdeja's sadness, his vow to be avenged

on other women for the sufferings this one has caused

him. Darcey does not know who the young girl is : an

extraordinary thing, considering the degree of intimacy

between himself and Valdeja, and that that young girl is

his sister-in-law. But to proceed ! . . .

Adele enters. She exercises that insincere tenderness

towards her husband, that assiduity which is affected by

deceitful women. At the first words, Valdeja is not taken

in by it. Adele tells her husband that she has just learnt

that her father is ill ; she therefore proposes to go and

see him, but she will return to dinner.
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" Vraiment ! II est neuf heures du matin, dit Darcey, et 4 six

heures tu seras rentr6e ?

— A moins qu'on ne me retienne ; ce pauvre p6re si bon !

— II me semble qu'en envoyant Cr6ponne ou Baptiste s'informer

de sa sant6 . . .

— Oh ! ce serait d'une indifference . . . Et puis, Clarisse, ma
j'eune sceur, m'a ecrit : elle desire me voir, sans doute au sujet du
mariage dont il est question pour elle, tu sais ?

— Ah I mademoiselle votre soeur va se marier ?
"

Here we see Valdeja informed that Clarisse is going to

be married, as she has been told that Valdeja had been
unfaithful to her. After this, Adele insists so much on her

father's illness, and on the fact that the letter from her

sister Clarisse is very urgent, that her husband gives her

complete liberty to go where she wished. The eagerness

with which she takes advantage of this liberty rouses

Valdeja's suspicions, and under pretext of having to make
various visits, a letter from a Russian prince to be handed
to a M. Laferrier, and so on, he goes out at a venture to

follow Madame Darcey, when they announce the arrival

of Clarisse.

" Alors, repond Darcey, dites 4 Ad61e que sa sceur est Ik.

— Madame est sortie.

— C'est etonnant ! Je n'ai pas entendu sa voiture, et il y a
trop loin pour qu'elle aille a pied.

— Madame avait envoys Baptiste k la place voisine pour faire

avancer un fiacre.

— Un fiacre ? C'est singnlier ! dit Darcey."

Clarisse comes in ; her father has nothing whatever the

matter with him ! but his credit is on the point of being

destroyed by bankruptcy. He needs a hundred thousand
crowns to save him. Valdeja offers them. But Darcey
will not allow a stranger to pay the debts of his family :

he puts the hundred thousand crowns at the disposition

of Clarisse's father.

Let us pass on to the following scene and we shall see if

Addle d'Hervey—poor Adele, against whom there has been
this outcry because she was a respectable woman !

—

is
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not a model of virtue {rosidre ^) compared to Adele Darcey.
Note, particularly, that our confrere Scribe, author of

Dix ans de la vie d'une femme and oi Helotse et Abeilard, is

one of the warmest partizans for a dramatic censorship.

Consult the archives of the State Commission on this

point. Further, we will try ourselves to procure these

archives, and there will be found stated our three opinions :

Eugene Scribe's, Victor Hugo's and that of Alexandre
Dumas—a matter not without a certain amount of

interest to all who are connected with literature.

Let us return to our drama. The stage represents an
elegant boudoir in the house of Madame Laferrier. Adele
is there, waiting for Rodolphe. You will admit that I was
not so far wrong in calling Madame Laferrier a disreputable

woman. There is, I think, another name to designate

women who lend their boudoirs to friends when the latter

tell their husbands that their fathers are dying in order

to obtain liberty to go and meet their lovers. But set

your mind at rest. Adele and Rodolphe only come there to

quarrel. True, the quarrel is sufficiently disgraceful in itself.

" Qu' avez-vous a me reprocher, madame ?

— Votre oubli de toutes les convenances. Avant hier, par
exemple, quand vous me donniez le bras, oser saluer sur le boulevard
mademoiselle Anastasie, une figurante de I'Opera !

— Du chapeau seulement, sans mains, sans grace, comme on
salue tout le monde.
— Je I'avais une vue deja une fois sortir de chez vous.
— C'est ma locataire. J'amie les arts, moi . . .

— Je vous prie de me rendre mes lettres et mon portrait.

— D6s demain, mon valet de chambre Sylvestre vous portera
vos lettres, et, quant a votre portrait, a medallion que j'avais

fait faire, qui ne me quittail jamais, le voici, madame.
— C'est bien ! le voilji done revenu dans mes mains. (L'ouvrant

pour le regarder.) Dieu ! que vois-je ? et quelle indignit6 ! Le
portrait de mademoiselle Anastasie !

— Est-il possible ? C'est delicieux ! Je me serai tromp^ en le

prenant ce matin. (Texti*el)."

* Translator's Note, RosUre.—A young girl who in village life

is awarded the prize of a rose for virtue.
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Rodolphe goes out kissing Ad^le's hand, calling her cruel,

and promising never to forget her kindnesses.

" Ce pauvre Rodolphe ! un charmant cavalier ! dit Araelie'

qui etait presente a I'entretien."

One would have thought after the impertinences M.

Rodolphe had been permitted to commit, Amelie would

scarcely recall ce charmant cavalier to Adele's memory.

Perhaps, though, this might have happened, if the name
of Valdeja had not been pronounced. This incident

gives another turn to the conversation.
" Valdeja !

" exclaims Amelie ;
" Sophie Marini's deadly

enemy ?
"

" Lui-mdme . . . Sais-tu ce que Sophie Marini a centre lui ?

— Elle ne me I'a jamais confie ; mais on pretend qu'autrefois

elle I'a amic. Puis ; il a d^couvert qu'il avait des rivaux, et il

s'est venge d'une maniere indigne.

— Comment cela ?

— En la faisant trouver a un diner ou il avait invite tons ceux

qu'elle avait preferces. On ne dit pas combien il y avait de couverts.

{^Textud.)"

At this point, Creponne, Adele's maid, comes on the

scene. She has been hunting for her mistress for six hours

past : at Rodolphe's and at Madame Marini's house.

Clarisse coming to the house has revealed all : her father

is not ill, and she never wrote ! What is to be done ?

Fortunately, Amelie is there.

" Ya-t-il longtemps que vous-n'etes alles, toi et ton mari,

chez madame de Longpre, dont tu me paries souvent ?

— Quinze jours environ.

— Assieds-toi Ici, et ecris.

— Que veux-tu que je lui ecrive ? i

— Assieds-toi toujours. {.Dictant.) ' Si, avant de m'avoir vue,

le hasard vous mettait en rapport avec mon pdre ou mon mari,

n'oubUez pas que je suis arrivee aujourd'hui chez vous dans un

6tat affreux ;
que j'y suis restee longtemps, et que je'en suis

repartie en fiarce. Je vous envoie mon chapeau et mon mouchoir.

Vous me les renverrez demain par votre femme de chambrc.' Date

et signe. Commences—tu k comprendre ?

— Oui, mon bon ange 1

"
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— En arrivant chez toi, tu te trouveras mal, et je reponds du reste.

— Dieu ! que c'est simple et bien ! (Textuel.)
"

At this moment a servant announces that a gentleman

is asking to see madame.
" II prend bien son temps, r6pond Am61ie

;
qu'il s'en aille !

— II pretend qu'il n'est que pour un jour a Paris, et qu'il apporte

a madame des lettres et des nouvelles du prince Krimikoff.

— Ce pauvre prince ! il pense encore a moi !

—

— Dis au monsieur d'attendre Icl dans la pidce qui touche a

ce boudoir ; dans un instant, je suis k lui, je le recevrai."

Why in the room adjoining that boudoir we ask ? Why,
of course, so that the gentleman can hear what is going

to be said; there is no deeper motive behind it than

that ! See for yourself, however : when the servant has

gone out, the dialogue continues between Adele and

Amelie.

" Une chose m'inquidte, maintenant : ce sont ces lettres et ce

portrait que Rodolphe a entre les mains.

— C'est ta faute
;

je t'ai dit vingt fois de ne pas ecrire. Tu
veux toujours faire a ta tete !

— II n'en a que trois, et il m'a bien promis devant toi de me les

renvoyer demain par son valet de chambre.
— Esperons-le ! Allons, va-t'en vite !

— De ce cote ?

— Oh ! non, tu serais vue par cet etranger.

— Eh ! mais j'y pense, maintenant, nous sommes \k a parler

tout haut, et Ton entend de ton petit salon tout ce qui se dit ici.

— Qu' importe ! cet etranger ne sait peut-etre pas le fran9ais."

Ad^le is satisfied with the suggestion that a Russian

does not understand French, the current language of

Russia ; she does not reflect that a Russian who cannot

talk French would not ask to speak with Amelie, who is

not supposed to be a woman who knows Russian. Valdeja

enters behind the two women, brought in by a servant.

" Je n'etais pas si mal ou j'ctais ! se dit Valdeja, et, des qu'a

I

avers cette legire cloison j'ai eu reconnu la voix de madame
arcey, j'eusse mdrite de ne plus rien entendre de ma vie, si j'eusse

jrdu un mot de leur conversation !

"

What does Valdeja think of doing now ? That is quite
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simple : to carry off Adele's handkerchief and letter. Un-
fortunately, Amelie, when taking her friend home, has

carried them away with her. But, do not be uneasy,

when she returns she will bring them back, and this will

give occasion to a curious scene, as you are about to hear.

Valdeja, who speaks French perfectly, although a

foreigner, for he is a Spaniard, has been charged by Prince

Krimikoff with a letter for M. Laferrier. This letter

begins the affair. So they chat about Prince Krimikoff.

" Dans quel 6tat I'avez-vous trouve ? demande Amelie.
— Fort triste at fort maussade.
— Change a ce point I Je I'ai vu ici, il y a six ans : il 6tait char-

mant.
— Je sais cela. II m'a dit que vous I'aviez trouv6 charmant.
— II vous I'a dit ?

— Chut! . . . Parce que je sais vos heures in times avec lui,

ce n'est pas une raison pour les publier.

— Monsieur ! M. Krimikoff est un fat . . . Je nie positivement.
— A quoi bon ? Parce qu'on arrive du fond de la Russie, nous

croyez-vous en dehors de la civilisation ? La-bas, comme ici,

la vie bien entendue n'est qu'un joyeux festin ; et de quel droit.

M. Krimikoff se reserverait il le privilege d'une ivresse exclusive ?

— Eh ! mais, monsieur, permettez-moi de vous dire que voil4

d'aflfreux principes."

At the same time, as the author is careful to state,

Amelie utters these words smiling. Valdeja continues :

" Affreux a avouer, doux k mettre en pratique.

— Monsieur !

— Ne le niez pas, je sais tout . . . Car cette lettre que j'ai Ik,

cette lettre n'est pas pour votre mari, comme j'ai dit : elle est

pour vous."

It is, indeed, unfortunate that it is for Madame Laferrier

and not for M. Laferrier ; for, although they talk much
about it, the spectators do not see M. Laferrier at all.

It would certainly be interesting to see the husband
who would adapt himself to such a wife ! Listen carefully

and follow the turn the conversation is going to take.

" Mais, continue Valdeja, 4 votre seul aspect, je me suis

repenti de m'en 6tre charge ... II me semblait cruel de vous
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apporter, de la part d'un autre, des hommages que j'6tais tent6

de vous rendre, et de vous voir lire devant moi ce que je n'osais

vous dire.

— Un rival ? . . . Pennettez ! Je ne vous cacherai pas que
les brilliantes qualites de M. Krimikoflf, m'avaient frapp6e ;

cependant, sans le piege qu'il m'a tendu, je serais, je I'atteste,

restee irreprochable."

What, then, is the snaxe Prince Krimikoff has laid for

Madame Laferrier ? The author does not say. But it

must be the same order of snare which Valdeja sets for

her. Poor Am^lie ! Let us admit that she has naturally

a great talent for allowing herself to be caught in a

trap.

" Irreprochable ! s'ecrie Valdeja avec chaleur.

— Eh ! bon Dieu ! de quel mot vous servez-vous la ? Qu'est-ce

que c'est que vertueuse ? (Riant.) Ah !

— Ah ! sur mon ame, voil«i d'etroites id6es, d'anciennes fa90DS

bien pauvres, et je croyais la France moins arrieree. Vous arrdter

un instant k de pareilles distinctions ?

— Ah I madame, j'avais d'abord con9u une meilleure id6e de
vous !

"

You may imagine Am61ie's joy at the thought of the good
opinion the noble stranger has conceived of her. Valdeja

goes on, raising his tones :

y Quand on adopte un rfegime, il faut tdcher qu'il soit bon.

Je ne connais qu'un enseignement respectable, c'est celui de nos
passions. La nature y est p>our tout, la soci6te pour rien. Plaisir,

ivresse, deUre, voilA des mots auxquels nos coeurs repondent. . . .

Vous le savez, vous qui ne pouvez, meme en ce moment, contenu
vos pensees qui s'allument {il lui prend la main), vous dont le

pouls s'active, dont I'oeil s'enflamme et rit la en silence de tous

ces aphorismes de vertu.

— Monsieur, Monsieur . . .

— A quoi bon ces Vaitis scruples ? Je vous comprends, je vous
suis, je vous devance peut-etre.

— Parlous d'autre chose, je vous prie.

— Voyez, votre memoire vous domine, vos souvenirs sont dans
otre sang ; vous vous rappelez tout ce que vant, dans la vie,

n moment d'illusion.

— Laissez-moi 1
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— Ce que peut im bras qui serre . . .

— Laissez-moi !

— Un souffle, qui renyerse I

— Oh ! grdce ! grice !

"

You see very clearly that instead of stopping, Valdeja

continues

:

" Venez ! dit il en prenant Am61ie par la taille.

— Ecoutez I (Om entend le bruit d'une voiture.) C'est mon man !

Voilei sa voiture qui rentre."

Ah ! SO we are to see this worthy M. Laferrier after

all ! The noise of the carriage, which would have dis-

turbed anybody else, helps Valdeja, on the contrary, to

wind up the scene, which we should agree was becoming
difficult between people who have only just met for the

first time, one of whom hates and despises the other.

" Vous quitter ainsi, s'6crie Valdeja, sans un gage, sans un
souvenir ? {Apercevat le mouchoir resii sur la table.) Ah ! Ce
mouchoir, qui est le votre . . .

— Monsieur . . .

— L4, li, sur mon cceur ; il y restera comme votre image I

— Monsieur, rendez-moi mon mouchoir.
— Jamais I Adieu, adieu, madame !

"

And, in spite of Am61ie's cries of " My handkerchief,

my handkerchief !
" Valdeja goes out, forgetting to take

leave at his departure. The curtain falls. Let us now
see what happens in the third act.

In the first scene of the third act, we are at Valdeja's

rooms in a furnished house. He is alone, seated at a

table, holding in his hand the handkerchief which he

has taken from Madame Laferrier. He waits for his

moujik Mourawieff. Mourawieff has been deputed by
Valdeja to procure the letters and portrait artfully.

Perhaps Valdeja, as a civilised being, ought to have

lent assistance to the skill of a moujik only arrived in

Paris the previous day, who, consequently, could not

be very much up to date in French manners ; but he has

overlooked this detail, which, as it concerns the reputation
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of the wife of a friend, deserves, perhaps, that some
attention should be paid to the matter.

The consequence is that Mourawieff acts as cunningly

as a moujik ; he waited for Rodolphe's servant at the

door of No. 71 of the rue de Provence, where the frequenter

of the caf6 Tortoni stays ; he makes sure that the servant

is the bearer of the letters and portrait ; and, in wrestling

terms, he trips him up. Sylvestre falls, loosing letters

and portrait. Mourawieff takes possession of them and
arrives, running. Do not let us complain : Mourawieff's

clumsiness is a skilful move on the part of the author

and will give us an excellent scene presently. I say

presently, because, before it, there is one which we do

not consider very happy—from the moral point of view

be it understood : we are not concerning ourselves here,

be careful to notice, with the literary merits of the drama.

No, we will imagine ourselves Academicians—what more
can you desire ? we are all mortal !—commissioned to

make a report on the most moral play acted in 1832 at

the boulevard theatres ; our confrere Scribe competes

for the prize for morality : we examine his play with all

the more care as we know he is a fanatical partisan of

the censorship, and we make our report.

The unfortunate scene is that where Valdeja opens the

packet and reads the letters addressed to M. Rodolphe
by his friend's wife. The perusal of them confirms him
in the resolution to leave his friend in ignorance of every-

thing ; but he takes upon himself to avenge that friend's

honour and to fight a duel with Rodolphe. He therefore

takes a brace of pistols and a couple of duelling swords
and makes himself ready to go in search of Rodolphe at

71 rue de Provence. He meets the man he is looking for

on the threshold of his door. Rodolphe has also, like

Valdeja, a brace of pistols in his hands and two swords

fder
his arm.

That Valdeja, who probably wishes a duel without
tnesses, should take pistols and swords and go armed
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like a Malbrouk on his way to the war, in search of the

man of whom he has to demand the vindication of a

friend's honour, is conceivable enough in all conscience.

But that Rodolphe, who has none of these motives, instead

of sending his seconds as is done between well-bred people,

should come himself and go up the stairs with sword

under his arm and pistols in hand, instead of leaving all

the weapons in his carriage, is altogether senseless. No
matter, for, as we have already said, we are not fishing

in those waters. The scene containing this improbable

incident is original and well drawn ; that is sufficient.

Bravo ! bravo ! bravo ! But you shall see where it

vexes us that our confrere has taken advantage of the

absence of the censorship. The two young people agree

to fight with pistols. It is Rodolphe who suggests the

weapon.

" Le pistolet, soit ! repond Valdeja.

— Chacun les notres.

— J'y consens.

— Dites-moi done,—reprend Rodolphe tenant, ainsi que
Valdeja, sa boite k la main,—nous avons I'air de bijou tiers, courant

les pratiques.

— Pourquoi non ? La mort est un chaland tout comme un
autre, et nos ^mes sont, dit on, des joyaux divins.

— Vieilles idies sans base et sans soutien 1

— Pour I'un des deux.. Rodolphe, le doute aura cess6 d'exister

aujourd'hui.

— Va comme il est dit 1

"

Both go out. The second scene of the third act brings

us into a room in £)vTard's house. The whole family is

in a state of rejoicing ; Darcey's 100,000 francs have saved

]£vrard from ruin. They bless Darcey. Albert Melville,

Clarisse's future husband, takes advantage of this moment
of expansiveness to try to obtain from his fianc6e a

positive statement as to the state of her affections.

Clarisse feels that of a sister for him, the tenderness of a

friend, but she will never be in love with him. Albert is

resigned ; enumerating Clarisse's excellent qualities, he
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thinks he will be happy in his lot. The scene is interrupted

by the arrival of Adele. For a long time she has not been

to her father's house, but, invited by him as well as her

husband to a little family gathering, she complies with

the invitation. Behind her enters M. and Madame
Dusseuil, her imcle and aunt. As for M. Darcey, no one

knows if he is coming ; Ad^le has not seen him since

the morning. As they are wondering about his coming,

the door opens and he enters pale and constrained.

Now begins a scene, dramatic in its simple domesticity.

Darcey has found his wife's letters. The author does

not tell us how, for these letters cannot have been put in

his way for two hours after the departure of Valdeja
;

which leads us to surmise that, Valdeja not having returned

within two hours, he must be dead. Never mind by
what means Darcey has discovered the letters ; he has

them, and that is the chief point, and he comes as before

a family tribunal to ask each member what is the punish-

ment a friend of his ought to inflict on a wife who has

deceived him.

" Je pardonnerais, mon fr^re, dit Clarisse, dans I'espoir

d'obtenir par le repentir ce qu'un autre sentiment n'aurait pas en

assez de force pour faire naJtre.

— Moi, je la tuerais I dit Albert."

Addle' s father is questioned in his turn.

" fevRARD.

Ma foi, je la mSnerais k ses parents
;

je les ferais juges entre

elle et moi ; je leur dirais :
' La voil4 ! le mauvais germe a 6touff6

le bon ; il a port6 ses fruits ; ils sont murs, recoltez-les I et je la

leur laisserais.

Darcey.

Eh bien, c'est vous qui I'avez jug^e.

Adi&le, avec anxiiti.

Mais qui done ? . . .

Darcey.

Je ne la tuerai psis, je ne la trainerai pas sur les bancs d'un
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tribunal ; mais je vous la rendrai, mon pdre ! Car, cet homme,
c'est moi ! Cette femme, c'est votre fiUe !

AofeLE.

Ce n'est pas vrai I
,

EVRARD.

Addle vous a trahir ?

Ad£cle.

Je ne suis pas coupable 1 il ne m'aime phis : c'est un pretexte.

Darcey.

Et Rodolphe, I'avez-vous oubli6 depuis hier ?

Ad6le.

Qui, Rodolphe ?

Darcey.

Rodolphe, votre amant !

ADi;LE.

Je ne connais pas de Rodolphe !

Darcey.

Vous ne connaissez pas de Rodolphe ?

Ad^le.
Non.

Darcey, lui mettant ses lettres sous les yeux.

Lisez done ! Usez ! Voil^ les pidces du procds ; ces lettres, ce

sont les siennes. Adieu !

Justice est faite I . .
."

Nothing further remains for Darcey to do but to be
avenged on Rodolphe ; but, as one might expect, he has

been killed by Valdeja. In the fourth act, we are at

Ad^le's house : it is modest to the very verge of mediocrity,

for Adele is short of money ; she holds a pen in her hand
and has paper before her ; she is on the point of humbling
herself to her husband and asking help from him. She

prefers that humiliation to becoming the mistress of an

Italian banker named Rialto. Sophie and Am61ie enter.

You can guess the scene : the pen is flung across the
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table, the paper upon which the first letters were already

traced is torn up ; the proposals of Rialto are accepted.

The shameful treaty bears the stamp of self-sacrifice.

Albert Melville has lost his position in the offices of the

Exchequer ; Rialto, who is at the head of all the loans,

gets him restored to it and Albert Melville marries Clarisse.

What is the reason for this anxiety for the welfare of

Albert Melville and Clarisse on the part of the three women ?

Stop a minute ! The marriage of these two young people

will cause Valdeja to give way to despair. Whereupon,
Valdeja comes forward. He comes on behalf of Darcey,

whose kindness of heart is touched by the physical suffer-

ings of the woman : as woman, not as his wife. Addle
is nothing to him personally now, only from the point of

view of ordinary humanity ; she no longer belongs to his

family; she is his neighbour merely. Addle, who has
nearly accepted this conjugal charity, refuses it at the

instigation of the two women. Valdeja is more cheerful

than usual : he smiles in spite of himself at the contretemps
which destroys the prospect of the marriage of Albert and
Clarisse for ever. But, when promising to yield herself

to Rialto, Adele asks that Albert's post may be given

back to him, and, within ten minutes' time, the post is

restored to him, the marriage is arranged and the young
folk are wedded! It is not very probable that all this

could take place in ten minutes ; but one knows that

actual times does not exist on the stage. When Valdeja
learns that it is the hatred of the three women which has
just destroyed his last hope, he renews his oath of hatred,

which they listen to with laughter. The curtain falls

upon that oath. It rises upon a pretty garden with
a summer-house on the left.

For three years Adele is Rialto's mistress, and she
lives with him just as though she were his wife. She has
all she wants, even to the lover of her heart's desire.

This lover's name is M. Hippolyte. Rialto promises to

buy her houses, carriages and horses, and she loathes him.
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M. Hippolyte gives her a simple bouquet and she worships
him. See him enter upon the scenes.

" Bonjour ! ma ch^re AdSle !

— Ah ! arrivez done, monsieur ! Je m'entretenais de vous.— Et, moi, je pensais ^ vous. Vous le voyez, ma ch^e Adile,
des fleurs, voire image . ,

."

It is evident that if Hippolyte has made the conquest
of Madame Darcey, it is an affair of the heart in which
her mind has no part whatever. Besides, Hippolyte
is grave to solemnity. He sends Creponne, the chamber-
maid, away and stays alone with Adele. It is she who
begins the conversation.

" Voyous, qu'est-ce qui pesd si fort sur la gaiet6 aujourd'hiii ?

demande-t-elle.

— J'ai quelque chose de si important k te dire.

— Quoi done ?

— Ma ch^re Addle, depuis trois mois, je suis aim6 de toi ; depuis
six semaines, j'ai form6 le projet d'etre ton mari, et je viens te

j'annoncer.

— Ah ! ah I ah ! ah I fait Addle 6clatant de rire.

— Qu'y a-t-il done de si risible ?

— Je ris parce que ... Ah ! ah ! ah ! mais e'est una
plaisanterie."

This hilarity, sufficiently ill-timed when confronted

with so serious a proposal, does not disconcert Hippolyte
in the least. He had come of age the previous day and
wished to profit by his majority to marry Adele in hot
haste. Rialto is announced.

" C'est votre pdre ? demande ingdnument Hippolyte.
— Oui, mon ami ; il faut partir k I'instant, par ici, par la porte

de ce pavillion.

— Pourquoi done ?

— II ne faut pas qu'il vous voie, ou tout serait perdu ! feloignez-

vous, de grace I

— Du tout \ Je veux voir monsieur votre pdre, moi; j'ai 4
lui parler."

You guess why Hippolyte wants to speak to Rialto
;

Hippolyte, who attributes Addle's immoderate laughter
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to playfulness of character, wishes to ask Rialto for his

daughter's hand in marriage ! Rialto laughs as loudly

at this demand as Addle had done. The poor lover might

just as well have demanded the hand of the daughter of

Democritus. But Hippolyte insists more pertinaciously

to Rialto than he has done to Addle ; his tutor, to whom
he has boasted of the virtue and beauty of the woman
he loves, comes. The joke continues for about ten minutes

;

and then Rialto, whose laughter has suffered several

checks, thinks it is time to put a stop to it. He sends

the lover to the right about and takes Adele by the arm
to go a walk with her. You shall see what happens

;

and one thing you certainly will not have expected !

" Hippolyte, arritant Rialto par le bras.

Monsieur, c'est beaucoup plus grave que vous ne pensez !

Rialto.

C'est possible ; mais. si vous etes malade du cerveau, je ne
suis pas medecin.

Ad^le.

Mon Dieu ! laissons \k cet entretien.

Hippolyte.

Non, madame
;

je forcerai bien monsieur votre pdre k ne pas
me refuser.

Rialto.

C'est ce que nous verrons.

Hippolyte.

Un mot sufiira. Et, puis qu'il n'y a pas d'autre moyen, daignez

me repondre, -monsieur, connaissez-vous I'honneur ?

Rialto.

Eh bien, oui, je le connads. Qu'est-ce que vous en voulez dire ?

Hippolyte.

Tenez-vous au votre et k celui de votre famille ?

Rialto.

Sans doute que j'y tiens.
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HiPPOLYTE.

Arrangez-vous, alors, pour qu'il ne souffre pas des atteintes que
je lui ai portees, et tachez de reparer avec le mari le dommage
que Tamant lui a fait.

RiALTO.

L'amant ?

AoftLE.

Ne r6coutez-pas !

HiPPOLYTE.

L'amant ! Depuis trois mois, madame m'appartient !

"RiALTO.

Ah ! ah ! qu'est-ce que vous me dites 1^ ?

HiPPOLYTE.
Ce qui est.

AofeLE.

C'est une horreur !

HiPPOLYTE.

Et si vous avez un coeur de p6re . . .

RiALTO.

Eh ! monsieur, je ne suis pas son p6re 1

HiPPOLYTE.

Vous n'etes pas son p^re ?

RiALTO.

Ni son p6re, ni son frfire, ni son oncle, ni son mari . . . Com-
prenez-vous, maintenant ?

HiPPOLYTE, stupifie.

Ah ! ce n'est pas possible I

RiALTO.

Aie I aie ! belle dame, vous m'en faisiez done en cachette ? Et
mes billets de mille fanes comptaient pour deux, k ce qu'il parait I

Ad&le.

11 n'en est rien, je vous jure !

RiALTO.

Ah I ah I ah I Et vous, mon brave, vous voulez 6pouser des

femmes qui vivent s6par6es de leurs maris, et que des protecteurs

coasolent I . .
."
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We think we ought to spare our readers, especially

our feminine ones, the rest of the scene. This may, indeed,

be nature, as they say in studio terms ; but it is vile

nature ! Pah ! And to think that once in my life I did

something nearly like it in a play entitled Le Fils de

VEmigre ! But do not be anxious, when I come to that,

I will deal with myself severely !

At the fifth act, we find ourselves in a mean room of

wretched appearance. Three years have passed since

Addle has been turned out by Rialto and deserted by
Hippolyte. Sophie waits for Adele. The two women
recognise one another.

" Ah ! c'est toi, Sophie, dit AdSle.

— Tu me reconnais ? C'est heureux ! Pour moi, je I'avoue

j'aurais en quelque peine . . .

— Je suis done bein changee ? reprend Ad^le.
— Tu as I'air souffrant . . .

— Et toi, depuis trois ans que tu as quitte Paris ? . . .

— J'6tais allee en Belgique avec mon mari, lorsqu'il est parti

pour ce pays-14, sans le dire k ses creanciers, car les foumisseurs
en sont tous 14 : se ruiner en entreprises, en speculations, quand il y
a tant d'autres moyens !

— Et il ne lui est rien reste ?

— Rien, que des dettes ; repond Sophie avec amertume. Mais,
moi, j'avais encore des esphances : un oncle paralytique, M. de
Saint-Brice

; qui, veuf et sans enfants, avait une immense fortune,

et je suis revenue en France a Paris, ou j'ai appris que, par la

grdce du del, il venait de mourir. Mais, vois I'horreur, il m'a
d6sh6ritee !

"

It is Valdeja who induced M. de Saint Brice to strike

this great blow ; so you see that the love for Sophie felt

by the ex-attache to the Embassy at St. Petersburg has

not made much progress. We say the ex-attache, because
during the six years he stays in Paris to attend to the

affairs of his friend Darcey and those of his pupil Hippolyte,

Valdeja must be no longer attached to but detached from
the Embassy. During those last three years Addle has
made the acquaintance of M. Leopold, the son of a rich

wine merchant, who has taken up his place as his father's
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successor ; hut unfortunately this succession has not lasted

long.

" Et tu ne I'as pas abandonn6 ? demande Sophie,

Je le voudrais, dit Addle ; je n'ose pas. II est si violent, il me
tuerait !

"

Besides, Ad^le has discovered secrets which make her

tremble : M. Leopold entices extravagant young men and

robs them. She has no hope left except in her sister, to

whom she has written.

Cr6ponne enters and gives a letter to Ad^le ; it is from

Clarisse, who is always good and charitable and loving !

Her husband has forbidden her to see her sister ; but, at

two o'clock, hidden by a cloak, she will come on foot.

Ad^le must arrange to be alone. Sophie reads the letter

at the same time with Addle. She sees in it a means of

injuring Clarisse and will meditate upon it.

" Adieu, dit elle k madame Darcey. Si j'ai quelque chose de

nouveau, je viendrai te revoir.

— Je crains que Leopold ne se fSche, et que cela ne lui ddplaise.

— Eh bien ! par exemple !

— Pour plus de s6ret6, quand tu auras k me parler, ne monte

pas par le grand escalier, oil Ton pourrait te voir, mais viens par

celui-ci, dont voici la clef."

The key is just the thing Sophie wants to carry out

her plan. But now that she has the key, the only

thing she is in need of is some money with which to buy
food.

" Tu n'aurais pas quelque argent k me prfiter dit elle ?

— J'en ai si peu !

— Et, moi, je n'ea ai pas du tout. Je te rendrai cela dds que
j'aurai obtenu ce que j6 soUicite.

— Bien tot ?

— Je te le promets,
— A la bonne heure, car sans cela . . . Tiens !

"

At this moment M. Leopold arrives ; he smells the

money, pounces upon it and confiscates it, as he says by
order of the police. That will give you an idea of monsieur's
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ways of procedure ; but you will see plenty more. He
wants money, much money.

Adele must ask it from her parents.

" Vous savez bien qu'ils sont morts de chagrin, lui dit Addle.

— Oui, 4 ce qu'ils disent, repond Leopold."

This is pretty talk, too pretty, indeed. There is still

M. Rialto, but Adele refuses to apply to him. To M.

Hippolyte then . . .

" Ad^le.

Plutot mourir que d'avoir recours k lui !

LiopOLD, haussant la voix.

II le faut, cependant ; car je veux, at vons ne me connaissez pas,

quand on me r6siste.

ADftLE.

Leopold, Leopold, vous m'effrayez ! . . . (a part).

Ah !_ Dieu ! qui m'arrachera de ses mains ?

LiOPOLD.

L4, au secr6taire . . . voili ce qu'il vous faut pour ^rire.

Entre Criponne.

Cit^PONNF.. bas d Adiie.

Une dame, envelopf>6e d'un manteau, est Ik dans votre chambre.

Ad6le, de mime.

C'est ma soeur, c'est Clarisse I

LftoPOLD, Parriiant par le bras.

Ou vas-tu ? Tu ne sortiras pas d'ici que tu n'aies ecrit.

ADfeLE.

O mon Dieu !

LEOPOLD, la faisant asseoir au secrUaire.

Allons, une lettre k la S6vign6, et pomr cela, je vais dieter :
' Cher

Hippolyte ' . . .

Ad6le.

Je ne mettrai jamais cela.

LfioPOLD.

Hippolyte, tout court.

Ad6le, icrivant.

' Monsieur "...
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LEOPOLD.

A la bonne heure, je n'y tiens pas. (Dtctant.) Monsieur, une
ancienne amie bien malheureuse . . .

CrAponne,

C'est bien vrai !

LEOPOLD.

Je ne mens jamais . . . {Diciant.) Est menac6e d'un affreux

danger dont vous seul pouvez le sauver.

Ad6le.
Mais c'est le tromper !

LEOPOLD.

Qu'en savez-vous ? Je ne mens jamais . . . {Dtctant.) ' Si

tout souvenir, si toute humanity n'est pas 6teint6 dans votre

coeur, venez a son secours ! EUe vous attendra aujourd'hai rue

. . . Mets ton nom et ton adresse. ' Prenez avec vous de Tor,

beaucoup d'or. Vous saurez pourquoi.'

Ad6le, indignSe.

Je n'6crirai jamais cela.

LEOPOLD, dictant d'un ton impSratif.

' Vous saurez pourquoi, et j'ose croire que vous m'en remercierez.'

(Lui prenant les mains.)

AUons 1 6cris, je le veux I

Ad6le.

Mais que pr6tendez-vous done] faire ? le forcer k jouer, le

d6pouiller ?

LftOPOLD.

Cela me regarde . . . Signe !

"

Adele signs and Leopold goes out. But Addle quickly

orders Cr^ponne to run to Hippolyte, to warn him of the

snare that is being laid for him. Addle then goes to her

sister. Cr6ponne stays alone talking to herself while

putting on her shawl. Whilst addressing herself to this

twofold occupation, the door of the little staircase opens

slowly, and Albert appears, shrouded in a cloak.

" Encore un qui arrive, dit la femme de chambre. II en sort

done iei de tous cot^s ?
"
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You perhaps suppose that Cr^ponne, who is not tongue-

tied, will go up to the newcomer and ask him who he can

be to have possession of his mistress's house key ? But
no, she quietly moves off to the opposite side. Ah !

confrere, though you are very clever and ingenious, I would

verily rather have committed what they call in theatrical

language un hup. True, had Cr6ponne spoken to the

man wrapped in a cloak, she would have recognised Albert,

whom she would have told that his wife was there and

that would have been the end of scene one of the fifth act.

You understand, dear reader ? Sophie had sent the

key AdMe gave her to Albert, and, when doing so, took

good care, of course, to tell Melville that his wife had
arranged a meeting with Valdeja ; then she writes to

Valdeja, in Clarisse's name, to tell him he will find

her . . . where ? I have no notion, for the author of

the play does not give the addresr- of the house. It is a

needless precaution, and makes no difference, be assured !

Albert, who wishes to hear all, hides in a cupboard.

Whilst he is hiding, Valdeja enters ! You can guess the

situation. Valdeja and Clarisse meet
;

great is their

astonishment, especially on the part of Clarisse ; but,

finally, they explain matters. The sole thing that Clarisse

sees in it aJl is that she is incurring a real danger.

" Ah ! mon Dieu ! s'6crie-t-elle, je suis perdue, d6shonoree 1

Qui pourrait me secourir, me prot6ger ?

— Moi, Clarisse I dit Albert sortant du cabinet."

Albert and Valdeja exchange friendly greetings ; they
have learned to esteem one another. Valdeja goes away
by a door at the back. Albert gives money to Addle

;

Clarisse gives her a gold chain, then Albert and Clarisse

•go out by the little staircase. Scarcely have they dis-

ippeared before a noise is heard outside, then a pistol

shot and cries of " Help ! murder !
" Addle rushes terri-

ied towards the stairs, and the curtain falls without any
^further explanation ; but those who are anxious to guess
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without being told suspect that Leopold has taken Albert

for Hippolyte and fired on him. The second part of the

fifth act shows Adele on a pallet-bed, ill and coughing

and at death's door. Having spent her last crowns in a

lottery, she has nothing to fall back upon but a gold chain

which she has given to Sophie to sell. She would fain

have chosen a more reliable agency, for she begins to

mistrust her former friend ; but it is necessary that it

should be Sophie who sells the chain. You shall see why.

" Ma chdre, cela va mal I dit Sophie en rentrant. Tu sais, cette

chalne que tu tenais de ta sceur ?

— Eh bien ?

— J'ai et6 pour la vendre chez le bijoutier notre voisin, un
vieux qui I'a regardee attentivement ; puis il m'a dit :

' De qui

tenez-vous cette chalne ?—D'une dame de mes amies.—Qui est-

elle ?—Que vous importe ?—C'est que, a-t-il ajout6 en feuilletant

un registre, cette chalne, k ce qu'il me semble, est au nombre des

objets qui, lors de I'affaire Leopold, nous ont 6te signal6s par la

police.'
"

How can the chain have been marked by the police

when Ad^le had received it from her sister before the

assassination ? Then Sophie lost her head ; and with good

reason, too ! When she sees how clever the police are

she runs away ; the jeweller calls his assistants and they

follow her ; they know she is there.

" Mais on ignore qui tu es ?

— Peut-etre, car j'ai rencontr6, en montant, la propridtaire.

— Je ne la connais pas.

— En bien, sais-tu quelle est cette ferame ? Notre ancienne

amie I

— Am61ie Laferrier ?

— Elle-mgme I

"

What a pity it was not her husband ! We shall, perhaps,

see him. But he is not there, you may be sure, and I have
a great longing to be presented to him. At this moment
there is a knock at the door. It is a Sister of Charity.

Addle has written to the mayor, under the name of Madame
Laurencin ; she has depicted her misery in pitiable terms

;
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the Sister of Mercy has been told and comes. Guess who
that Sister of Charity is ? It is Clarisse ! Clarisse, who
finds her sister weak, broken down, dying ! Clarisse is

in mourning, for Albert is dead. When Ad^le recognises

Clarisse, she faints away. Whilst Clarisse is bringing her

back to consciousness with salts, the magistrates enter,

brought by Amelie Laferrier. Naturally the meeting

lacks effusion. The magistrates have come to arrest

Madame Laurencin ; but, as they must do this legally,

they have sent to fetch the mayor. He arrives, and is

Darcey, Am61ie's husband, having become mayor of his

arrondissement, thanks to conduct diametrically opposite

to that of his wife ! He is followed by his faithful Valdeja.

The author does not tell us if Valdeja has been appointed

deputy mayor imder Darcey ; it is likely, for, without

this, how would he be there ? /
" Quelle est cette femme que Ton parle d'arreter ? demande

Darcey.
— C'est la votre, monsieur ! votre pauvre femme

!

— Ma femme ! repond Darcey, qui repousse le mot avec in-

dignation."

It is a rude shock for Adele : knowing herself to be dying,

she raises herself up and asks her husband's forgiveness.

" Jamais ! rfipond Darcey."

Adele utters a cry and falls into an armchair.

" Darcey, se laissant entrainer, dit d Valdeja, qui le pousse vers
Adile.

Tu le veux ? Eh bien . . . {En ce moment, Adile rend le dernier

soupir.) Dieu ! il n'est plus temps !

Valdeja.

Elle expire ! (A Amilie et d Sophie.) Femmes, prenez ce

cadavre ! prenez-le done, il est k vous . . . Vos oeuvres m6ritaient

un salaire : le voil4 ! Honte k vous et k toutes vos semblables !

{A Darcey) A toi la liberty !

Darcey, lui montrant Clarisse.

Et d toi, je respire, bientdl le bonheur I
"

VI.—

6
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These two last touches are a trifle harsh, it seems to

us, before the body of Addle and Clarisse's mourning
garb ; so harsh that, were we members of the Academy
and deputed to award the prize for morality, it would be

a ground for withholding the prize from the drama Dis

ans de la vie d'une femme.



CHAPTER III

Doligny manager of the theatre in Italy—Saint-Germain bitten

by the tarantula—How they could have livened up Versailles

if Ix)uis-Philippe had wished it—The censorship of the Grand-
Duke of Tuscany—The bindings of printer Batelli

—

Richard

Darlington, Angile, Antony and La Tour de Nesle performed
under the name of Eugene Scribe

THE curious discussion to which we have referred^

proves, among other things, that the author of

Dix ans de la vie d'une femme, the drama to which Mercier

or R6tif de la Bretonne hardly dared subscribe their

names, holds two very distinct opinions, which he does

not reckon upon reconciling : one as legislator, and one

as poet, since he asked the State Commission to suppress

the small immoral theatres, and applied for a censorship

which should be a salutary check to restrain talent from
the excesses of all kinds to which it is too commonly given.

The fact is that, had there been a censorship in 1832,

my confrere Scribe's talent, which I appreciate more than

any one, restrained by a salutary check, would never

have given to timorous souls the spectacle of a play which
has remained, not as the model, but as the most advanced

tpecimen,
of dramatic eccentricity. It was M. Scribe, who,

Q the following sentence which he pronounced before

he State Council, suggested to me the word I wanted

—

" There is not much money made by really hterary

^&y% ; success is often achieved better by eccentricities

and attacks against morality and the government."

* See Appendix.
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Furthermore, my illustrious confrere possesses a fine

reputation as a man of moral character, not only in

France but still more abroad ; and I am going to

relate an anecdote on this subject, which has its amusing

side.

I lived for two years in Florence before a single theatrical

manager thought of playing anything of mine ; because I

was an immoral man, no play, whether in the original or

translated, could be performed in any one of the theatres

of the City of Flowers. One fine morning, when I was
still in bed, I heard a voice I knew in my sitting-room,

and the sound of a friend's name. The voice and the

name were those of Doligny. You remember that I spoke

about Doligny in connection with the Tompson of Richard

Darlington, and that I paid full justice to the remarkable

manner in which he had acted the part. Very well,

it was Doligny, who, actor and manager, came with a

French company to seek his fortune in Italy. Every-

where else fortune has three forelocks : in Italy it has

only one ; everywhere else, it turns on a single wheel :

in Italy, it turns on two. Which is to say that, in Italy,

more than anywhere else, fortune is for everybody, and

particularly for the managers of literary enterprises, an

Atlanta difficult to overtake and to seize by the hair.

Doligny, then, went from Turin to Milan, from Milan to

Rome, from Rome to Naples, from Naples to Venice, from

Venice to Bologna, in the hope of overtaking fortune.

He had not yet succeeded. Finally, he thought he saw

a vision of gold in the direction of Florence. He smote

his forehead and said to himself : Why have I not thought

of that before ? What he had not thought of was my
presence at Florence. I carry about with me—where it

comes from I have no idea ; but there it is, indeed

—

I carry about an atmosphere of life and excitement which

has become proverbial. I lived three years at Saint-

Germain ; well, the inhabitants themselves, respectable

subjects of the Sleeping Beauty, did not know themselves
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any longer. I communicated to the town a spirit of

energy which they took at first for a sort of epidemic,

a contagious fever, hke that produced by the bite of

the Neapohtan spider. I bought the theatre, and the

best actors of Paris, coming to supper with me, played

from time to time, before sitting down to table to give

themselves an appetite, either Hamlet or Mademoiselle

de Belle-Isle, or Les Demoiselles de Saint Cyt, for the

benefit of the poor. Ravelet had not horses enough,

CoUinet had not rooms enough, and the railway admitted

to me, once, an increase of 20,000 francs takings per

annum since I lived at Saint-Germain. It is true that,

at the time of the elections, Saint-Germain considered

me too immoral to have the honour of being its representa-

tive. Saint-Germain had then waked up, or nearly so.

It had its forest for horse exercise, went to the theatre and
set up on my terrace fireworks which they sent for from

Paris, to the great astonishment of Versailles, which,

from time to time, rose out of its tomb and looked with

vacant eyes over the hills of Louveciennes, and said in

dying tones :
" What is Saint-Germain doing to make

such a commotion as this ? Look at me, do I move ?

Good heavens ! When one is dead, it is not a time for

having fireworks, going to the play or riding on horseback !

Look at me, I sleep like an Academician, and I even push

respect for conventions to the point of never snoring !

"

Versailles lay down again in its gilded sepulchre, where,

as it said, it never even snored. One day the king was
annoyed by the noise which came from the direction of

Saint-Germain, so much so that he took heed not to hear

the faintest breath of wind coming from Versailles. He
sent for M. de Montalivet, although he had no love for

intellectual people. Montalivet and Vatout were the two
(exceptions at the court.

" My dear Count," said Louis-Philippe, " do you know
M^hat has happened ?

"

[
"What, sire?"
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" We have succeeded in waking up Saint-Germain

(they had made the king think he had brought about this

miracle himself) ; we will manage to galvanise Versailles

into life, with the picture gallery and fountains, on each

first Sunday in the month !

"

" Sire," replied Montalivet, " would you like Versailles

instead of being as gloomy as death to be merry even

to the point of foolishness !

"

" My dear Count," replied the king, " I will not conceal

from you that it would give me the greatest pleasure."
" Very well. Sire, Dumas has a fortnight's durance as

National Guardsman : command that he spend it here

at Versailles."

The king turned his back on M. de Montalivet and did

not speak a word to him for a month after. What came
of it ? Versailles became more and more gloomy, and,

after passing from melancholy to darkness, passed from

darkness to funereal depths.

As to Saint-Germain, I do not know what became of

it ; but I have been assured that, since my departure, it

has been seized with the spleen and simply shakes with

agony. Now it was the knowledge of this vivifying

quality which attracted Doligny to Florence. He said

to himself : As Dumas is in Tuscany, Tuscany must have

again become the department of the Arno, and we shall

laugh and earn money. Doligny was mistaken : people

laugh all over Italy ; but they do not laugh at all in

Tuscany. As to earning money there, I only knew the

Comte de Larderette who made a fortune there ; but his

speculation had nothing literary about it. ... I listened

to Doligny's exposition of plans with a growing melancholy

which could not fail to have discouraged him.
" Well," he asked me, " am I mistaken ?

"

" In what ?
"

" Do you not go to the court ?
"

" As little as I can ; but I do go."
" Do you not go into society ?

"
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" As little as possible ; but, of course, I do see some-

thing of it."

" Have you no friends ?
"

" As few as possible ; I have some."
" Do you think my actors are poor ones ?

"

" I do not know them."
" Do you not think the performance of your plays will

pique people's curiosity ?
"

" Yes, indeed."
" Do you not believe, in short, that, thanks to all this,

I can make money ?
"

" I believe you can ; but ..."
" But what ?"
" You must do it with other plays than mine."

"Why so?"
" Because they will not allow you to play them."
" They will refuse to let me perform your plays ?

"

" Yes."
" What reason will they give for their refusal ?

"

" They won't give any."
" All the same, my dear friend, there must be some

reason at the bottom."
" No doubt."
" TeU me what it is."

" My friend, you are asking me to make a painful con-

fession."

" TeU me what it is."

" I do not know how to tell you a thing that I am ashamed
to confess even to myself."

" Remember that my fortune depends on it !

"

" My friend, I am an immoral author."

"Bah!"
" Yes."
" Who said so ?

"

" Le Constitutionfiel ; so the thing has spread abroad
from the east to the west, from the south to the north."

" You fill me with dismay !

"

I
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" What else can I do ! . .
."

" Still, I am going to send them your plays."
" Send them, but it will be useless."

" But surely when they have read them . .
."

" Yes, but they won't read them."
" Yet they will refuse ?"
" For the sake of appearances."
" Well, I wish to have a clear conscience in the matter."

"Have a clear conscience, my dear fellow; it will only

cost you your expenses for hiring, if you have already

hired the theatre."
" Why of course I have hired it."

" The deuce ! Send the plays then."
" This very day."
" Go ! only let me know of the refusal directly you

receive it."

" What's the good ?
"

" Who knows ? Perhaps I may then have some fresh

idea."
" Why have you not one now ?

"

" Ah ! my dear fellow, ideas are capricious damsels

which will not let themselves be taken except when they

fancy, and the whim of my idea is not to produce any-

thing until after the refusal of the grand-ducal censorship."
" All right, we must humour your fancy I suppose."

Doligny went away in despair at the probable refusal

which threatened him, and yet with a certain degree of

hopefulness in the idea that might spring up from that

refusal. Three day later I saw him again. Owing to

the protection of Belloc the ambassador, a delightful

man, the refusal was only delayed for three days. This

was a great favour ; it might have been put of! for a month,

six weeks—for ever !

" Well ? " I said, when I caught sight of Doligny.
" Well, as you said."
" Refused ?

"

" Refused."
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" What plays did you send ?
"

" Richard Darlington, Antony, Angele, La Tour de Nesle."

" Heavens! You went to work with a vengeance ! the

four most immoral plays of an immoral author."
" Do you think if I had sent others ?

"

" Useless."
" Then, the only thing left is to make use of your idea !

"

" You had set special store by those four plays ?
"

" I beUeve they would have produced the best results.

However, if you think you can obtain leave for others

more easily ..."
" Oh ! that does not matter."
" VVhy ?

"

" Well, I have taken upon me to obtain permission,

that is all you mind about ?
"

" Of course ! will you undertake that."
" I wiU."

I picked up my hat.
" You are going ?

"

" Come with me."
" I will follow you with confidence."

'That is right."

I was writing at that time a big work on painting,

entitled La Galerie des Offices. I took DoUgny to the

printer's.

" My dear Batelli," I said as I entered, " you must do
me a service."

" With pleasure, Monsou Doumasse."
" This is it."

" What is it ?
"

" I want you to re-bind these four plays, to change

the four titles and to put another author's name to them."

"That is easy enough. Just tell me exactly what you
want."

" You see this one ?
"

" Richard Darlington, drama in three acts of seven

scenes, by Monsou Alessandre Doimiasse."



90 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

" Just so. Very well, you must substitute UAmbitieux
ou le Fils du bourreau, by M. Eugene Scribe."

" Bene ! Next ?
"

" You see this ?
"

" AngUe, drama in five acts by Monsou Alessandre

Doumasse."
" You must put : L'^Lchelle de femmes, by M. Eugene

Scribe."
" Bene ! Next ?

"

" You see this one ?
"

"Antony, drama in five acts by Monsou Alessandre

Doumasse."
" Put L'Assassin par amour, by M. Eugene Scribe."
" Bene ! Next ?

"

•' You see this one ?
"

" La Tour de Nesle, by MM. Gaillardet et * *."

" Put : L'AdulUre punt, by M. Eugene Scribe."
" Bene ! bene !

"

In an hour's time, the bindings were set up, sewed, and
glued ; the same day the four plays were deposited on

the censor's desk. Three days after they were returned

signed for permission.

The censors had not made any remarks whatever, they

had not found a single word to say against them. It is

a wonder that the Committee of Censorship had not pro-

posed to the grand-duke to found a prize for virtue, in

favour of four such edifying plays. That same night, the

whole town, except MM. les Censeurs knew that the per-

formance of four plays by M. Alexandre Dumas had been

sanctioned under the moral signature of Eugene Scribe. I

never had such a success. They thought these four works

the very perfection of innocence ; the grand-duke, the most

innocent man in his grand-duchy, was applauded to the echo

!

Scribe, on that occasion, was about to receive the Cross

of the Commander of Saint-Joseph. Fortunately for

Scribe, somebody or other revealed the trickery to the

grand-duke. Scribe was beside himself with fear.



CHAPTER IV

A few words on La Tour de Nesle and M. Fr6derick Gaillardet—The
Revue des Deux Mondes—M. Buloz—The Journal des Voyages—
My first attempt at Roman history

—

Isabeau de Baviire—

A

witty man of five foot nine inches.

LET US leave Italy—to which we shall soon return

—

and come back to our plays, which, by an innocent

subterfuge, as a moral author called it, I had played in

the capital of His Imperial Highness the Grand-Duke of

Tuscany.

Two had already been acted at Paris in the month of

April 1832, at which date we have arrived

—

Antony and
Richard ; but there were still two to be performed. La
Tour de Nesle and Angele. May I be prevented, now I

come to speak of the making of the first of these plays,

from saying anything which may arouse the dormant
susceptibilities of M. Gaillardet ! Since 2 June 1832,

that is to say for the past twenty-five years, I have com-
posed upwards of forty dramas and eight hundred
volumes ; it will, therefore, be taken for granted that

I have no interest whatever in laying claim to one paternity

more or less. But the matter made such a stir at the

time, it unravelled itself so ostensibly, that I have scarcely

the right to pass it over in silence ; but, whilst we are

upon the subject, I promise only to cite the facts of which
I have proof, and to divest those facts of any sentiment

either of hatred or of attack. Since that time, M.
Gaillardet has left France for America, Paris for New
Orleans. To my great joy, he has, I am told, made a

fortime out there ; to my still greater joy, my books, so
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I am assured, have not been detrimental to his good

fortune. So much the better ! Happy he to whom
Providence gives a double share of rest, and, when scarcely

a third of life is passed, after a brilliant debut, permits

him to throw down his pen and to rest on his laurels,

French laurels, which are the most to be envied of any,

and to repose on a bed of American flowers, brightest of

all the flowers that bloom ! In the darkness which, though

dispersed for a time, gradually returns to envelop him

once more in its beloved shade, such a man, like Horace,

keeps happy things for the present and puts care behind

him till the morrow ; such a man knows not the daily

struggle and nightly labour ; he does not live by lamp-

light, but by the light of the sun. He lies down when the

robin sings his evening song and wakes when the lark

begins to sing ; nothing disturbs the order of Nature for

him ; his day is day and his night is night ; and, when
his last day or final night comes, he has lived his life

within its natural limits. I shall have gone through

mine hurrying along on the brakeless engine of work.

I shall not have sat down at any table belonging to those

lengthy banquets where people stay till they become

intoxicated; I shall have tasted from all sorts of cups ;

and the only ones I shall have drained to the dregs

(for man's existence, however rapid, always has time for

doing this) will have been the bitter cups !

At this time, in 1832, however, I had not yet become

the being I now am. I was then a young man of twenty

-

nine, eager after pleasure, eager for love and for life,

eager after everything, in fact, but hatred. It is a strange

thing that I have never been able to hate on account of

any personal wrong or injury. If I have harboured

any antipathy in my heart, if I have shown, either in

my words, or in my writings, any aggressive sentiment,

it was against those people who set themselves against

the growth of art, and who opposed progress in politics.

If to-day, after twenty-five years have elapsed, I attack,
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M. Viennet, M. Jay, M. fitienne, the whole of the

Acad^mie, in short, or, at any rate, the major portion of

its members, it is not in the least because these gentlemen

collectively signed petitions against me or, individually,

prohibited my plays ; it is because they hindered France

from marching towards the supreme conquest of art, and
founding a universal monarchy of the intellect. If,

after thirty years, I bear a grudge against Louis-Philippe,

it is not because he stopped my salary when I gave myself

to literature, or because he demanded my resignation

when I had a drama received at the Theatre-Frangais
;

it is because this would-be citizen-king had a rooted

aversion to new ideas, an instinctive distaste for all

movements which tended to advance the human race.

Now, how can you expect me, who am all for progress,

to admit without question, on whatever side I meet them,

death, or inaction, which is the likeness of death !

Already, in 1832, I began to find that, working for the

theatre—I will not say did not occupy my time sufficiently,

but—occupied my mind too much in one direction.

I had, as I have mentioned, tried to write some short

novels : Laurette, Le Cocker de Cabriolet, La Rose rouge.

I have told how I had them printed, under the title

Nouvelles Contemporaines, at my own expense, or, rather,

at that of my poor mother, and that six copies were sold

at 3 francs a copy ; which left me 582 francs out of

pocket. One of the six sold copies, or, rather, probably,

one of the three or four hundred copies that were given

away, fell into the hands of the editor of the Revue des

Deux Mondes, and he made up his mind that, poor as

these stories were, the author who had written ihem
could, by dint of working, make something as a novel-

writer.

That editor was M. Buloz ; who, under the reign of

Louis-Philippe, had become a power in the State ; now he
still is a powerful influence in literature. Be it clearly

understood, M. Buloz is not a power on account of his
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personal literary abilities, but by the literary merits

of others of whom he made free use. Hugo, Balzac,

Soulie, de Musset and I had invented the facile style

of literature ; and we have succeeded, whether ill or well,

in making a reputation with that fluent style of writing.

M. Buloz had himself invented the boresome style of

literature and, for good or for ill, made his fortune out of it,

wearisome though it was. It is not in the least the case that,

when M. Buloz takes it into his head to write, he is not as

tiresome as, or even more so than, Monsieur So and So ; but

it is not enough merely to write in order to produce real

literature. M. Nisard explained once, with difficulty, labo-

riously and wearisomely, what ease of style in literature

was. We will ourselves try to tell, in as amusing a way as

we can, what the laboured style of literature is. True, we
could put a reference here and say, " See M. D6sir6 Nisard

or M. Philarete Chasles "
; but we know our readers would

rather believe us than go and look for themselves. MM.
D^sir^ Nisard and Philarete Chasles wiU be dealt with

in their own turn. Let us now turn our attention to

M. Buloz.

M. Buloz, first a compositor, then a foreman in a printing

house, was, in 1830, a man between thirty-four or five

years of age, of pale complexion, with a thin beard, eyes

that did not match properly, features of no particular

character and yellowish, sparsely grown hair ; as regards

temperament, he was taciturn and almost gloomy, dis-

inclined to speak, because of an increasing deafness, cross-

grained on his good days, brutal on his bad ones, and, at

all times, doggedly obstinate. I knew him through Bixio

and Bocage. Both were intimate with him at that time.^

M. Buloz has since been to them, as he has been to every-

body, faithless in friendship when not downright ungrateful

for service done him. I do not know how he gets on with

^ M. Buloz's ambition was to have a review. I had the good

fortune to help him in this ambition ; I think I have previously

said how ; may I be excused if I repeat myself.
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Bixio now ; but I believe he is very horrid to Bocage. We
were not rich in those days ; we had our meals in a little

restaurant in the rue de Tournon, adjoining the hotel de

I'Empereur Joseph II., where, I can assure you, they served

very bad dinners at six sous the plateful.

M. Ribing de Leuven had a newspaper, which sold very

badly, a journal de luxe, and wealthy people took up the

fad and ruined themselves over it ; it was called Le Journal

des Voyages. Adolphe and I persuaded M. de Leuven

to sell this paper to Buloz.

Buloz, Bocage, Bonnaire and, I believe, even Bixio,

collected some funds and became proprietors of the above-

mentioned paper, which took the title of La Revue des

Deux Mondes. This occurred in 1830 or 1831. We all

set to work with our best efforts on this newspaper, which

we looked upon as a child belonging to all of us and loved

with a paternal affection. The first milk I gave it to

feed on was a Voyage en Vendee, which is partly to be

found in these Memoirs. Then, this is what happened to

me : I have told how profoundly ignorant I was in history

and of my great desire to study it. I heard a great deal

of talk about the Due de Bourgoyne and I read the Histoire

des dues de Bourgoyne, by Barante. For the first time, a

French historian let himself have free play in picturesque

writing of history and in simplicity in the telling of legends.

The work begun by the romances of Sir Walter Scott

had by now matured in my mind. I did not yet feel strong

enough to write a long novel ; but there was then a kind

of literature being produced which kept a middle course

between the novel and the drama, which had some of the

influence of the one and much of the arresting qualities

of the other, wherein dialogue alternated with narrative
;

this type of literature was termed " Scenes historiques."

With my inclinations already biased towards the

theatre, I set myself to dissect, to relate and to put these

historical scenes into dialogues from the Histoire des

dues de Bourgoyne. They were taken from one of the

I
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most dramatic periods of France, the reign of Charles vi. ;

they provided me with the dishevelled personage of the

mad king, with the poetic figure of Odette, the imperious

and licentious character of Isabel of Bavaria, the careless

one of Louis d'0rl6ans, the terrible character of John of

Burgundy, the pale and romantic one of Charles vii.
;

they gave me 1' He-Adam and his sword, Tanneguy-

Duchatel and his axe, the Sire de Giac and his horse, the

Chevalier de Bois-Bourdon and his gold doublet and

Perinet-Leclerc and his keys. But they offered me still

more ; I, who was already a creator of scenes, they provided

with a well-known stage upon which to plan my characters,

since the events all took place in the neighbourhood of

Paris or in Paris itself. I began to compose my book,

driving it before me as a labourer urges forward his plough,

without knowing exactly what is going to happen. The
result was Isabeau de Baviere.

As fast as I finished these scenes, I took them to Buloz,

who carried them to the printing office, and printed them,

and, every fortnight, the subscribers read them.

From that time there sprang up in my work my two

chief qualities, those which will give a value to my books

and to my theatrical works in the future ; dialogue,

which is the groundwork of drama ; and the gift of narra-

tive, which is the foundation of romance. These qualifica-

tions—you know how frankly and unguardedly I talk of

myself—I have in a superior degree. At that period, I

had not yet discovered two other qualities in myself, none

the less important, which are derived from one another

—

gaiety and a lively imagination People are lighthearted

because they are in good health, because they have a

good digestion, because they have no reason for sadness.

That is the cheerfulness of most people. But with me
gaiety of heart is persistent, not the lightheartedness

which shines through grief—all sorrow, on the contrary,

finds me either full of compassion for others, or profoundly

depressed with myself—but which shines through all
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the worries, material vexations and even lesser dangers

of life. One has a lively imagination because one is light-

hearted ; but this imagination often evaporates like the

flame of spirits or the foam on champagne. A merry

man, spirited and animated of speech, is, at times, dull and
morose when alone in front of his paper with pen in hand.

Now work, on the contrary, excites me ; directly I have

a pen in my hand, reaction sets in ; my most freakish

fancies have often sprung out of my dullest days, like

fiery lightnings out of a storm. But, as I have said, at

this period of my youth, I did not recognise in myself

either this imagination or this lightness of spirit.

One day, I introduced Lassailly to Oudard. He wanted

help, I think. My letter, instead of being dismal, was
merry, but with a gaiety that was importunate and full

of sympathy. Lassailly read the letter, which he was

to take in person, and, turning towards me, he said with a

stupefied air

—

" Well ! this is comical !

"

" What ?
"

" Why, you possess wit !

"

" Why should I not ? Are you envious ?
"

" Ah ! you are probably the first man of five foot nine

who has ever been witty !

"

I remembered this saying more than once whilst creating

Porthos, it was more pregnant than it seemed at the first

utterance. My brevet for wittiness was, then, bestowed on
me by Lassailly, a good fellow, who was not lacking in a

certain sort of merit, but who, as regards wit, was as badly

equipped by nature as the fox whose tail was cut off

was with cunning. Besides, at that period I should have

recognised the marvellous quality of mirthfulness which I

had latent within my soul, fearfully hidden from all eyes.

Then, the only mirth permissible was satanic, the mirth

of Mephistopheles or of Manfred. Goethe and Byron
were the two great sneerers of the century. In common
with others I had put a mask on my face. Witness my

VI.—

7
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portrait sketches of that period : there is one of Dev6ria,

written in 1831, which, with a few alterations, could perfectly

stand for the portrait of Antony. This mask, however,

was gradually to fall and to leave my real face to be dis-

closed in the Impressions de Voyages. But, I repeat, in

1832 I was still looked upon as a Manfred and a Childe

Harold. But, when one is of an impressionable tempera-

ment, this kind of whim only takes one during a head-

strong period; and, the times themselves, being gloomy
and terrible, were instrumental to the success both of my
d€h\it as a democratic poet and also as a romance writer.



CHAPTER V

Success of my Seines hisloriques—Clovis and Hlodewig (Chlodgwig)

—I wish to apply myself seriously to the study of the history of

France—The Abb6 Gauthier and M. de Moyencourt—Cordelier-

Delanoue reveals to me Augustin Thierry and Chateaubriand

—

New aspects of history

—

Gaule et France—A drama in colla-

boration with Horace Vemet axid Auguste Lafontaine

MY Scenes hisloriques sur le regne de Charles VI. were

my first successful things in the Revue des Deux
Mondes. We shall presently see the result which this proved

success had for me. That success decided me to write a

series of romances which should extend from the reign of

Charles vi. to our own day. My first desire is always limit-

less ; my first inspiration even to achieve the impossible.

Only when I become infatuated, half through pride and
half through love of my art, do I achieve the impossible.

How ?—I will try to tell you, although I do not under-

stand it very thoroughly myself : by working as nobody
else works, cutting off all the extraneous detaUs of life

and doing without sleep. When once ambition has taken

shape in my thoughts my whole mind is set to the putting

of it into execution. Having discovered a vein of gold

in the well of the beginning of the fifteenth century, in

which I had been digging, I never doubted, so great was
my confidence in myself, that at each fresh well I dug
in a century nearer our own times, if I did not find a
vein of gold I should at least find one of platinimi or

silver. I put the silver last because, at this period,

platinum still held an intermediary value between silver

and gold. Nevertheless, one thing made me uneasy

:

from the fifteenth to the nineteenth century, from Charles

I
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VI. to Napoleon, I should teach history to the public

whilst learning it myself—but who would teach it me
from Clovis to Charles vi. ? May I be forgiven for saying

Clovis, I called it so then, I still call it so now, but,

from 1833 to 1840, I spoke of Hlodewig {Chlodgwig).

True, no one understood whom I meant ; that is why I

returned to calling it Clovis—like the rest of the world.

I decided to write a few pages of introduction to my
novel, Isaheau de Baviere, which was intended to open the

series of my historical novels. You shall judge of my
ignorance and appreciate my innocence, for I am going to

tell you something that certainly no one else would admit.

To learn the history of France, of which I did not know a

word in 1831 (except that connected with Henri ill.),

and which, in common with general opinion, I held to be

the most wearisome history in the whole world, I bought

the Histoire de France, at the request of, and in response

to, the Abbe Gauthier, since revised and corrected by M.

de Moyencourt. So I bravely set to work to study the

history of France, copying out such notes as the following

as seriously as possible, which summed up a whole chapter

poetically :

" Memoires d'Alex. Dumas

En I'an quatre cent vingt, Pharamond, premier roi,

Est connu seulement par la salique loi.

***

Clodion, second roi, nonim6 le Chevelu,

Au fier A6tius cdde, deux fois vaincu.
***

Francs, Bourguignons et Goths triomphent d'Attila.

Chilp6ric fut chass6, mais on le rappela.
***

Clovis, k Tolbiac, fit voeu d'etre chr^tien
;

II d6fait Gondebaud, tue Alaric, arien ;

Entre ses quatre fils partage ses Etats,

Source d'atrocit6s, de guerres, d'attentats.
***

Childebert, en cinq cent, eut Paris en partage
;

Les Bourguignons, les Goths 6prouvent son courage."
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And this went on up to Louis-Philippe, of whom this

is the distich

—

" Philippe d'0rl6ans, tird de son palais,

Succdde k Charles-Dix, par le clioix des Fran9ais."

There was in these quatrains and distichs, instructive

though they were, one singular feature which, indeed,

distressed me somewhat : amongst all these verses, there

were only two to be found which were feminine. There

must verily be a reason for that : as the History of France

was specially intended for schools, it was necessary,

doubtless, to bring before the notice of school children

as few evil ideas as possible, that might even indirectly

remind them of a genus which brought destruction upon
the human race. I apparently took my notes with desper-

ate seriousness, and deemed that I already knew enough
history to teach it to others when, by good fortune,

Delanoue came to my study. Quick as I had been in

hiding my Abbe Gauthier, revised by M. de Moyencourt,

Delanoue saw the action.

" What are you reading there ? " he asked.
" Nothing."
" Nothing ? Why you had a book in your hand !

"

"Oh! a book . . . yes."

No doubt he imagined it was some obscene book which
I wished to conceal from him. He insisted in such a

manner that it was impossible to resist him.
" There," I said to him, rather humiliated at being

surprised reading such an elementary subject as a history

of France.
" Oh ! Abb^ Gauthier's history . . . well, upon my

word !

" And, without needing to cast a glance at

the book, he repeated

—

" Neuf cent quatre vingt-sept voir Capet sur le trone.

Ses fils ont hiiit cents ans conscrvd la couronne !

"

" Oh, you know it by heart ?
"
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" It is the companion to Racine's grecques—
" ' O, se doit compter pom septante ;

'Ode\6s, la broche tournante.' "

Delanoue assumed in my eyes fabulous proportions of

learnedness.
" What ! do you not know the Abb6 Gauthier's Histoire

de France and the Jardin des Racines grecques, by M.
Lancelot ?

"

" I know nothing, my dear fellow !

"

" It must make you laugh."
" Not very much."
" Then why do you read it ?

"

" Because I want to get exact details about the early

centuries of our history."
" And you are looking for them in the Abbe Gauthier ?

"

" As you see."
" Ah ! You are funny ! Did you get your details

for Henri III. from this ?

—

" ' Henri-Trois, de Bologne, en France est ramene,

Redoute les ligueurs, et meurt assassine I '
"

" No, from I'Estoile, Brantome, d'Aubign^, and the

Confession de Sancy ; but I did not know there was

anything like that about M6rov6e or Clovis."
*

' In the first place, they are not called M6rov6e and Clovis

now."
" What are they called, then ?

"

" M^ro-wig and Hlode-wig ; which mean the eminent

warrior and the celebrated warrior."
" Where did you see that ?

"

" Parbleuf in the Lettres sur I'histoire de France by

Augustin Thierry."
" The Lettres sur I'histoire de France, by Augustin

Thierry ?
"

!
"Yes."
•* Where can it be got ?

"
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" Anywhere."
" What does it cost ?

"

" Perhaps 10 or 12 francs, I am not sure exactly how
much,"

" Will you be so good as to buy it for me and have it

sent in as soon as you leave me ?
"

" Nothing could be simpler."
" Do you know any other books on this period ?

"

" There is Chateaubriand's Etudes historiques and the

original sources of information."
" Who are these ?

"

" The authors of the Decline, Jomand^, Zozimus,

Sidonius Apollinaris, Gregory of Tours."
" Have you read all those authors ?

"

" Yes, partly."
" Did the Abbe Gauthier not read them ?

"

" In the first case he could not have read Augustin

Thierry, who has written since his death. As to Chateau-

briand, he was his contemporary, and historians never read

contemporary historians ; finally, as regards Jomandes,
Zozimus, Sidonius Apollinaris and Gregory of Tours, I

suspect the Abbe Gauthier of never having even known
of their existence."

" But whence, then, did he get his history ?
"

" From the Abbe Gauthier's who wrote the same sort of

histories before him."
" Will you also buy me Chateaubriand at the same

time as Thierry ?
"

" Certainly."
" See ; here is the money ... I shall not see you again."
" No ; but you want your Augustin Thierry and

Chateaubriand ?
"

" I confess I do."
" You shall have them in a quarter of an hour's time."

And I had them a quarter of an hour later.

I opened one of the books haphazard. ... I had alighted

on Augustin Thierry. I read—I am mistaken, I did not read.
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I devoured—that marvellous work on the early kings by
the author of the Conquete des Normands ; then the sort

of historical tableaux entitled Recits Merovingiens. Then,

without needing to open Chateaubriand, all the ghosts

of those kings, standing on the threshold of monarchy,

appeared before me, from the moment when they were

made visible to the eyes of the learned chronicler—from

Clodio, whose scouts reported that Gaul is the noblest of

countries, full of all kinds of wealth, and planted with forests

of fruit trees, who was the first to wield the Prankish

rule over the Gauls, to the great and religious-minded

Karl, rising from table filled with a great fear, standing for a

long time by a window which looked to the east, with arms
crossed, weeping without stanching his tears, because he

saw on the horizon the Norman vessels. I saw, in fact,

visions which I had never suspected hitherto, a whole

living world of people of twelve centuries ago, in the

dark and deep abysses of the past. I remained spell-

bound. Until that moment I had believed Clovis and
Charlemagne were the ancestors of Louis xiv. ; but here,

under the pen of Augustin Thierry, a new kind of geo-

graphy was revealed, each race flowed by separately,

following its own particular channel through the ages :

Gauls, as vast as a lake, Romans, as noble as a river,

Franks, as terrible as a flood, Huns, Burgundians, West-

Goths as devouring and rapid as torrents. Something
equivalent to what happened in me at General Foy's

repeated itself. I perceived that, during the nine years

which had rolled by, I had learnt nothing or next to

nothing ; I remembered my conversation with Lassagne ;

I understood that there was more to see in the past than

in the future ; I was ashamed of my ignorance, and I pressed

my head convulsively between my hands. Why, then,

did not those who knew produce their knowledge ? Oh !

I did not know at that period with what fatherly goodness

God treats men ; how he makes some into miners who
extract gold and diamonds from the earth, of others, the
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goldsmiths who cut and mount them. I did not know
that God had made Augustin Thierry a miner and me a

goldsmith.

I was seven or eight days hesitating before the enormous

task which I had to accompUsh ; then, during that halting

time, my courage returned to me and I bravely set to

work, forgetting everything for the sake of the study of

history. It was during this period that I wrote Teresa

and the piece of which I am about to speak. Horace

Vemet had sent a large picture from Rome depicting

Edith aux longs cheveux cherchant le corps d'Harold sur

le champ de hataille d'Hastings. It was a picture belonging

to the category that Vemet laughingly styled his grand

manner. It was singularly fascinating to me on account

of the heroine's name, not because of the subject. I was

seized with the whim to write a drama with the title

tdith aux longs cheveux. One could only write in verse

a drama with so poetical a title. Charles VII. had some-

what familiarised me with what is still called at the

Academy the language of the gods. How was all this

which I saw but imperfectly, and which it was an absolute

necessity I should study, to remain in my poor brain

without its bursting ? And be careful to notice that I

was as yet only brooding over the earliest races. How
was I to disentangle the surroundings of Charlemagne and

his son and to represent the interests and types of the

Prankish race ? How was I to pick out the Eudes and

Roberts, the National Kings who sprang up and reigned

over the conquered land which was to produce its Camilles

and Pelages ? It was staggering to know nothing at

thirty of what other men knew when they were twelve. I

had studied the theatre ; I knew enough about it to be

satisfied on that head. I must, then, study history as I

had studied the theatre, and I believed that history was a

barrier put in my path. Who was there to tell me that

^^there would be a fresh course of study to make, longer,

^^Brier and more arduous than the preceding one ? The

I'
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study of the theatre had taken me five or six years. How
much time was the study of history going to take me ?

Alas ! I should have to study it for the rest of my life !

If I had studied at the age of other people, I should have

had nothing else to do but produce ! I had as yet only

the title to my drama. It need hardly be said that all

I knew about the battle of Hastings was that which I had
read in Sir Walter Scott's Ivanhoe. So I purposed to

compose something after the style of Shakespeare's

Cymbeline and not a historical drama. Accordingly, I

read by chance a romance by Auguste Lafontaine—

I

would indeed like to tell you which but I have forgotten

—

all I remember is that the heroine's name was Jacobine.

However, if you wish to remove all doubts about the

matter, my friend Madame Cardinal, rue des Canettes,

will tell you. She knows her Auguste Lafontaine by heart.

Anyhow, Jacobine is made to take a narcotic and is put

to sleep so that she may pass for dead, and, thanks to

this supposed death, which releases her from the trammels

of the earth, she can marry her lover. It is a little like

Romeo and Juliet ; but what is there on this earth here

below which does not resemble some other idea, more
or less ? You will notice that I had already had this

tiresome drama in my head for a very long time ; for I

had suggested it to Harel in the month of August 1830,

instead of Napoleon, which I strongly disliked doing. We
have seen how Harel fought and overcame my resistance.

As for idith aiix longs cheveux, he had refused it outright,

and you will see directly that he was not ill advised in

doing so.



CHAPTER VI

Edith aux longs cheveux—Catherine Howard

HERE is the story of Edith aux longs cheveux
;
you

will meet her again under another name, clad in

another garb and, instead of moving along in five acts,

dragging behind her a tail of eight scenes.

A young girl who has been deserted lives in a sort of

Eden surrounded by green shade, singing birds and flowers

;

a river flows, encroaching on one corner of her garden, as

on the Arno or the Canal de la Brenta, and beautiful young
people pass by on it who make her dream of love, and
beautiful noblemen who make her dream ambitious dreams.

One of these noblemen notices her, and stops before the

graceful apparition, penetrates into what he beheves is a

fairy palace and finds a young maiden, who looks as though

she were the sister of the birds and the flowers which sur-

round her ; hke them, she sings ; like them, she is white

and rosy and sweet scented. He falls in love with Edith.

But Edith cares for nothing but the court and balls and
fetes and royal pomp. Ethelwood is the king's favourite

;

and, meantime, she allows herself to be loved by Ethelwood.

Edith is one of those women who are as white as marble

and as cold at heart as marble ; she is like the statue of an

ancient courtesan, dug up from the ruins of Pompeii,

which is touched to life by the daylight and sunshine.

She is alive, but that is all ; it is useless to expect love

from her. It is very seldom I created such characters in

my books or dramas as this, but I had an example before

me at the time. That example lured me on ; there is
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always a little of the outside material world in the ideal

inner world of the artist. She tells Ethelwood that she

loves him, but she does not ; for, behind Ethelwood, she

looks towards the king. The king has also seen her
;

it is fated that certain women cannot be seen without

being loved. The king sees Edith and loves her. But
who is she and how is she to be approached ? The king

knows nothing about it ; he needs ministers to help him

to his love, as he needs them in his kingdom ; and if Ethel-

wood helps him to support half his power, Ethelwood will

also help him to carry the weight of his love. That which

Ethelwood dreaded happens : the king falls in love with

the same woman that he does. This woman is his very

life ; he wishes to keep her from the king at no matter

what price. On the following day he has to visit Edith

with the king. He has the night before him and on his

side—night, the faithful ally of lovers, we must also add

the capricious friend, for she betrays almost as often as

she serves ! He sets off ; in two hours' time he is with

Edith. He presses into her hand a flask filled with the

potent drug which only exists on the stage and is only

to be found among Shakespeare's alchemists. When the

lover sees her, beautiful and young and almost loving

for the first time—for she is thinking of the king, whilst

fondling Ethelwood—he hesitates even to put this master-

piece of creation to sleep. Sleep, said the ancients, is

brother to Death. But suppose the sister be jealous of

the brother and pluck the soul of that beautiful child,

like a flower from a tomb, during her sleep ! A ballad

Edith sings about a vassal espoused by a king decides

him ; the narcotic is poured into the maiden's glass ; she

has hardly drunk it before a deadly stupor spreads over

her ; she feels herself growing numb ; she cries out, calls,

instinctively pushes Ethelwood from her and falls asleep

in despair thinking she is dying. He returns to the palace
;

next day, when he returned with the king they find Edith

dead. She is laid in a vault ; the king and Ethelwood
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go down into it and the king kneels. Ethelwood remains

standing with his hand on the girl's heart, fearing that

life has disappeared and is turned into death. He feels

a slight throbbing in her veins and thinks the icy marble
is gradually becoming warmer. What will happen if

Edith wakes ? He makes a pretext of the king's grief and
drags him away, just as Edith's heart is beginning to

flutter beneath his hand. Edith is left alone and wakes
like Juliet ; but, when Juliet awakens, she finds Romeo
waiting for her. Edith is alone with the dead, with all

the terrors and superstitions of the young girl : she cries

and calls and shakes the door of the vault ; it opens and
Ethelwood appears. For the first time she flings herself

into his arms with the effusion of latitude. It is not a

king bringing her a crown, but something much greater

and more precious, a far more providential gift : a saviour

who brings her life. For some moments she loves him
with the whole strength of the life which she thought

she had lost. Her expression is so open and true and
spontaneous that she deceives the poor lover. He thinks

he is beloved and tells her everything. The king has

seen her and is in love with her. Then, for the benefit

of the audience only, under the guise of the loving girl, one

of the characteristics of the ambitious woman begins to

reveal itself. Ethelwood confesses his ruse to Edith :

he tells her how he made her take a drug to put her to

sleep ; he discloses to her what he had hidden from her

until now, that he is one of the highest nobles in the State
;

but this no longer satisfies Edith ! He tells her that,

during her sleep, the king came down into her vault, and
prayed on his knees by the side of the adored body which
he took for a corpse ; and that he, Ethelwood, a prey to

the anguish of despair, awaited, dagger in hand, for the

first movement of Edith and the first sigh from the king

to stab the latter.

In the midst of the poor fool's story, Edith follows

her own trciin of thought only. The king loves her

!
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Why not be the king's wife rather than that of the king's

favourite ? . . . Did not the king put his ring of betrothal

on her j&nger ? . . . A ring—it is a crown in miniature !

Meantime, Edith must be got out of the tomb, which
weighs heavily on her, and take advantage of the night to

reach Ethelwood's chateau. Ethelwood will go and explore

the surroundings and then, if the road be deserted, he will

return and fetch Edith. Edith is left alone for a moment
and makes use of the time to search for traces of the

king's footsteps on the damp flagstones, and the marks of

his hand on the cold marble. In that brief moment she

discloses her heart and the abyss of ambition which has

swallowed up all her love.

Ethelwood returns to fetch her. It is almost with

regret that she leaves the vault where a king has kissed

her brow and passed a ring on her finger. The next act

is in the count's chateau. Edith seems happy. Ethel-

wood is happy. The arrival of the king is announced.
What has he to do at the count's home ? Edith would
know why ; obliged to hide herself from being seen by the

king, she does it in such a way as not to lose a word he

says to the count.

The king is profoundly sad. Like all wounded hearts,

he seeks for conflict ; the war with France affords a

diversion for his grief ; he will go on the Continent. But
he wants a firm and trustworthy regent for his State during

his absence ; he has thought of Ethelwood, who shall be
the regent, and, to reward him for his devotion, and, still

more, to attach him to the interests of the kingdom, sure

as he is of his loyalty, he will give him his sister in marriage.

Ethelwood tries to refuse this twofold honour ; he

objects that Princess Eleanor—I think she was called

Eleanor; I am not very certain, but the name of the

princess does not affect the matter : in theatrical slang the

princess would be called la princesse Bouche Trott {i.e. a

stop-gap princess)—the Princess Eleanor does not love him.

Ethelwood is mistaken, the princess does love him. He
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refuses everything. This refusal at first surprises, then

annoys, the king. ... A quarrel springs up between

subject and king. The subject puts his hand on his sword

hilt. Henceforth, he will incur confiscation, degradation,

death on the scaffold ; he will become poor, renounce his

rank, will brave death, but he will marry no other woman
than Edith. The king goes away, forbidding him to follow :

but Ethelwood is the king's host ; he must conduct him
to his chateau gates ; he must hold his stirrup and give

his knee for the king to mount his horse. Scarcely has

the king gone out and the count disappeared behind him,

than a thick tapestry is raised and Edith enters on the

scene. She has seen nothing save that the king is young
and beautiful ; heard nothing but that he loves her.

Ethelwood's devotion, his refusal to marry the king's

sister, the danger he is incurring, all glide over her heart

like a breath on a mirror. She goes to the window.

Ethelwood is on his knees holding the king's stirrup. In

the office which, where nobility of spirit is present, is

regarded as an honour, Edith sees nothing but shame
;

and, looking at the king, covered with gold and precious

stones, surrounded with the homage of a people, as in a

purple mantle, grown great by the lowliness of all who are

around him, she lets fall the whisper, " If only I could

be queen ! . .
." At this moment Ethelwood returns.

He makes up his mind, Edith shall know him as he is. He
asks for pen, paper and ink. He is going to write his

wiU.
" Are you going to die then ? " asks Edith.
" No ; but I am going to make you a return for all you

have done for me. I only poured you out half the hquid

contained in the flask ; the rest was for myself, in case it

had turned out to be a poison instead of a narcotic."
" WeU ?

"

" I have drunk the rest of that liquid from the flask."

Edith grows pale ; she begins to understand. The
parchment upon which Ethelwood has rapidly traced a

I
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few lines will tell to every one that the count has taken

refuge from the king's anger in death. As Edith lay in

her grave, Ethelwood will be laid in his ; and, as he watched

over her, she, in her turn, shall watch by him ; as he had

the key of death, she shall have the key of life. Edith

fights against this idea ; she measures her own weakness,

urges her ambition, but too late : Ethelwood, when he

left the king, had taken the narcotic. He totters, pales,

falls into Edith's arms as he puts the key of the vault into

her hand saying

—

" Till to-morrow !

"

Next day, instead of opening the gates of life to her

lover, Edith takes the king her betrothal ring. The king at

first thinks she is the ghost of the woman whom he loved
;

then, by degrees, he is satisfied ; he joyously touches the

warm and living hand which he had touched when it was
dead and cold; he renews to the Edith full of life the

offers he had made to the Edith asleep in the tomb. The
young girl turns giddyand needs to recollect all her promised

ambitions. The key of the vault where her lover lies burns

like red-hot iron. She goes to the window and asks if the

river which flows at the foot of the palace is very deep.
" It is a gulf which swallows up all that is thrown into it."

Edith turns her head aside, and with a smothered cry

lets the key fall into it, saying

—

" Que pour reternitd.

L'abime I'engloutisse, ou le courant I'entralne I

Le Roi.

Que faites-vous, ifidith ?

Edith.

Moi, rien . . . je me fais reine !

"

I had pondered over this subject for two years, and
had worked for something like three to four months at

the plan of this fine work. I was reasonably well satisfied

with it, not because of its merit, but on account of the

trouble it had cost me : in other words, I believed I had
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achieved a masterpiece. So, for the first time in my life

—

and also for the last—I invited two or three friends to

come to hear the reading of it which I had to give before

the Th^atre-Fran^ais. I had a splendid audience. My
delusion lasted to the end of the first act ; but I must say

it went no further. At the end of that act, I already

felt that my chef d'ceuvre had not caught on with the public.

By the second act, it was still colder. By the third, it

was frigid ! One of the greatest punishments that can

be imposed on an author, in expiation of his plays, is to

read before a committee that has come with benevolent

intentions, and to feel these intentions little by httle fading

away, turning yellow, falling at the breath of boredom, as

autumn leaves fall under the kiUing winds of winter.

Ah ! what would one not give, at such a moment, not

to have to go on to the finish, but to roll up one's manu-
script, make one's bow and depart ! But no such fate !

In spite of the service the author would render to his

audience, he is condemned to read and the audience to

hear. He must go to the very end ! He must descend

he staircase of this tomb step by step, colder than the

-raircase of death itself ! This was, I repeat, the first

time the thing had happened to me ; a just punishment

for my pride. I rose immediately after the last hemistich

and went out, leaving ^dith aux longs cheveux on the

committee table. I felt that, this time, it was not a

narcotic she had taken, like Juliet, but a fine, good
poison she had swallowed, like Romeo. However, I had
not the courage to go away without an answer. So I

waited for it in the manager's oflSce. It was Mademoiselle

Mars herself who brought it me. Poor Mademoiselle
^ lars ! She wore a funereal expression ; one would have

aid that she had returned from Ethelwood's obsequies,

after having the day before been at those of Edith. She

beat about the bush in all sorts of ways to break it to me
that the committee did not think my play was suitable for

acting. According to her, the play was only half written.

VI.—

8
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"What became of Edith after she had flung the key

into the abyss ? What became of Ethelwood, enclosed in

the vault ? What became of the king's sister, who was

enamoured of this living dead man ? Was it possible

that Providence could look on at such a crime without

interfering ? That divine justice could hear of such a

grievance and find no true bill ? There must be a sequel

to be joined to such a beginning, a second part to attach

to this first. Was there no way of turning the sister of the

king to account ? Could she not represent faithfulness,

as Edith represented ingratitude ? Could she not descend

into the vault to see her dead lover as the king had done

to see his dead fiancee ? Could not that happen to the

sister which had nearly happened in the king's case and
Ethelwood ? . .

."

I took hold of Mademoiselle Mars's hand.
" The play is saved," I said to her ;

" it shall be called

Catherine Howard. Thanks to you, I perceive the

ending. . . . Where are my friends that I may announce

the good news to them ?
"

But my friends were far away. They found a disused

door by which they could make sure of fleeing without

meeting me. Next day I received a letter from the

secretary of the Com6die-Fran9aise, which invited me to

take away the manuscript. " Fling it into the fire !
" I

replied. I do not know whether he obeyed my instruc-

tions ; but I know I never saw it again and the only verses

which I remember are the two and a half I have quoted

—

" On les immola tous, sire :—ils etaicnt trois mille !

"

And that was how the beautiful tdith aux longs cheveux

uracj buried.

exist( will tell in due order and place how there came into

much^ce her sister, Catherine Howard, who was not worth

age in't^o'"^ than she was, and who died in the flower of her

'he year of grace 1834.



BOOK III

CHAPTER I

An invasion of cb.olera—Aspect of Paris—Medicine and the scourge

—Proclamation of the Prefect of PoHce—The supposed

poisoners — Harel's newspaper paragraph — Mademoiselle

Dnpont—Eugene Durieu and Anicet Bourgeois—Catherine

(not Howard) and the cholera—First performance of Mart
de la veuve—A horoscope which did not come true

MEANTIME, France had been anxiously following the

progress of cholera for some time past. Starting

from India, it had taken the route of the great magnetic

currents, had crossed Persia, reached St. Petersburg and
stopped at London. The Channel alone separated it

from us. But what is the distance between Dover and
( alais to a giant who has just done three thousand

leagues ? So it crossed the Channel at a single stride. I

remember the day when it struck its first blow : the sky

was sapphire blue ; the sun very powerful. All nature

was being born again, with its beautiful green robe and
the colours of youth and of health on its cheeks. The
Tuileries was studded with women as a greensward is

with flowers ; revolutionary risings had died down for

some time, leaving society a little peace and permitting

spectators to venture out to the theatres. Suddenly, a

terrible cry went forth, uttered in a voice like those men-

ned in the Bible which thrill through the atmosphere,

;urling maledictions on the earth from the skies: "The
cholera is in Paris !

" They added : "A man has just

ft

I
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died in the rue Chauchat ; he was literally struck down
dead !

" It was exactly as though a veil of crape was
stretched between the blue sky and the bright sun and
Paris. People rushed out into the streets and fled to

their homes, shouting :
" The cholera ! the cholera !

"

as, seventeen years before, they had shouted :
" The

Cossacks !
" But, no matter how well they closed their

doors and windows, the terrible demon of Asia slipped in

through the chinks of the shutters and through the key-

holes of the doors. Then people attempted to fight it.

Science came forward and tried to wrestle with it at close

quarters. It touched it with its finger-tips, and science

was floored. Science rose stunned but not vanquished

;

and began to study the disease. Sometimes, people died

in three hours' time ; at others, in even less time still. The
sick man, or, rather, the condemned, suddenly felt a slight

shivering : then came the first stage of cold, then cramp,

then the terrible and ceaseless dysentery ; next the

circulation was stopped by the thickening of the blood ;

the capillaries were altered ; the sick man became black and

died. But none of these stages was positively fixed ; they

might follow or precede or intermingle with one another

;

each separate constitution brought its own variety of the

malady. Further, these were but symptoms
;
people died

with symptoms as of some unknown disease. The corpse

was visible, but the assassin invisible ! It struck and

the blow was seen, but it was useless to search for the

dagger. People were doctored by guesswork ; as a man
surprised by a thief in the night strikes out into the gloom

by chance, hoping to hit the thief, so science wielded its

sword in the darkness. In Russia, they treated cholera

with ice. The attacks there presented the symptoms
of typhoid. Opinion was divided on this point. Some
administered tonics, that is to say, punch, warm wine,

Bordeaux and Madeira. Others, thinking only of the

abdominal pains, treated them with both the systems in

vogue at that period, either by the physiological system of
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Broussais, which consisted in bleeding the sick and putting

leeches on the stomach and abdomen—a treatment which
attempted to attack the inflammatory part of the disease

—

or by opiates, calmatives and soothing medicines, like

opium, belladonna and hellebore—this was to deal with the

pain more than the disease. Others, again, tried warmth,
hot-air baths, rubbing, burning iron. When the cold

stage was attacked in time, and by energetic reaction they

succeeded in overcoming the cold, the patient was generally

saved. All the same, they only saved about one out of

every ten ! This was the reverse of the tithe.

The scourge struck the poorer classes by preference, but
it did not spare the rich. The hospitals were crowded
with terrible rapidity. A man would fall ill in his home

;

two neighbours put him on a stretcher and carried him
to the nearest hospital. The sick man often died before

he got there, and one, if not both, of the carriers would
take his place upon the stretcher. A ring of frightened

faces would form round the dead, and a cry would sound
from the crowd. A man with one of his hands to his chest

and the other to his body would writhe like an epileptic,

fall to the ground, roll on the pavement, turn blue and
expire. The crowd would disperse terrified, Ufting hands
to heaven, turning their heads behind them and flying for

the sake of flight, for the danger was everj^where ; it did

not understand the distinctions the doctors made between
the three words : epidemic, endemic and contagious.

The doctors were heroic ! Never general on the bloodiest

field of battle ran dangers equal to those to which the

man of science exposed himself in the midst of the

hospitals or as he went from bed to bed in the town. The
Sisters of Charity were saints and often martyrs. The
strangest rumours got abroad, springing from one knows
not where, and repeated by the people with curses and
menaces. They said that it was the fault of the Govern-
ment, which, to get rid of the surplus population filling

up Paris, caused poison to be thrown into the fountains
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and into the casks of the wine merchants. Paris seemed

to be seized with madness ; those even whose offices made
it a duty to reassure others were afraid. On 2 April, the

Prefect of PoHce, M. Gisquet, addressed the following

circular to the Police Commissaries :

—

" Monsieur le Commissaire,—The appearance of the

cholera-germ in the capital, the source of active anxiety

and of real sorrow for all good citizens, has given the

perpetual enemies of order a fresh opportunity for spread-

ing infamous calumnies against the Government throughout
the population

;
people have dared to say that the cholera

is nothing short of poisoning effected by the agents of those

in authority in order to decrease the population and to

turn aside the general attention from political questions.
" / am informed that, to give credit to these atrocious

conjectures, certain wretches have conceived the project of

going through the public-houses and butchers' shops with

bottles and packets of poison, either to throw into the fountains

or wine casks or on to the meat, or simply to seem to do so

and then get arrested in the very act by accomplices, who,

after having made out that they were attached to the police,

will countenance their escape, and, finally, set everything at

work to demonstrate the reality of the odious accusation

directed against authority.
" I need only point out such designs to you, monsieur,

to make you feel the necessity of redoubling your vigilance

over the establishment of dealers in liquids and butchers'

shops, and to urge you to warn the inhabitants against

attempts which they have a personal and powerful interest

in preventing. If such audacious attempts are carried

out, I need hardly tell you how important it will be to

seize the culprits and to place them in the hands of justice.

It is a task in which you will be seconded by all friends

of order and by all respectable people.—Receive, etc.

"Gisquet"

An hour after the appearance of such a circular, the

Prefect of Police ought to have been prosecuted. But
nothing was done. M. Gisquet answered a blunder by a

libel. It was no longer the agents of the Government who
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poisoned the fountains and wine casks to reduce the popu-

lation and turn attention away from political affairs, it

was the Republicans who threw bottles of poison over the

butchers' stalls to depopulate the Government of Louis-

Philippe ! One could understand the first accusation,

which sprang out of ignorance ; but the second ! which

came from authority and from such a quarter ! a quarter

which ought to be the best informed on such affairs as

these ! The people only asked not to have to believe in

the presence of the plague : that invisible enemy, which

struck from the heart of the clouds, irritated the people

by its invisibility. They refused to believe that one could

die of an atmospheric poison, from so pure a sky and so

radiant a sun. A material, visible, palpable cause would

do its business much more effectually— at all events,

revenge could be taken on a tangible cause. Placards

containing nearly the same accusations were pasted up.

The same day crowds collected round these placards and

then they took themselves off to the barriers. Poor

unfortunate wretches were knocked down by sticks,

assassinated by knife-thrusts, torn by the nails of women
and the teeth of dogs. A man would be pointed at with

a finger—pursued, attacked and killed ! I saw one of

these terrible executions from a distance. The crowd

moved towards the barrier : one could count the heads by
the thousand, each one a wave of that angry ocean ; a

great number of butcher-boys with their aprons spotted

with blood were mixed up in that frightful sea, each apron

among all those waves like a crest of foam. Paris

threatened to become worse than a great charnel-house :

it threatened to become a vast slaughter-house. The
prefect was obhged to retract and to recognise that an
assassin, a murderer, a poisoner who escaped all capture,

had broken loose, and was hiding himself in Paris. That
assassin, murderer and poisoner was the cholera !

Oh ! who ever saw Paris at that time would forget

it, with its implacable blue sky, its mocking sun, its de-
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serted walks, its solitary boulevards, its streets strewn

with hearses and haunted by phantoms ? Places of

public entertainment looked like immense tombs. Harel

put the following paragraph in the newspapers during the

performances of Dix ans de la vie d'une femme ;
—

" It has been noticed with surprise that theatres are the
only public places where, whatever the number of spec-

tators, no case of cholera had yet appeared. We present
this INCONTESTABLE fact for scientific investigation."

Poor Harel ! He still had his wits about him, when
nobody else had any left or even dreamt of such a thing !

It was the Terror of 1793 on a grand scale. In 1793, the

worst days counted their thirty or thirty-five victims.

Now, the newspapers admitted to between seven and
eight hundred deaths per day ! It was a strange thing !

But other diseases seemed to have disappeared; they

were stayed from sheer stupefaction ; death had no longer

any but the one way of striking. One left a friend at

night, shook his hand, saying, " Au revoir !
" and, th

next day, a voice would come from one knew not where,

out of chaos, would whisper in one's ear

—

" You knew such and such a person ?
"

" Yes . . . Well ?
"

" He is dead !

"

One had said au revoir ; it was adieu one ought to have
said instead.

Soon, there was a shortness of coffins : in that terrible

steeplechase between death and the coffin- makers, the

latter were outdistanced. They wrapped the bodies in

tapestries ; they rumbled along ten, fifteen, twenty, to the

church at once. Relatives followed the common carts or

not, as the case might be. Each knew the number of his

own dead and mourned them. A mass was said for all col-

lectively ; then they wended their way to the cemetery,

and tipped the contents of the tapestry into the common
grave, and covered them all over with a shroud of lime.
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The i8th of April was the crisis of the first outbreak- -

the numbers rose to nearly a thousand ! At that time, I

lived, as I have said, in the rue Saint-Lazare, in the square

d'Orleans, and I saw from my windows every day fifty

to sixty funerals pass on their way to the Montmartre

cemetery. It was with this prospect before my eyes that

I wrote one of my gayest comedies : Le Man de la veuve.

This is how the play came about. Mademoiselle Dupont,

the excellent soubrette of the Comedie-Frangaise, who
laughed with such rosy lips and white teeth, she who
was the most impudent Martine I have ever seen, had

obtained a benefit performance. I had known her more
at Firmin's house privately than at the theatre ; she had

never acted in any of my plays. One morning—it was,

so far as I can recollect, the very day before 29 March,

on which day the cholera was to burst forth—she came

to see me. Everything was ready for her benefit. She

came to ask me to write her a narrative scene. It was
Saturday, I think : the performance was to take place on

the following Tuesday or Wednesday. There was no

time to lose. I am stupid at improvising anything ap-

propriate to such an occasion as this ; and yet how could

I refuse the charming soubrette a demand of so little

importance ?

" Defer the performance until Saturday," I said to her,

"and, instead of one scene, I will write you a one-act

comedy."
" Will you promise to do this ?

"

" On my honour !

"

" I will go and see if it be possible, and I will return in

an hour's time."

Twenty minutes later I received a note from Made-

moiselle Dupont telling me she had obtained a respite of

twelve days, and asking me to make a part in it for Made-

moiselle Mars. I had not been on very friendly terms with

Mademoiselle Mars since Antony, and she had not taken

the trouble to make it up with me.
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Now I had one friend, a man of infinite cleverness, head

or second in command at the Home Offices,—a friend who
has since made his name in the Government. He was called,

and happily still calls himself, Eugene Durieu. I had met
him two or three times during the past year, and every time

he had given me the subject for a play, either in one act,

or two or in three. But I do not know why we had never

yet settled anything. I wrote to him and he came to me.
" Let us look over your subjects," I said ; "I want a

play in one act for Mademoiselle Dupont's benefit "

—

" Are you crazy ? She is billed for next Tuesday !

"

" It is put off for a week."
" And you think a play could be written, read, distri-

buted, learned and played between now and then ?
"

" I will do my part."
" Really."
" A day to write the play, one to get it re-copied, one for

reading it ; there will still be seven days for the rehearsals

;

a luxurious allowance !

"

Eugene Durieu recognised the correctness of the cal-

culation and gave me the benefit of his ideas. We
thought of the subject of Le Marx de la veuve ; but the

plan was a long way from completion.
" Listen !

" I said to Durieu, "it is noon ; I have

business until five o'clock. Anicet Bourgeois wishes to

have his turn at the Theatre-Frangais ; why, I don't know.

Some whim of his ! Go and find him for me ; settle the

outlines of the drama with him, return together at half-past

four and we will dine together. In the evening we will

arrange the numbering of the scenes ; I can set to work

on the play to-night or to-morrow morning, and, in any

case, at whatever time I start upon it, it shall be finished

twenty-four hours later."

Durieu left at a run. I returned at five, as I had said,

and found my two collaborators at the task. The founda-

tions were not yet laid ; I came to the rescue. They left

me at midnight, leaving me a number of scenes nearly
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completed. The next day, as I had promised, I set to work.

I was at my third or fourth scene when the chambermaid

entered, looking terrified and as pale as death.
" Ah ! Monsieur ! Monsieur ! Monsieur !

" she said.

" Well, what is the matter, Catherine ?
"

" Ah ! Monsieur it is . . . My God ! My God !

"

" WTiat ?
"

"It is the cholera ... Ah ! Monsieur, I have the

cramp !

"

" The cholera is in Paris ?
"

" Yes, monsieur, it is, the scovmdrel !

"

" Diable ! Are you sure what you say is true ?
"

" A man has just died in the rue Chauchat, monsieur.

He had only been dead a quarter of an hour, and he is

already as black as a nigger !

"

" How did they treat him ?
"

'

' By rubbing, monsieur ; but it was no use . . . Black,

monsieur—quite black !

"

" Perhaps they rubbed him with a blacking-brush."
" Oh, monsieur, you may joke ! . . . Rue Chauchat,

monsieur, in the rue Chauchat !

"

Now, the rue Chauchat is next to the rue Saint-Lazare.

What could prevent the cholera in leaving the rue Chau-

chat from passing along the rue Saint-Lazare and knocking

at my own door ?

"If the cholera rings, do not open to it, Catherine," I

resumed. " I am going to see what is happening,"

I took up my hat and went out. Then it was that I saw
with my own eyes the spectacle of terror that I have tried

to describe. I returned home, very much disinclined to

write my comedy, I confess, and I wrote to Mademoiselle

Dupont :

—

" Ma belle Martine,—I presume that when you
settled the day for your performance you had reckoned
without the cholera. It has just come from London and
made its debut two hours ago in the rue Chauchat. Its
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d^but is making such a commotion that it will, I am afraid,

spoil your takings. What ought I to do about the one-act
comedy ?—Yours always, Alex. Dumas "

Mademoiselle Dupont was at home, and I received the

following reply by the same messenger as had taken my
letter :

—

" My dear Dumas,—My benefit has been on the way
for such a long time that I want it done with, one way or

another. Finish your play, then, I beseech you ; it must
take its chance.—Always yours, Dupont "

So I returned to Le Mart de la veuve. The play was
finished in twenty-four hours, as I had promised. The
principal part pleased Mademoiselle Mars, and she ac-

cepted it. Her presence in a play was a guarantee for

speed. Indeed, we have already said how honest Made-
moiselle Mars was in theatrical matters and with authors.

She came punctually to the rehearsals, in spite of the

cholera, and enraged me just as much over one act as she

would have done over a five-act play. Each day she

found some thing to correct ; and I had to take the play

home and make the correction there. This was how Le
Mart de la veuve was created, with that funereal back-

ground of which I have just been telling you. The play

was exquisitely mounted : the five parts it contained were

filled by Mademoiselle Mars, Monrose, Anais, Menjaud and
Mademoiselle Dupont.

The play was performed on the appointed day. The
cholera had proved a troublesome competitor ; there were

not five hundred people in the theatre. The play had
but a moderate success and obtained even a round of

hissing. After Menjaud had been caught in a shower, he

re-entered the castle shaking himself.

"What weather!" he said; "I am as drenched as

College wine !

"

A spectator hissed ; no doubt some schoolmaster.
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The saying, though, was not mine ; I had heard it said

to Soulie a few days before, and had utilised it because I

thought it so funny.

It was a fresh proof to me of the truth of the saying

that what suits one person to perfection jars on another.

I have hunted in all the newspapers for an account of the

performance and cannot find any trace of it except in the

Annuaire hisiorique by Lesur and the Gazette de France.

My readers will allow me to lay before them the twofold

appreciation offered by criticism on the work : it is short

and sincere. Here is Lesur's

—

Th6Atre-Fran9ais

" Performance for the benefit of Mademoiselle Dupuis ..."

[In the first place, Lesur is wrong : he should have said

Mademoiselle Dupont.]

" Le Mari de la veuve, a Comedy in one Act, in prose by
M. . . .

" No theatrical performance on a Benefit day ever
offered a more melancholy aspect and a more scanty
assembly. The cholera had invaded Paris ; the town
was given over to terror, riot ran rife through the street,

drums beat at the hour for the opening of the box office.

There were very few spectators that night bold enough
to breathe the smell of camphor and lime in the solitudes
of the Theatre-Fran9ais in order to judge the merits of

the new play. Under these circumstances, the absent
hardly lost much.

" A few pleasant incidents and witty sayings, and the
talent of Mademoiselle Mars, might be able to support this

sHght work for a dozen or so of performances.
"The author, who, doubtless, is not blind as to the un-

important nature of the play, maintains his anonymity."

That is one ! Now let us pass on to the Gazette de

France.

" A short Comedy has recently been performed : Le
Mari de la veuve, by M. Alexandre Dumas, which, although
the dialogue is written with plenty of go and naturalness,
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offers very little in the way of common sense as to plot and
truth of characterisation ; but the play is so agreeably
acted by Monrose, Menjaud, Mademoiselle Mars and
Mademoiselle Dupont, that it ought to cause great amuse-
ment and much laughter among those who are inclined

to make fun of the quibblers and silent indifference of

the smaller newspapers against the Theatre-Fran9ais, and
to go oftener to this theatre than to Atar-Gull or to

Madame Gibou."

The play has now been performed over three hundred
times since its first appearance.



CHAPTER II

My regime against the cholera—I am attacked by the epidemic—
I invent etherisation—Harel comes to suggest to me La Tour

de Nesle—Verteuil's manuscript

—

Janin and the tirade of the

grandes dames—First idea of the prison scene—My terms with

Harel—Advantages offered by me to M. Gaillardet—The
spectator in the Odeon—Known and unknown authors—My
first letter to M. Gaillardet

THE cholera was running its course, but we had arrived

at the stage of getting accustomed to it. In France,

alas ! we get used to everj'thing ! It was even said that

the best way of fighting the cholera was not to think about

it but to live as far as possible in one's ordinary way.
This regime suited me excellently at the period in question.

I wrote Gaule et France, a work which fatigued me very

much in the way of study, to such an extent that I was
not sorry to forget my day's work in the evening. Every
night, accordingly, I had some friends with me : Fourcade,

Collin, Boulanger, Liszt, Chatillon, Hugo at times, Dela-

noue nearly always. We talked and talked of art ; some-

times we persuaded Hugo to read us poetry ; Liszt, who
never required much pressing, thumped on a bad piano

with all his might, and he ended by breaking it to pieces

;

so the evening would fly by without any one thinking

any more of the cholera than if it had been at St.

Petersburg or Benares or Pekin. Besides, it had been

calculated that five hundred deaths per day, out of a

million of men, was not quite one death per thousand,

and, taking everything into consideration, one had far

more chance of being one of the thousand living souls
lay
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than the one dead one. This calculation, it will be seen,

was exceedingly reassuring. In the midst of all this,

Harel, who was at loggerheads with Hugo, came to me
from time to time to tease me to write him another play.

He made out that it was a most favourable time, that

nothing was being a success elsewhere, and that the first-

comer to make a success under such circumstances would
have a run of a hundred performances.

As for the cholera, he treated it as a myth, and put it

on a level with the ghosts of Semiramis and of Hamlet

;

he put a bit of paper into his snuff-box to remind himself

that he was in Paris. The object of his pursuing me with

such determination was a drama entitled La Tour de Nesle,

in which he said there was originality enough to set all Paris

on fire with excitement. I rejected the tempter ener-

getically, telling him that the same subject had been

suggested to me twice before ; once by Roger de Beauvoir,

author of L'Ecolier de Cluny; also by Fourcade, who, at

that time, was anxious to produce literature.

Henri Fourcade was Fourcade's brother, my old friend,

of whom I have already spoken with reference to my early

love affairs at Villers-Cotterets ; who, it will be recol-

lected, danced so well, and had in his pocket a second pair

of gloves to change, when he went to the ball

—

a luxury

at which I had been struck dumb. One night, then,

when we had been laughing, talking, spouting verses,

playing music, and having supper, as I was about to see

my friends out and was lighting them from the top of

my landing, I felt suddenly overtaken with a slight trem-

bling in my legs ; I took no notice of it and lent against

the bannisters, half to light those who were going down-
stairs and half to support myself, as I shouted a ringing,

cheerful au revoir I to them. Then, when the sound of

their footsteps was lost in the square, I turned round to

go into my rooms.
" Oh, monsieur !

" said Catherine to me, " how pale

you are !

"
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" Nonsense ; am I really, Catherine ? " I said laughingly.
" Go and look in the glass, sir, and see."

I followed her advice and looked in the glass. I was,

indeed, exceedingly pale. At the same time, I was seized

with a shaking which gradually turned to a violent shiver-

ing fit.

" It is queer," I said; " I feel very cold."
" Ah ! monsieur," cried Catherine ;

" that is how it

begins."
" What, Catherine ?

"

" The cholera, monsieur."
" You think I have the cholera then, Catherine ?

"

" Oh ! I am sure of it, monsieur."
" Oh ! Then, Catherine, let us lose no time : get a

lump of sugar, dip it in ether and fetch a doctor."

Catherine went away, tumbling against the furniture

as she left, and exclaiming

—

" Oh ! mon Dieu ! Master has the cholera !

"

Meanwhile, as I felt my strength failing rapidly, I went
up to my bed, undressed myself as fast as possible, and
lay down. I shivered more and more. Catherine re-

turned ; the poor girl was nearly off her head : instead of

bringing me a lump of sugar dipped in ether, she brought

me a wineglassful of ether. When I say full, I should

add that, by good fortune, her hand had trembled so

much that the glass was no more than two-thirds full.

She gave it to me. With more reason for my condition

than she, I hardly knew what I was doing ; I did not

remember what it was I had asked her for, and was

ignorant of the contents of the glass she held out to me,

I carried it to my lips and swallowed a whole ounce of

ether at a gulp. I felt as though I had swallowed the

sword of the Avenging Angel ! I heaved a sigh, closed my
eyes, and my head fell back on the pillow. No chloroform

ever produced a quicker result. From that moment and
for two hours my unconsciousness lasted, I knew nothing

at all ; only, when I opened my eyes again, I was in a

VI.—

9
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vapour bath which, by means of a pipe, my doctor was

administering to me beneath my bedclothes, whilst a good

neighbour was rubbing me on the top of the sheets with a

warming-pan full of embers. I do not know what I shall

feel like in hell, but I shall never even there be more nearly

roasted than I was that night. I spent five or six days

without being able to put a foot out of my bed ; I was

literally exhausted. Every day Harel's card was brought

in ; he was told, as was everybody else, that I could not

see visitors. When I again opened my doors to people,

the first thing I saw through the half-opened door was his

smiling, clever face.

" What about the cholera ? " I asked.
" It has departed !

"

" Are you sure of it ?
"

" It did not pay its expenses. ... Ah ! my friend, what

a capital time for launching a drama !

"

" Do you think so ?
"

" There will be a reaction in favour of the theatres
;

besides, you saw what I put in the newspapers ?
"

" Yes, about the places of entertainment not having had

a single case of cholera in them. . . . My dear Harel, you

are the cleverest man of the nineteenth century !

"

"Oh! not so!
"

" Why not ?
"

" You can well see why not, since I cannot get you to

write me a play."
" In all conscience, am I in a fit state for doing it ?

"

" You ? . .
."

He shrugged his shoulders.
" I am possessed with all the devils of a fever."

" They will give you an inspiration."

" But, seriously, let me see what your play is about."
" Well, I am going to tell you the truth."
" Really ?

"

" On my honour."
" Harel ! Harel ! Harel !

"
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" How stupid you are !

"

" You can see very well that I did not make you say it."

" But if you make me say it ; it only proves your clever-

ness, because you make me stupid."
" Come, stop affectations ! what were we saying ?

"

" That a young man from Tonnerre, named Frederick

Gaillardet, has brought me a MS. which has some ideas in

it, but he has never had anything to do with the stage ; it

is not, dramatically speaking, any good as it is. But I

have entered into treaty with him because I have my own
plans."

" Let us hear what they are."

" For a long time Janin has wanted to write a drama."
" Good !

"

" I said, ' Here is your excuse ready to hand !
' I took

my young author's MS. to him."
" Next ?

"

" He read it."

" And then ?
"

" He agreed with me that there was dramatic material

in it.

" And that drama . . .?
"

" He has hunted for it for six weeks, and not found it."

" Then he has added nothing to the original manuscript."
" Indeed, he has rewritten it."

" What then ?
"

" It is better written, but no more fit for acting."
" So that it has already two authors ?

"

" You need not trouble yourself about Janin."
" Why not ?

"

" Because, this morning, he took his own MS. and that

of M. Gaillardet in his arms, and flung them on Georges's

sofa, saying to me, ' You and your drama there can go to

the devil !
'
"

" Then you came to me ; thanks !

"

" What does that matter to you, my friend ? Read this."

" But I tell you I am very weak. I cannot even read."
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" I will send Verteuil to you ; he will read the piece to

you : he reads very well."

" Shall I not get into trouble with your young man ?
"

" He is as meek as a lamb, my dear fellow !

"

" I see, and you wish to shear him ?
"

" There is no talking seriously with you."
" Send Verteuil to me."
" When ?

"

" When you like."

" He shall be here in an hour."
" Very well, are you going ?

"

" I have no mind to stay."
" Why not ?

"

" You would only have some one to contradict you."
" Oh ! I do not promise anything."
" That is needless, since you are pledged."
" To what ?

"

" To deliver me the play in a fortnight."

" Hard !

"

" Take pains over Georges' part."
" Hard !

"

" Good-bye !

"

Hard was gone.
" Oh, the brute ! " I muttered, falling back on to my

pillow ; "he will give me a relapse."

An hour later, as Hard had said, Verteuil was in the

house. He expected to find me sitting up and convalescent

;

but he found me in bed, burning with fever, and reduced

in weight by twenty-five pounds. I frightened him.
" Oh !

" he said, " you are not going to work in that state ?
"

" What the deuce do you expect else, my dear fellow,

as Hard insists en it !

"

" No, I will take the MS. away, and tell Mademoiselle

Georges that it is impossible, short of killing you."
" Is there anything in that MS. ?

"

" Certainly, it has some ideas, but ..."
" But what ?

"
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" Ah ! you shall see ... I dare not say."
" Then leave it to me ; I will read it."

" When ?
"

" At my leisure. Is the writing clear, by the way ?
"

" I recopied it m5^elf."
" Good !

"

" I have only brought Janin's version of the MS., to

save you as much time as possible." ^

" Is there much difference between the two MSS. ?
"

" What do you mean ?
"

"Structurally?"

"It is the same thing, except for one or two tirades

added by Janin."
" What about the form ?

"

" Oh well ! it has style, you know ; it is smart, brilliant,

trenchant."
" I will take note of that."
" When do you wish me to retiim ?

"

" Return to-morrow."
" At what hour ?

"

" About noon."
" To-morrow at noon, then ; rest as much as you can

till then."
" I will try. . . . Adieu."
" Adieu !

" He gave me his hand.
" Take care of yourself, you are frightfully feverish."
" That is just what I am reckoning upon. A thousand

compliments to Georges ; she need not be anxious

;

if there is a suitable role for her, it shall be created, or I

will know the reason why."
" Have you nothing else for me to tell her ?

"

" Only that that I love her with all my heart."

Verteuil went away, leaving me alone with the fever

and the copy of Janin's MS.

' In the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, 1854. both M. Gaillardet's

and M. Janin's MSS. are referred to as having been brought, both
here and later.
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Once again I repeat it (and these lines are addressed

to M. Frederick Gaillardet), Heaven save me, after the lapse

of twenty-one years, from seeming to have hostile intentions

towards a man who did me the honour of risking his life

against mine, in exchanging pistol shots with me ; but

I must, according to my accustomed frankness, relate

things as they happened, very certain that, if it is still

necessary at this date, the memories of Bocage, of Georges,

of Janin and of Verteuil will agree with mine. Having
made this assertion, I will continue my narrative. When
left to myself, I began to read the manuscript. The play

began at the second scene, that is to say, with Orsini's

monologue. Finally, the second scene, which was then

the first, remained pretty much as it was. There was,

as Verteuil had told me, and eis I myself recognised later,

no other difference between M. Gaillardet' s MS. and

Janin's than the style. Janin, as is known, is, in this

respect, a master before whom small fry bow and great

ones salute. But a complete tirade, probably the most
brilliant in the whole drama, belonged to Janin : it was the

one of the grandes dames. Did he avenge himself here

on some lady, some one he believed to be a great lady ?

I do not know at all ; but although the tirade is well

known, we will reproduce it here.

" BURIDAN.
Vons ne savez done pas oil nous sommes ?

Philippe.
Oil sommes-nous ?

BURIDAN.
Vous ne savez done pas quelles sont ces femmes ?

Philippe.

Vous 6tes tout 6mu, Buridan I

BURIDAN.
Ces femraes, n'avez-vous pas quelque soup^on de leur rang ? . . .

N'avez-vous pas reinarqu6 que ce doivent Strede grandes dames ? . . .

Avez-vous vu, ear je pense qu'il vient de vous arriver, k vous,

ce qui vient de m'arriver, k moi,^avez-vous vu, dans vos amours
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de garnison, beaucoup de mains aussi blanches, beaucoup de

sourires aussi froids ? . , . Avez-vous remarqu6 ces riches habits,

ces voix si douces, ces regards si faux ? Ce sont de grandes dames
vovez-vous ! . . . EUes nous ont fait chercher dans la nuit par une
femme vieille et voil6e, qui avait des paroles mielleuses. Oh !

ce sont de grandes dames ! . . . A peine sommes nous entr6s dans
cet endroit eblouissant, parfume et chaud i enivrer, qu'elles nous

ont accueilhs, avec mille tendresses, qu'elles se sont Uvrees i nous
sans detour, sans retard, k nous tout de suite, i nous inconniis et tout

mouill6s de cet orage. Vous voyez bien que ce sont de grandes

dames ! . . . A table,—et c'est notre histoire ^ tous deux, n'est-

ce pas ?

—

k table, elles se sont abandonees k tout ce que I'amour et

rivresse ont d'emportement et d'oubU ; elles ont blaspheme

;

elles ont tenu d'etranges discours et d'odieuses paroles ; elles ont

oubli6 toute retenue, toute pudeur, oubU6 la terre, oublie le ciel.

Ce sont de grandes dames, de trds-grandes dames, je vous le

r6pSte !

"

The first fault which struck me, a theatrical man,
in the work, was that the play began really at the second

scene, and, consequently, none of the parts were known
or the characters properly revealed ; so that while reading

this tower scene, the tavern scene began to appear to me
as in a cloud. But I did not stop short there, it was not a

suitable moment. I began the second ; but I protest that

I did not go further than the eighth or tenth page. The
drama completely deviated from the course which, in my
opinion, it ought to have taken.

The essential crux of the drama to me was the struggle

between Buridan and Margaret of Burgundy, between an
adventurer and a queen, the one armed with all the re-

sources of his genius, the other with the powerful allies of

her rank. Of course, genius is naturally made to triumph
over power. Then I had had an idea in my head for a

long time which I thought highly dramatic ; and I wanted
to try to get that situation put before the public.

A man is arrested, sentenced, and laid in the depths of

a dungeon, without resource or hope ; a man who will be

lost if his enemy has the courage not to come and mock at

his abcisement, but to have him poisoned, strangled, or
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stabbed in his corner ; the man will be saved if his enemy
yields to the desire to come and insult him for the last time

;

for, with speech, the sole weapon left him, he would frighten

his enemy so that the latter would loosen the chains on his

arms a little, and the iron collar round his neck, and

open to him the door which he had hitherto so carefully

closed upon him, and lead forth in triumph the man who
expected that, if he ever left his living tomb at all, it

would only be to mount the scaffold.

The struggle between Margaret of Burgundy and Buridan

gave me the idea for this situation. It will be well under-

stood that I did not let such a scene slip. It is the one

that has since been named la scene de la prison. That
settled, I did not trouble any further over the rest. I

wrote to Harel that I was his man for La Tour de Nesle, and
begged him to come and arrange the terms under which
this new drama should be done.

I must explain to the public what I mean by settling the

terms. I wished—since Janin loyally, more than loyally,

generously, withdrew from the collaboration—that M.
Gaillardet, who had temporarily given up his share to

Janin, should take that share to himself again. At that

period, unless under private treaty, author's rights at the

theatre Porte-Saint-Martin, for which M. Gaillardet's

drama was intended, were 48 francs for author's share

and 24 francs' worth of tickets per night. Consequently,

24 francs for author's rights and 12 francs' worth of tickets

were conceded to Janin. Janin, as we have said, gave

up his share ; I wanted this share to be returned to M.
Gaillardet, and my rights to be settled independently,

as if I had been a complete stranger to the work. I laid

down also, as a condition, sine qud non, that my name
should be left out. It was agreed in the contract with

Janin that his name should be given. Harel raised no
difficulties over granting me my separate treaty, which
was the same as in Christine : 10 francs per hundred of

the takings, and 36 to 40 francs' worth of tickets, I be-
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lie\ e. Nothing could be objected to, as the rights were

proportional—if it paid, I gained ; if it did not, I only

made a light demand on the receipts. Now, take careful

notice, that, at this time of cholera, two or three hundred

francs were quite large takings. The Od6on once played

before one spectator who refused to have his money
returned, and insisted that they should go through the

performance for him and then hissed it. But, by hissing,the

wretched man raised a weapon against himself; the manager

sent for a police officer, who, \vith the excuse that the hisser

disturbed the performance, put him outside the doors.

Harel, I say, made no difl&culty of any kind over my
separate contract ; but he did over my %vishing to main-

tain my incognito : I had a hard struggle over this, and

he poured upon me aU the dazzling splendours of his wit

and the thundering ammunition of his paradoxes. I held

out and Harel retired conquered. It was settled and
signed that I was to have my separate contract, that I

should not be named, that M. Gaillardet should alone be

mentioned by name on the night of the first performance

and on the bills, and that he alone should take the whole

of the rights granted by the Porte-Saint-Martin theatre

at the time when he signed his treaty ; but, I reserved to

myself the right to put the drama under my own name
among my complete works. From that moment, Verteuil

never left me ; he came every morning, and, as much
dictated as written by his hand, every night he carried

a scene away with him. After the prison scene, Harel

rushed in. It was a chef d'oeuvre, which would even put

the success of Henri III. into the shade. I laughed. I

really must let my name be given ; it was impossible

otherwise. I grew angry, and Harel took himself off in

despair. Theatrical managers, in those days, had a

singular idea to which, indeed, they have returned latterly :

it wac that they made more money, with equal merit,

when the name of the author was known, than if it were

unknown. I think they were mistaken. The better
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the name be known, the more it rouses jealous feelings

on the part of criticism : the less it be known, the more

kindly does criticism favour it. Criticism, which does

not produce children of its own, only picks up and fondles

orphans which it can adopt ; but it turns, angry and

growling, on those children who are supported by a

vigorous parentage. Nowadays, managers have fallen

into the opposite abuse. They have hunted out from the

collections of proverbs all the pieces which were no good

at all—comedies which were not comedies, dramas which

were not dramas—and played them with more or less

success. The object of this attempt was, I believe,

meant at least to prove that dramatic art is an art by

itself ; a rare and difficult one, seeing that Greece has only

bequeathed to us ^schylus, Euripides, Sophocles and

Aristophanes ; Rome, only Plautus, Terence and Seneca ;

England, only Shakespeare and Sheridan ; Italy, only

Machiavelli and Alfieri ; Spain, only Lopes de Vega,

Calderon, Alarcon and Tirso de Molina ; Germany, only

Goethe and Schiller ; and France, only Corneille, Rotrou,

Moliere, Racine, Voltaire and Beaumarchais ; that is to

say, but twenty-three names floating on an ocean of

twenty-three centuries ! Actually, this is what happens

in my opinion : more noise is made round the work of a

known author
;
people wait for and receive the appear-

ance of such work with greater curiosity ; but the public

also becomes more exacting in proportion as the reputa-

tion of the writer increases : they get tired of hearing a

man called happy ; as the Athenians grew tired of hearing

Aristides called the Just ; and reaction operates with a

harshness all the stronger as the previous favouritism

has been great. Finally, the man who falls, if unknown,
only falls from the height of the play by which he has

made his d6but ; the known author who falls, on the

contrary, falls from the height of all his past successes. I

have experienced this in my own case ; at three epochs in

my life, reaction has disturbed me to the point that, in



DUMAS AND GAILLARDET 139

order to keep the footing I had arrived at, I had to exert

greater efforts than those I had made in reaching that

stage. We are not far from the first of these epochs, and

I will relate this phase of my life with the same simplicity

as I have related the rest. After nine days of work, which

retarded my convalescence by more than a month,

Verteuil carried away the last scenes of the drama, with

the following letter addressed to Harel :

—

" Dear Friend,—Do not be distressed at these two
last scenes. They are weak, I grant ; when I got to the

end, my strength failed me. Look upon them as null and
void, as they will have to be rewritten. But give me two
or three days' rest, and don't be uneasy. I begin to be

of your opinion : there are the elements of a tremendous
success in the work.—Yours always,

"Alex. Dumas"

After the fourth act, the poorest in the whole work,

Harel had written to me

—

" My dear Dumas,—I have received your fourth act.

Hum ! hum ! Your King Louis, the headstrong, is

a droll figure, indeed ! But, he has abundance of wit,

and wit makes anything go well. I await the fifth act,

—

Yours etc. Harel"

The fifth act arrived ; only, it was even worse than

the fourth ! Harel rushed to me with crape on his hat

and his head covered with ashes. He was in mourning

for his lost success. Nothing I could say reassured him

;

I must set to work again that very night. Two days later,

the scenes were rewritten, and Harel's mind set at rest.

The same day I wrote to M. Gaillardet, keeping as far as

possible to my own side of the proceedings :

—

" Monsieur,—M. Harel, with whom I have been in

continual business relations, has come to ask me to give

him some advice about a work by you which he wishes to

put on the stage.
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" I seized with pleasure the opportunity of bringing

forward a young fellow-dramatist, whom I have not
the honour of knowing, but to whom I most sincerely

wish success. I have smoothed down all the difficulties

which would present themselves to you in the putting into

rehearsal of a first piece of work, and your play, as it now
is, seems to me capable of succeeding.

" I do not need to tell you, sir, that you alone will be the

author, and that my name will not even he mentioned
;

this is the condition under which I undertook the work to

which I have been so fortunate as to be able to add. If

you look upon what I have done for you in the light of

a kindness, allow me to give it you rather than sell it you.
" Alex. Dumas "

Indeed, from my point of view, at any rate, it was

really giving my services ; although I had superseded

Janin as collaborator, I did not take either the author's

rights nor the rights to tickets belonging to the collabora-

tion, which, in the contract, remained in Harel's hands,

and by virtue of which Harel returned to Janin. Had
Harel the right, from Janin's consent, and at his (Janin's)

entreaty to substitute me for Janin ? I think he had,

as my substitution left M. Gaillardet's name alone on the

bills, and gave him 48 francs for rights and 12 for tickets,

instead of 24 francs for rights and 6 for tickets. M.

Gaillardet gained, therefore, from the monetary point of

view, as he received double ; and he gained in reputation,

because his name alone appeared. It remains to prove

that the Contract Janin-Gaillardet and Harel had passed

under the control of the former contract, according only

48 francs in rights and 12 in tickets. This will be easy

for me to do with the two dates. The Contract of Janin-

Gaillardet and Harel was signed on 29 March 1832, and

the fresh treaty, which still holds good to-day at the

Porte-Saint-Martin theatre, was not signed between M.

Harel and the Commission of Authors, till the following

II April. I repeat, I would rather have passed over this

ridiculous quarrel as to the paternity of the play in silence
;
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but I am compelled to lay details before my readers

which will interest them but indifferently, but for which,

however, they would have the right to ask if I passed

them over in silence. I am writing the history of art

during the first half of the nineteenth century ; I speak
of myself as of a stranger ; I lay my plays open to the

inspection of my natural arbitrator, the pubhc ; it shall

judge my work, as they say at the palace. I will neither

make out M. Gaillardet to be right or wrong ; I will write

merely a recitative, and not an argument

—

Ad narrandutn, non ad probandum.



CHAPTER III

M. Gaillardet's answer and protest—Frederick and Buridan's

part—Transaction with M. Gaillardet—First performance of

La Tour de Nesle—The play and its interpreters—The day
following a success—M. * * * —A profitable trial in prospect

—Georges' caprice—The manager, author and collaborator

C"^

REAT was my astonishment when I received an

T answer from M. Gaillardet, which, instead of being

full of gratitude, was a protest. He wrote that the play

was his own and belonged only to him ; that he had not

intended to have, and never would have, a collaborator. I

confess I was astounded. The play, as everybody thought,

was unactable as it was, and Janin had given it up, openly

admitting that he did not know what to do to make it

better. I flew off to Harel. I had not asked him to

communicate the agreement to me, but had simply be-

lieved in his word. I accused him of having deceived me.

He thereupon took the contract from his desk and made
me read it.

This is what it was, verbally

—

" Between MM. Gaillardet and Jules Janin on
the one part

:

" And M. Harel, manager of the Porte-Saint-

Martin, on the other part

;

" It is agreed as follows :

" MM. Gaillardet and Jules Janin remit and hand over
to M. Harel, a five-act drama entitled La Tour de Nesle, to

be played at the Porte-Saint-Martin theatre.
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" M. Harel receives the work and will have it performed
immediately.

" Copy made at Paris, 29 March 1832.

Signed: " F. Gaillardet. J. Janin. Harel"

As MM. Janin and Gaillardet remitted and handed over

their drama conjointly, M. Gaillardet must have had a col-

laborator, and that collaborator was stated to be M. Janin.

Now, he always had a collaborator ; only, that collaborator

did not take half his rights from him, and was not called

Janin or anybody else, since he was never named at all. I

can but believe that it was the person of Janin who was
regretted by M. Gaillardet ; for, as we saw, he himself

wrote later that Janin had been surreptitiously imposed
upon him. Harel had no difi&culty in convincing me that

it was within his rights to bring me M. Gaillardet's drama,
as it had been remitted and handed over to him without
embargo. The drama had not been done over again by
me; had it been necessary to rewrite the play com-
pletely I should certainly never have undertaken the

task ; but what was done was done straightforwardly

and in good faith. The welfare of the theatre, ruined by
the riotings and cholera, rested entirely on this work. I was
the first to advise that the arrival of M. Gaillardet should be
awaited. After the dehvery of the first scene, moreover,
the play had been put in rehearsal. Now, at the first of

these rehearsals, a very curious incident happened. The
two principal parts had been given to Georges and Fr6d-
iiick ; but, as I have said, the cholera upset everything.

Fr^d^rick, who came to hsten to the reading of the first

act, and who had carried away the part, was afraid of

the cholera ; he kept away in the country and, in spite

of the notices of the rehearsals, gave no sign of life. Five
or six rehearsals took place before he turned up or sent

news of himself. He was a man of capricious talent,

violent and passionate, and, accordingly, very natural in

passionate, violent and capricious characters. He was
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the French Kean. Harel could neither wait for the end

of Frederick's fear nor for that of the cholera. He de-

cided to engage some one else since Frederick persisted

in staying away ; and he looked about him. Bocage

was out of an engagement : he entered into negotia-

tions with him. Bocage took the part, promised

to rehearse it in spite of all the choleras on the earth,

returned home, and began to study it. Next day, he

came to the theatre without his manuscript : he knew his

first scene. The report of what had occurred reached

Frederick ; he rushed up, and I never saw anybody in

such a state of vexation as he was. Frederick is a great

actor, an artist of talent and feeling ; he was hurt in both

these directions. He offered as much as 5000 francs to

Bocage if the latter would give up his part, but Bocage
refused it, and the part remained his.

Your grief was a fine sight, Frederick, and I shall never

forget it !

The rehearsals continued with Bocage and Mademoiselle

Georges. One day, Harel, who then lived in the rue

Bergere, sent to fetch me. M. Gaillardet had just arrived,

and the following extract represents his state of mind.

I will borrow from him direct, so much do I desire to

remain neutral in this discussion.

" ... I started, and before going home I went dressed as I

was in my travelling costume, to see M. Harel.
" ' I am ruined I

' he said to me. ' I have deceived you, that

is the truth. Now what shall you do ?
'

" ' Stop the play.'

" ' You will not succeed in doing that ; / shall change the title

and play it
;
you can attack me for piracy, theft, plagiarism, any-

thing you like. You will obtain 1200 francs indemnity. If you
allow it to be played, on the contrary, you will gain 1 200 francs, etc.

etc'
" He said the truth, for that is the protection our judges ordinarily

allow to an author who has been defrauded."

K I remember rightly, it was in this interval that I

arrived. The discussion was violent on both sides, and
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the explanations were equally violent. We had to leave

Harel to hunt up seconds on both sides. Harel, however,

intervened, calmed us down, and induced M. Gaillardet

to sign a deed by which we acknowledged ourselves joint-

authors of La Tour de Nesle. We each reserved to our-

selves the right to put our names to the play in our com-
plete works. The play was to be played and published

under the name of M. Gaillardet alone ; but Harel insisted

that there should be asterisks after his name. When this

deed was signed, the rehearsals went on uninterruptedly.

As the play developed, it assumed great proportions,

and I began to believe, with Harel, that it would be a big

success. The parts of Marguerite and of Buridan were

just made for Georges and for Bocage, who were both

splendid in them. Lockroy, who, out of friendship for

me, played the part of Gaultier d'Aulnay, was dehciously

youthful and loverUke and poetic in it ; Provost (as

Savoisy), Serres (as Landry) and Delafosse (as Philippe

d'Aulnay) completed the characters.

The day of the first performance came : 29 May 1832 ;

I had sent a box ticket to Odilon Barrot, telling him I would
dine with him, and reserving a place for myself in his box.

The dinner lasted longer than we expected ; Madame
Odilon Barrot, then young and charming, alwa}^ a clever

and original woman—a rare thing among women—was
upon thorns. The great demagogue had no notion any-

body could feel so much impatience to see a first per-

formance of a play. We arrived in the middle of the

second scene, just in time to hear the tirade of the grandes

dames. The theatre was in a state of boiling excitement

:

the audience felt the success of the play, it was in the air,

they breathed it. The end of the second scene is terrible

in its impressiveness : Buridan leaping from the window
into the Seine, Marguerite revealing her bleeding cheek,

and exclaiming
—

" ' Look at thy face and then die,' saidest

thou ? Let it be done as thou wishest. . . . Look, and
die !

" This was all startUng and terrible! And, when,
VI.—10
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after the orgy, the flight, the assassination, the laughter

extinguished in groans, the man flung into the river, the

lover of a night pitilessly murdered by his royal mistress,

the careless and monotonous voice of the night watchman
is heard calling, " Three o'clock and a quiet night : Parisians

sleep !
" the audience burst forth into loud applause.

The third scene is poor, I must candidly admit ; it was

nearly all written by me, and it was a bit of gagging
;

still, it does not allow interest to languish ; the second

had sated the spectators for a time. It will be recol-

lected that, except for an alteration in the staging, the

second scene was almost entirely the same as in M. Gail-

lardet's manuscript. The end of the third scene, however,

relieves the beginning ; the last scene was entirely con-

cerned with Gaultier d'Aulnay, who comes to demand
vengeance for the murder of his brother from Marguerite

of Bourgogne, without knowing that the murder had been

committed by her. Lockroy's exhibition of grief was

magnificent.

The fourth scenewas scarcely better than the third; it was

the one where Buridan and Marguerite meet in the Orsini

tavern, where Marguerite tears from the diary entrusted

to her lover the famous page which proves the murder.

The principal scene was an improbable one ; I had tried

my hand at it three or four times before I succeeded.

Let me add that I have never been satisfied with it

;

Georges, who, for her part too, felt it was false, did not

play it so well as the others. But the audience was capti-

vated, and in that frame of mind which accepts everything.

The fifth scene was short, spirited, sensitive and full of

surprises. The arrest and exit of Buridan made the

greatest sensation. Finally, came the famous prison act.

One day, my son asked me—he had not yet written

plays at that time

—

" What are the first principles of a drama ?
"

" That the first act be lucid, the last short and, above all,

that there be no prison scene in the third !

"
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When I said that I was ungrateful : I have never seen

such an effect as that prison act, and it was marvellously

played, besides, by the two actors concerned with it, who
have the whole responsibility of it. Serres (Landry) was
delightfully artless and whimsical in it. Bocage, with

his great Sicilian eyes, his teeth as white as pearls, and

his black beard, was of a physical beauty to which, per-

haps, I have only seen one other man attain : M61ingue,

one of the most beautiful actors I ever saw on the stage.

After the prison scene, the other might be indifferently

either good or bad, for success was assured. This was
not unfortunate !

The seventh scene, like the third, was the weakest in

the work ; it was saved by its wit, and because, all things

considered, the spectators, like Harel, thought King Louis,

the headstrong, was a droll figure.

Finally came the fifth act, which had so much fright-

ened Harel. It was divided into two scenes : the eighth,

of a diabolical humour; the ninth, which, for appalling

dramatic character might be compared with the second.

Something about it reminded one of the ancient fatalism

of Sophocles, blended with the scenic terrors of Shake-

speare. So its success was enormous, and the name of

M. Frederick Gaillardet was proclaimed amidst loud

applause.

Madame Odilon Barrot was in ecstasy, and enjoyed

herself like a schoolgirl. Odilon Barrot, little accustomed
to melodramatic theatrical displays, was astounded that

emotion could be carried so far. Of course, as in the case

of Richard Darlington, Harel came and made me all sorts

of offers if I would consent to have my name mentioned.

I had refused in Richard, where nothing pledged me to it ; I

refused more firmly still in the case of La Tour deNesle,wheTe

I was bound both by a promise of honour and a written one.

I returned home, I vow it, without a single feeling of

regret. It was, however, the first performance of a play

which was to hold the bills for nearly eight hundred times !

I
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Next day, several of my friends, who knew the part I

had taken in La Tour de Nesle, came to pay me their

compliments. Amongst these was one of my best friends,

Pierre Collin.

" Do you know what Harel has done ? " he said to me
as he was coming in.

" What has he done ?
"

" What he has put on the bills ?
"

" No."
" Instead of proceeding as in mathematics, from the

known to the unknown, he has proceeded from the un-

known to the known."
" I do not understand."
" Instead of putting :

' MM. Gaillardet et * * ,' he

has put et ' MM. * * * et Gaillardet.'
"

" Oh, the rascal !
" I exclaimed, " he will cause me a fresh

quarrel with M. Gaillardet ; and, what is worse, this time

M. Gaillardet will be in the right." I took up my hat and
walking-stick.

" Where are you going ?
"

" I am going to Harel. Will you come with me ?
"

" I must go to my office."

" Then, quick, call a carriage ! I will drop you there in

passing."

I was at Harel's five minutes later.

"Ah! there you are!" he said to me; "you have

learnt the trick I have played off on Gaillardet ?
"

" It is because I have learnt of it that I have hurried

here. . . . It is very wrong of you, my dear friend !

"

" Really ! Why ? Was it not agreed that the asterisks

should precede M. Gaillardet's name ? It is your right :

^iP^^ are four ycars his senior in theatrical matters."

One da^ is the custom for asterisks to follow a
plays at tha.

" What ans a fool, my dear ; we will either change it

" That th sense into it ; we both have enough and to

that there be e devil takes us !

"
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" Say you have quite enough by yourself."
" Ah ! You would betray me ? You would go against

me?"
" Oh no, I remain neutral ; only, if M. Gaillardet calls

on me as a witness, I shall be obliged to tell the truth."
" My dear fellow, we have a great success already

;

with a touch of scandal we shall have a tremendous success.

... If M. Gaillardet objects, our scandal is to hand. He
will then have done something for the play at any rate."

" Harel !

"

" Oh ! you are really delightful ! You think it is

enough to make masterpieces and to say, ' I did not do
them.' Very well, whether it suits you or not, all Paris

shall know that you did."

"Go to the devil ! I wish I had never touched your
cursed play. . . . Listen, some one is ringing your bell

;

I bet it is M. Gaillardet."

Harel opened his door and listened a moment.
" Who is it ?" he asked.
" I do not know, sir," the servant answered ;

" it is a man
carrying a stamped paper."

" A stamped paper ? . . . This is something of a
novelty ! Show him in."

The man was a sheriff's officer who came on behalf of

M. Gaillardet, and who, like Haman for Mardocheus, served
as a herald to his fame. The stamped document was a
summons before the Tribunal of Commerce, seeking to

force M. Harel to remove the unlucky asterisks.
" Good !

" I cried, " this is a joint affair ! I shall find

the same when I get back home. You were an idiot to play
this prank !

"

Harel rubbed his hands together until all his joints

cracked.
" A fine lawsuit," he said, " an excellent lawsuit ! I

only ask two such per year for six years and my fortune
is made !

"

" But you will lose the case !

"
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" I know that, very well."
" In that case it will be a bad lawsuit."
" First of all, I would have you to know that a lawsuit

is not necessarily a bad one because one may lose it ; and if

I lose it I shall appeal."
" But you will lose it then, for I tell you I shall be

against you."
" You will say that you have nothing to do with the

play, I suppose ?

"

" I shall say that I must not be named."
" Meanwhile, you will be mentioned at the Tribunal of

Commerce, at the Court ofAppeal, byM. Gaillardet's solicitor

and by your own ; the newspapers will copy the law proceed-

ings, the three asterisks will have made the public talk when
placed before the name, and will do so if they are put

after it ; the MSS. will be put in, M. Gaillardet's,

Janin's and yours. . . . My dear fellow, I only reckoned

upon a hundred performances ; now I will bet on two
hundred."

" May the devil take you !

"

" Will you not stay to dinner with us ?
"

" Thanks."
" Yes, indeed. . . . Does not Georges bless you ?

"

" Is she satisfied with her success ?
"

" Delighted ! Although you have rather sacrificed her

part to Bocage, you will admit."
" Good ! is she also going to bring an action against

me?"
" She has a good mind to do so, and it might, indeed,

happen, unless you promise to write a play for her."

" Oh ! I promise her that, if that is all she wants."
" She has an idea."

"It is not divorce ? " Georges had been teasing me
for a long time to write her a play upon the Emperor's

divorce.
" No, don't be anxious !

"

I went up and saw her. She was as beautiful as the
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conquering Semiramis. We greeted each other as

cordially as we always do when we meet. I told her the

whole story about M. Gaillardet, and I was grieved to see

that she thought Harel entirely in the right.

"Well, all right," I said; "let us not talk any
more about it. . . . By the bye, what is this he tells

me ?
"

" Harel ?
"

" Yes."
" Some tomfoolery."
" Exactly. ... He tells me that you had an idea in

your mind."
" Insolent man !

"

" An idea for a play, be it understood. Peste / You
have something much better than ideas : you have your

caprices."
" Not with you, in any case !

"

" That is just what I complain of."

I went on my knees before her and kissed her lovely

hands.
" Tell me then, Georges, shall we be held ridiculous

in the eyes of posterity, for having come in contact with

one another without the assistance of which Descartes

talks."

" Be quiet, you big animal ! and go and talk such non-

sense to your dear Dorval."
" Oh! Dorval! ... poor Dorval, I have not seen her

for an age !

"

" Good ! when you have been living door to door with

her."
" Precisely so ! Formerly we had only one door be-

tween us ! Now we have a wall."
" A partition only !

"

" Bravo ! Ah ! but let us hear your idea."
" Well, my dear, I have played princesses and I have

played queens . . .

" And even empresses !

"
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" Stop, that is for you to do." She hfted up to me her

beautiful hand, which I stopped to kiss in its passage.
" And even empresses !

" I repeated.
" All right, I want to play a woman of the people."
" Yes ! I know you ! You would play that in a velvet

dress and all your diamonds."
" No ! I tell you, I mean a woman of the people, a

beggar-woman !

"

" Bah ! Come forward as far as the footlights, stretch

your hand out to the audience, and there would be no
more play, or rather no more beggar-woman."

" What pasture have you been browsing on to-day ?
"

" On one which grew in your dressing-room one day
when Harel shut me up to write Napoleon."

" Come, be quiet with you, and write me my play."
" A beggar-woman. . . . We have Jane Shore ; will

that do for you ?
"

" No ; Jane Shore is a princess ; I want a woman belong-

ing to the people, I tell you."
" I do not know how to draw such women."
" You aristocrat !

"

" Come, have you a subject ?
"

" I know some one who has one."
" Send me that some one."
" I will."

" Who is it ?
"

"Anicet."
" This happens most luckily, for I owe him a play."
" How is that ?

"

" We did Teresa together, and my name appeared

;

we will do your Mendiante together, and his name shall be

on it."

" Oh ! it is a regular craze with you not to give your
own name ? Richard ! La Tour de Nesle ! You will end
by only putting your name to bad dramas."

" Do you mean that in connection with Catherine

Howard ?"
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" No, I said it ... at a venture."

Some one knocked at the door.
" Good !

" she continued, " here is Harel coming to

worry us."
" Let us see. Come in ; what do you want ?

"

" I bring news from M. Gaillardet."
" A second writ ?

"

" No, the copy of a letter which will be in all the news-
papers to-morrow."

" Oh ! leave us in peace !
" said Georges.

" Wait then, till I have read it you."
" My dear Harel, I tell you you-are disturbing us greatly."
" I do not think so !

" he said.

Indeed, I was still on my knees in front of Georges.
" Listen."

He read

—

" 30 May
"To the Editor.

" Dear Sir,—Yesterday I was alone named as the
author of La Tour de Nesle, to-day my name is on the
playbills, preceded by two M's, and * * *. It is an error
or a piece of malice of which I will neither be the victim
nor the dupe. In any case, will you please announce
that, in my contract as on the stage, and as, I trust, on
to-morrow's bills, I am and intend to be the sole author
of La Tour de Nesle. F. Gaillardet "

" There !
" said I to Harel, " that is fiat."

Harel unfolded a second letter.

" Here is my reply," he said.

" My dear man, the only answer you can make is to

change the position of the stars."
" That does not enter into my planetary system. . . .

Listen."

And he read

—

" I June
" To the Editor.

" This is my answer to the extraordinary letter from
M. Gaillardet, who claims to be the sole author of La Tour
de Nesle. The play, entirely as far as style is concerned.
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and nineteen-twentieths, at least, as regards its com-
position, belongs to a celebrated collaborator who, for

private reasons, did not wish to give his name after the

immense success it received. Scarcely anything left is

of the original work of M. Gaillardet. I assert this and
will prove it, if need arises, by comparison of the MS.
compared with that of M. Gaillardet.—Yours etc.

" Harel "

On 2 June, the newspapers contained this reply from

M. Gaillardet

—

" To the Editor.

" By way of an answer to M. Harel, please be so good
as to insert the enclosed letter, written to me by the cele-

brated collaborator of whom M. Harel speaks, which I received

at Tonnerre, where I first learnt that I had a collaborator.

F. Gaillardet"

My letter followed. I must confess the insertion of my
letter surprised me. It was, to say the least, tactless on

M. Gaillardet' s part, for he thereby made an adversary

of a man who wished to remain neutral. It was no longer

possible for me to keep silent ; the newspapers, always

rather malevolent towards me, began to attack me, and

I had had a quarrel the day before with M. Viennet of

the Corsaire in the very office of that newspaper, which

very nearly ended in a duel. Furthermore, I felt vaguely

that, before this matter was ended, there would be sword-

play or pistol practice to be given or received. After all

the mortifications the work had cost me, I should much
prefer that this should be with M. Gaillardet than with

any other person. In addition to all this, since my attack

of cholera, I was excessively weak. I could not eat, and

I was attacked every night by feverishness, which put

me into an abominable temper. So I seized my pen and,

smarting under the disagreeable impression that I had just

received from the publishing of my letter, I replied

—
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" To the Chief Editor of the Newspaper.
" Sir,—Allow me first of aU to thank you for the insertion

of the letter I wrote to M. Gaillardet, reproduced in your
yesterday's issue. It will be a proof to the pubhc mind
of the delicacy which I desired to exercise in my dealings

with this young man ; but that delicacy has, it seems to

me, been very iU appreciated : the only two conversations

I had with him proved to me that he could not under-
stand it.^ But how could M. Gaillardet not be conscious
that, at least, the insertion of this letter would necessitate

a reply on my part, that it could only be one disad-

vantageous to himself, and that, hunting for ridicule with
a lantern, he could not fail to be more fortunate than
Diogenes ? Very well, the answer which he compels me
to make is as follows

—

" ' I have not read M. Gaillardet's MS. ; it only left M.
Harel's hands for a second and it was returned to him at

once ; for, in consenting to write a work under a title and
about a known situation, I was afraid of being influenced

by a work anterior to my own, and thus lose the freshness

which is essential to me before I can do such a piece of

work.'
" Now, since M. Gaillardet thinks the public is not

sufficiently informed about this sorry business, let him
convoke the arbitration of three men of letters, of his own
choice, and come before them with his MS., while I will with
mine ; they shall then judge on which side is the delicacy

of feehng and on which the ingratitude.
" In order that I may be faithful to the extreme limits

of the conditions which I self-sacrificingly imposed upon
myself in the letter I wrote to M. Gaillardet, allow me,
sir, not to give my name here, any more than I have done
on the bills.

" The Author of the Manuscript of
La Tour de Nesle

"

Henceforth, it vnll be understood, war was declared

between M. Gaillardet and myself.

* I am obliged, in order not to alter the text, to reproduce the

letters in their entirety ; only, I now disapprove of every

wounding expression contained in mine.



CHAPTER IV

The use of friends

—

Le Musie des Families—An article by M.
Gaillardet—My reply to it—Challenge from M. Gaillardet

—

I accept it with effusion—My adversary demands a first

respite of a week—I summon him before the Commission of

Dramatic Authors—He declines that arbitration—I send him
my seconds—He asks a delay of two months—Janin's letter

to the newspapers

ALTHOUGH great events were gathering like a dread-

ful storm on the horizon, and were about to take

place in the midst of the miserable controversy about

which we are writing, I think it is better, as we have

begun it, to follow it to the end, rather than to return to

it later.

M. Gaillardet persisted in his lawsuit and won it. I

have mentioned that I had completely refused to second

Harel in his defence. The ill-advised stars which had
stolen a march upon M. Gaillardet's name were obliged

to fall behind it ; but, as Harel had wished, all Paris knew
that I was the real author of La Tour de Nesle.

Did this do the drama much good ? I have my doubts

about it ; I have already expressed my opinion upon the

pleasure the public takes in making the reputation of an

unknown young man at the expense of established re-

putations. Two years went by, during which La Tour

de Nesle ran its two to three hundred performances. I

thought no more about the old quarrel ; I had only

published Gaule et France during those two years—a very

incomplete work, from the point of view of science, but
156
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singularly noteworthy from the point of view of the pre-

diction with which it ends—and had AngHe performed,

when, one morning, a friend of mine (friends are very

useful sometimes, as we are about to see), came into my
room when I was still in bed, and, after a few preUminary

words, asked me if I had read Le Musee des Families. I

looked at him with an obviously astonished air.

" Le Musee des Families ? " I asked. " On what

grounds should I have read that paper ?
"

" Because it contains an article by M. Gaillardet."

" So much the better for Le Musee des Families."
" An article on La Tour de Nesle."
" Ah ! an article on the drama ?

"

" No, on the tower."
" Well, how does that affect me ?

"

" Because in M. Gaillardet's article on the tower he

speaks of the play."
" Well, what does he say ? Come to the point."
" He says it is his best drama."
" He ought to be ashamed of himself. It is one of my

best, he means."
" You ought to read it."

" What is the good ?
"

" Because it may perhaps have to be replied to."

" M. Gaillardet's article ?
"

" Yes."
" Do you think so ? . .

."

" Good heavens ! Read it."

I called Louis. The servant I then had was called

Louis ; he was a droll fellow whom I found drunk from

time to time, when I returned home at night, and who
gave as an excuse that as he had to fight a duel the next

morning he must drown his thoughts. I hurried him away
to Henry Berthoud, the publisher of Le Musee des Families,

with a message asking him to send me the number which

contained M. Gaillardet's article. Louis returned with

the required number, and this is what I read :

—
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"LA TOUR DE NESLE
" One evening the setting sun lit up the sky with a purple red

colour, and bordered the horizon that lay between Sdvres and Saint

Cloud with a ribbon of fire ; I was on the Pont des Arts, with M.
de Jouy's L'Ermite in my hand. Guided by the Academician, I

had come there as an observer to the centre of a bird's-eye view

;

for this particular place is a focus where a thousand rays meet and
converge. Opposite to me, the city, the cradle of Paris, with its

houses piled up in the shape of a triangle, and as close to one an-

other as a battle corps ; at the head of the city, the Pont Neuf,

with its ancient arches and its nine adjoining streets. To the

left, the Louvre, which is no longer the old Louvre, with its heavy
tower and belfry ; the Tuileries, that royal pied-d-terre, whose
name is ennobled with the dignity of time and of the revolutions

which have passed over its head ; a monument of which can be

said, as Milton said of Satan :
' Lightning has struck it and marked

its face !
' To the right, the Mint, the sole building in Paris

which, together with the Timbre-Royal and the Morgue, possess

a physiognomy of their own, and, so to speak, show the nature

of their existence. Below, the Institut and the BibliothSque

Mazarine.
" I had reached thus far in my circumspection, when my cicerone

(I still refer to M. de Jouy) informed me, in a footnote, that at this

place formerly stood the tower of Nesle, from the top of which,

according to the chroniclers, several queens or princes were forced

to fling themselves into the Seine, to get rid the more surely and
swiftly of the misfortune they had drawn down upon themselves.

I was much struck by this anecdote. When still young and at

college, I had read Brantome and what it contained about the

tower of Nesle ; but the recollection of it had been effaced from my
memory : it now returned to me vividly and suddenly. Assuming
a twofold power from the hour and the place where I stood, it

returned with redoubled force and impressiveness ; it completely

took possession of me. . . . For the first time, I detected the drama,
and my first and best drama was conceived I

"There is something both attractive and terrible in this story of

debauchery and of princely slaughters, consummated in the night,

at midnight, between the thick walls of a tower, with no witnesses

but the burning lamps, the attendant assassins, and God watching

all I Something which takes possession of the soul, in the butchery

of these young men (they were all young and beautiful !) who had
come there weaponless and without mistrust. ... a truly royal

quarry, which hyaenas and tigers might envy I But I am letting
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myself run away in these poetical reflections, and I forget that I am,
and only desire to be, a story-teller.

" Let us first speak of the building, then, afterwards, I will speak

of its mysteries. At the time of King Philip, the Beautiful, and
his sons, the boundaries of Paris were limited, on the left bank of the

Seine going down, by an enclosure made by Philippe-Auguste, who
gave his name to it. That enclosure, the walls of which correspond

pretty nearly to the later towers of the I-ouvre, had, for their outer

defence, a moat which communicated with the Seine, and took the

water to the Gate of Bussy. Beyond the enclosure, were the great

and little pre-aux-Clercs, so called because they were used on fdte

days as a promenade by the students of the university. They
covered the space now occupied by the rues des Petits-Augustins,

Marais-Saint-Germain, Colombier, Jacob, Vemeuil, de I'Universitfe

and of Saints-P^res, etc. On this space, and adjoining the en-

closure, was the hotel de Nesle, which had a facade of eleven

great arcades, with a close which was planted with trees, the end
of which, on the quayside, was close to the Church of the Augustines.

This mansion occupied the situation of the College Mazarin, the

hotel de la Monnaie and other contiguous sites : its spacious

court, its buildings and its gardens were almost bounded by the

rues Mazarine and Nevers and the quai Conti, formerly called quai

de Nesle.
" Amaury de Nesle, the owner of the mansion, sold it, in 1308, to

Philippe le Bel for the sum of 5000 Uvres ; Philippe le Long gave it

to Jeanne de Bourgogne, his wife, and she, in her will, ordered it

to be sold, and the money applied to the foundation of a college

which was called the College de Bourgogne. In 1381, Charles vi.

sold it to his uncle, the due de Berry. Finding the gardens too

small, the latter, in 1385, added seven acres of land to them, situ-

ated outside the town moats, and, in order to establish communica-
tion, he had a bridge built over the moat. This outer portion was
called the petit stjour de Nesle. From the hands of the Due de
Berry, the mansion passed into those of several other princes and,
finally, was sold outright by Henri ii. and Charles ix. in 1552 and
1570. Upon its ground various constructions rose up, such as the

hotel de Nevers, the hotel de Guenegaud, which has since taken
the name of Conti ; later again still, what remained of this mansion
was pulled down to make room for the College Mazarin, now the

Palais de I'lnstitut. At the western end of the mansion, in the

angle made by the course of the Seine and the moat of the enclosure

de Phihppe-Auguste, were the gate and tower of Nesle, the only
ones which were represented on the engraving placed at the head
of this account. The gate was a kind of fortress comprised of a
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building flanked by two round towers, between which was the

entrance from the town. This was reached by a stone bridge sup-

ported on four arches, and re-establishing the communication inter-

cepted by the moat, which was very wide at this spot.

" It appears that, for a long time, this gate had been closed to

the public ; for I read letters patent of 13 April 1550, addressed to

the provost and aldermen, authorising them to ' cause the gate of

Nesle to be opened, for the convenience of the neighbourhood, and
for foot passengers and horses only, not for the use of waggons or

pack horses subject to the payment of toll.' I further read in

these letters that ' the faubourg had been ruined by the wars, and
reduced to arable land ; and, having begun to be rebuilt under

Francois i., who had allowed it to be done, it was one of the finest

suburbs of any of the towns of France. Whereupon, request being

made by the town, the opening of the said gate is allowed.'^
" It was by this gate of Nesle that Henri iv. entered Paris, after

having besieged that side of the city, in 1589. It was still in exist-

ence under the reign of Louis xiv. Now as to the tower ; it wais

situated some few feet to the north of the gate, on the point of

land which was formed by the moat where it reunited itself to the

Seine : the river bathing it at its foot. It was round in shape, was
about a hundred and twenty feet in height, and overlooked the

roof of the gallery of the Louvre. It was yoked to a second tower

containing the spiral staircase, and was not so large in diameter, but

still higher. At first sight, one would have said they were like two
sisters, one of whom had the heritage of the strength and the

maturity of age, and the other the Ughtness and graces of youth.

More pointed and slender, this tower was the look-out one ; more
solid and staid, the former trusted to its strength and waited. Both
were joined to the neighbouring gate by a wall, their ally, these

three forming a complete whole, which faced south-west, and was
continued by ramparts which, together with several other works,

completed the defence.
" On the other bank, opposite these, rose the Louvre, and. in the

angle between the Louvre and the Wall of Paris, was a tower similar

to them, which they called the tour du Coin. In times of danger,

an iron chain, one end of which was fixed to the tour de Nesle,

stretched across the Seine, and, held up at various distances by
boats, was fastened to the tour du Coin, and barred from that side of

the river the entrance from the city of Paris.

" Originally, the door and gate of Nesle bore the name of Philippe

* Histoire de Paris, by F61ibien, vol. iii. of the proofs, p. 378,

Collect. B,
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Hamelin, their builder or their first owner, I do not know which.

Later, they derived their name from the mansion, which had be-

come important. The windows of the tower and one terrace of

the mansion looked over the river.

" Brantome (I now return to him), in the second paragraph,

art. I" of his Femmes Galantes, relates that a Queen of France,

whom he does not name, ordinarily Uved there, ' who was on the

watch there for passers-by, caUing out to them and making them
come to her ; and throwing them from the top of the tower, which

s/»7/ s/anrfs, to the water below to drown them. . . . I do not wish to

say, he adds, that this was true ; but the common people, the

greater portion of Paris, at least, declare this ; and no man so

simple but who, if you showed him the tower alone, and questioned

him concerning it, would say it was so.'

" Jean Second, a Dutch poet, who died in 1536, supported Bran-

tome's assertion in a piece of Latin verse which he composed about

the tower of Nesle.*
'

' Mayeme mentions it in his History of Spain, vol. i , p. 560. Villon,

who wrote his poems in the fifteenth century, at a still nearer date

to the event, adds his testimony to it. Giving several new details,

he informs us that the wretched victims were shut into sacks before

being flung into the river. In the second strophe of his Ballade des

Dames du temps jadis, he asks

—

"... Ou la royne

Qui commanda que Buridan

Ffit jete, en ung sac, en Seine ?
"

This Buridan, of whom Villon speaks, escaped from the trap,

we know not how. He retired to Vienna, in Austria, where he
founded a university, and his name became famous in the schools

of Paris in the fifteenth century.
" In 1471, a Master of Arts of the University of Leipzig wrote a

small work entitled Commentaire historique sur les j'eunes icoliers

parisiens que Buridan, etc. It will be seen that the story of the

tower of Nesle had become of European fame. The queen, of whom
Brantome, Jean Second, Mayeme and Villon, all speak, was taken
to be, successively, Jeamne de Navarre, wife of PhiUppe le Bel ;

next, Marguerite de Bourgogne, first wife of Louis x., as well Jis his

two sisters, Jeanne and Blanche, all three daughters-in-law of

Phihppe le Bel.

But Robert Gaguin, a historian of the fifteenth century, comes
forwaird in defence of Jeanne de Navarre. After speaking of the

conduct of the three princesses, wives of the three sons of Philippe

I
* " Epigranun, libro," p. 140. edit. Lugd. Batav.

VI. II
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le Bel and of their punishment, he adds :
' These disorders and

their frightful consequences gave birth to a tradition injurious to the

memory of Jeanne de Navarre, wife of Philippe le Bel. According

to that tradition, she caused students whom she attracted to her

to be thrown into the river from the window of her room. Only
one single student, Jean Buridan, had the good luck to escape the

penalty he had incurred ; this is why he published this epigram

(before his self-exilement) : Ne craignez pas de tuer une royne ;

cela est quelquefois bon (Reginam interficere nolite timere ; bonum
est).'

" Thus, Gaguin does not contest the fact ; on the contrary, he

confirms it and develops it, only complaining—and not without

reason—that it was attributed to Jeanne de Navarre, who did not

live at the same time as Buridan. As regards Margaret of Bur-

gundy and her sisters Jeanne and Blanche, they have not the safe-

guard or the protection of a date, nor of the verdict of history.

All the world knows, on the other hand, that the three sisters were

in other ways guilty of the most scandalous conduct ; two of them
had their two brothers, Philippe and Gaultier d'Aulnay as their

lovers ; the tower of Nesle then belonged to the Princess Jeanne,

and was their meeting-place. But, one day, says Geoffrey of Paris

—

" ' Tout chant et baudor et leesce

Torn^s furent k grand destrfice,

Du cas qui lors en France avint :

Dont escorcher il eu convint.

Deux chevaliers joli et gaie,

Gaultier et Philippe d'Aulnay.'

"In fact, these two young men were suddenly arrested as well as

the queen and her sisters, the princesses. Philippe confessed that

he was the lover of Margaret, wife of Louis x., and Gaultier that of

Blanche, Comtesse de la Marche. This confession made, says

Geofirey

—

" ' L'eure ne fut pas moult retraite

Que donn6e fut la sentence
;

Si furent jugi6s sans doutance
Les deux chevaliers de leur paire.

_.. D'une sentence si amdre

boatt Por leur traison et p^chi6,

the riv Que ils furent escorchi^,

"Or
Et puis entrain6 et pendu I

'

* i/»j>^argaret and Blanche were taken to the Andelys, where they
Collect, tung, says Geofirey, into a kind of underground dungeon.
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" ' Longuement en prison Ik furent,

Et de confort moult petit urent.

L'une ne I'autre ni ot aise ;

Mais toutes voies plus k mal aise

Fut la royne de Navarre,

En haut estoit ; et 4 la terre

La comtesse fut plus aval,

Dont elle souffroit moins de mal.

Car elle estoit plus chaudement.
Ce fut justice voirement.

Car la royne cause estoit,

Du peche que elle avoit iait.'

" From this prison they were transferred to the Chateau-Gaillard,

a Normandy fortress. There, by order of Louis x., Margaret was
strangled with a towel, according to some, and with her own hair,

according to others. Blanche was spared and divorced, and took
the veil at the Abbey of Maubisson, where she ended her Ufe. But
Jeanne was even more fortunate ; she had been arrested, like her
sisters

—

" ' Et, quand la comtesse ce vit,

Hautement s'ecria et dit :

Por Dieu, oiez moi, sire Roi
;

Qui est qui parle contre moi ?

Je dis que je suis preude fame.

Sans nul crisme, sans nul diffame
;

Et se nul ne veut contre dire,

Gentil Roy, je vous r^quier. Sire,

Que vous m'oiez en deffendant

S^ nul ou nulle demandant
Me fait chose de mauvestie,

Mon cuer sens si pur, si traitie.

Que bonnement me deffendrai,

Ou tel champion baillerai.

Qui bien saura mon droit deffendre,

S'il ovus pies k mon gage prendre.'

She succeeded, indeed, in justifying herself more or less, and her

husband PhiUppe le Long took her back again.
" Frederick Gaillardet "

There was nothing in all this particularly offensive to

me ; but I had been so greatly annoyed over the whole
business, that I had promised myself, on the very first

opportunity that presented itself, to be disagreeable to

I
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M. Gaillardet, and I did not intend to let this opportunity
slip by. The occasion appeared and I seized it. I wrote,

ab irato, the following letter, and I did wrong. I cannot
do more than confess it, I hope.

"TO M. S.-HENRY BERTHOUD
" Monsieur le Directeur,—In turning over one of your back

numbers, I chanced upon an article in which M. Gaillardet relates

how he wrote his drama of La Tour de Nesle. I should never have
believed that such details were of sufficiently lively an interest to

the public ; but, as M. Gaillardet thinks otherwise, I will submit
to his opinion, and I will relate, in my turn, how I wrote mine.

" I must first of all admit that its birth or, rather, its incarnation,

its earliest idea, dawned on my mind in a less sudden and inspired

and, consequently, less poetical, a manner than in his case. It did

not strike me on the Pont des Arts, towards the evening of a beauti-

ful summer day, at that hour when the ray of the western sun
purples the horizon of the great city ; it did not come to me, indeed,

while I was gazing at the Mazarin Palace, vulgarly known as the

Institut. That is why my Tour de Nesle is so unacademic. No
;

but you will, perhaps, recollect the disastrous time when the cholera

leapt from St. Petersburg to London, and from London to Paris,

and fell upon the Hotel-Dieu, spreading its wings over the doomed
city like a black pall. The rich man in his selfishness, first of all,

hoped that the plague-laden breath of this demon would restrict

itself to a mortality among the poor ; that the aristocratic scourge

would only decimate the dwellers in lodgings or garrets, and that it

would think twice before it knocked with its trailing shroud at the

doors of the mansions of the opulent Chaussee or the noble Faubourg.

He thought it had gone mad I He shut the padded shutters of his

windows so that no sound should reach him ; he ordered his valets

to light fresh candles, to bring in more bottles of wine, to sing more
songs. Then, at the close of the orgy, he heard the shout at his

door :—It was the Asiatic angel come, like the Commander after

Don Juan's feast, to seize him by the hair, saying :
' Repent thee

and die !

'

" Oh ! then there was universal desolation, indeed ! and it was
curious to see how the rumour of the first cry of death from a rich

household went resounding through the faubourg Saint-Honor6 to

*he Luxembourg, and from the Luxembourg to la Nouvelle-Athdnes

;

' H%ji\ uddenly, all who Uved encircled within that elegant triangle

Collect, Stirred by a growing terror, and thought of nothing but flight,

* themselves in their carriages emblazoned with the arms of
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Cr6cy, of Marengo or of the Bourse. More than one of these car-

riages, before it reached the end of the street, came into colUsion

with a waggon covered with black on its way to the cemetery, and
more than one fugitive met Death, the incorruptible Customs'

ofl&cer, who forbade him to go beyond the frontier, recognising him
as his, and having marked him for the tomb beforehand.

" Then, to the noise of these barouches, berhns and post-chaises,

•which increased in every direction, and tore along the roads,

there succeeded a dull and continuous sound. A long file of

hearses of all descriptions, from a simple black curtain converted

into one (for these funeral equipages were soon insufficient for the

number of guests invited), followed incessantly, at a walking pace,

in a triple hne, and before them yawned the jaws of a cemetery.

Then, by another route, the carriages returned, empty and impatient

to be refilled. All things disappear before the incessant fear of

death : the Bourse was mute ; the walks became sohtary ; the

places of entertainment deserted ; the theatre Porte-Saint-Martin,

that king of money-makers, took 9000 francs only during the whole
month of April.

" One of the bomb-shells which had burst over Paris struck me.
I was still laid on my bed, feverish, but convalescent when M. Harel
came and sat by my bedside. The disease from which his theatre

was suffering was following the reverse course from mine. M. Harel
is one of those gladiators who, if not the strongest, are, at least, the

most agile I know-: a man of calculated cool-headedness, clever by
nature, eloquent from necessity. For five years, I beheve, fortune
and he wrestled with one another and struggled in the lists that go
by the name of the pit of a theatre ; certainly, more than once, he
bit the dust, but, more than once, he also floored his adversary and,

each time the thing happened, the goddess did not rise except with
empty pockets. Nevertheless, this time, he himself confessed she

had her dagger at his throat I

" With a man like M. Harel, circumstances may change from ill to

good, and from good to ill ten times in one day ; but, in either case,

it is always a pleasure to see him because he is always amusing to

listen to : Give him Mascarille and Figaro for valets de chambre and,
if he does not get the better of them, I wish I may be a Georges
Dandin. It was, then, with the usual pleasure which his presence
gave me, no matter, as I have previously said, what the position I

might be in with respect to him, that I saw M. Harel come in. This
time, moreover, I thought we were on friendly terms, and his visit

was a real bit of good luck to a convalescent. He recounted to me,
in the wittiest manner imaginable, all the tribulations the theatre

was undergoing, enough to drive an ordinary man mad, and ended
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by saying that if my brains were as empty at that moment as his

theatre he was a ruined man.
" An author's head is rarely quite dried up ; he has always, in one

of the drawers of that marvellous piece of furniture which we call

the brain, two or three ideas which are awaiting the period of in-

cubation necessary for each of them before they can come forth

aUve. Unfortunately, or, perhaps, fortunately, none of these

ideas was, at the moment, ready to be bom from me, and they each

needed several more months of gestation unless they were to come
forth into the world still-born. M. Harel gave me a week.

" There are two ways of working at hterary work as a whole and
dramatic work in particular : one is conscientious, the other

pecuniary ; the first artistic, the second bourgeois. In the first

method, one works thinking only of oneself ; in the second, thinking

only of the public, and the great evil of our profession is that it is

very often the pecuniary work which prevails over the conscientious,

and the bourgeois upholding itself over the artistic scheme. Which
means that, when one works for oneself, one sacrifices all pubUc
requirements to personal, whilst, if one works for others, one
sacrifices all personal demands to public ; and this does not prevent,

whatever their fate, an author having works to which he is in-

different and those for which he has a predilection. Now, it is

useless to say that works of predilection are not created in a week.
I stuck to it, then, not to give up any of the ideas I had in my head
at that moment ; and, M. Harel seeing this, he incontinently men-
tioned one of those which he had in his MSS. boxes at his theatre.

" ' Pardieu I ' he said to me, ' there is in one of the three or four

hundred dramas received at the Porte-Saint-Martin a subject

which would suit your style of work admirably, and in which
Mademoiselle Georges would have a fine part.'

" ' What is it ?
'

" ' A Margaret of Burgundy.'
" ' I cannot take it : I refused to deal with it the other day when

some one suggested it to me.' ^

" ' But why ?
'

" ' Because a friend of mine, who, I think, has much more
cleverness than you, which is saying a good deal, is doing a drama
on it.'

^ " In fact, Fourcade, one of my best friends, son of the Consul-
General of that name, had come a few days previously to make me
this offer. It will not be surprising, I think, in a letter of this kind,
that I mention every one by name ; for a name ^vTitten out plainly

saves me testimoniaJs and certificates."
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"•Who is he?'
" ' Roger de Beauvoir ?

'

" ' You are mistaken ! It is a novel entitled, L'&colier de

Cluny.'
" ' Oh ! then another difficulty is removed ! I am all the more

pleased to plunge into the stream of the fourteenth century at the

time when cholera has come to pay me a call, for I know my Louis
le Hutin to my finger-tips.'

"' So it is understood I send you the MS. to-morrow.'
" ' But the author ! Will it suit his ideas ?

'

" ' The play belongs to me ; mine by fair and square contract : I

have the right to have it rewritten at my own pleasure, by whomso-
ever I think fit. And, beheve me, I feel sure the author will prefer

that you should touch it up rather than any one else. . . . Besides,

let me tell you everything frankly.'
" ' I warn you that, after that declaration, I shall be on my

guard 1

'

" ' Exactly so. . . . You know Janin is rather friendly towards
me ?

'

" ' Yes.'

" ' Very well, I begged him to rewrite this play, as it is unactable
as it is, and I only took it after he had consented to overhaul it . .

.'

" ' Then you do not need me ?
'

" ' On the contrary, for it was Janin himself who told me to come
to you. He has toiled and moiled at it ; he has put marvellous
style into it ;

' but, finally, he was the first to reahse that there was
no play in what he had done. This morning, he came into my room
with an armful of papers, which he flung at me, teUing me that you
were the only one who could put it into shape, that I should kill him
with worry, that he had the cholera and that he was going to apply
a score of leeches.'

" ' Very well, send me all these old papers to-morrow ?
'

" ' Will you set at it immediately ?
'

" ' I will try ; but on one condition.'
" ' What is it ?

'

" ' That I shall not app>ear at the rehearsals, and that my name
shall not figure on the bills ; because I am doing this for you and not
for myself. So give me your word of honour ?

'

* " I have Janin's MS. in my possession ; it is, indeed, perhaps the
work on which he best displayed the wealth and flamboyant
versatiUty of his pen. This is so true, that when my drama was
done I made use of his work as the gold dust with which [to

besprinkle my own."
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" ' My word of honour I

'

" I have already mentioned that, at the time M. Harel came to

hunt me up, I was suffering from fever, a state of mind, as every

one knows, extremely favourable to the concoction of works of

the imagination. Therefore, the very same day, my character of

Margaret of Burgundy was decided upon, my role of Buridan
drawn out and part of the plot contrived. Next day M. Harel

arrived with his manuscript.
" ' Here the thing is,' he said.

" ' What a pity ! it comes too late.'

" ' How is that ?
'

" ' Your drama is finished.'

" ' Bah !

'

" ' Send me your secretary to-night ; he shall have the first

scene.'

" ' Ah ! my dear friend ! You are . .
.'

" ' One moment ! Let us concern ourselves with business matters

now.'
" ' But you know that, between us . .

.'

" ' Ah ! it is not of my own I wish to speak ; it is of those of

your young man. . . . You have made the young man sign a con-

tract, you told me ?
'

" ' Yes.'
" ' On what conditions ?

'

" ' Why, according to the usual Porte-Saint-Martin terms: 2 louis

per performance, i for himself, i for Janin, and 12 francs' worth
of tickets.^

" ' As Janin renounced his part in the collaboration, does he
give up his rights ?

'

" ' There is no doubt on that head ; he was the first to say so to me.'
" ' Then, your young man enjoys the benefit of Janin's with-

drawal, and has the treaty entirely to himself ?
'

" ' Nothing of the kind 1

'

" • Why ?
'

" ' Because, with your rights, which are in addition to the

ordinary arrangements, that would cost me a ruinous sum per

night. Besides, he only claims one louis ; he expects to have a
collaborator : he will get his louis and his collaborator ; only, the

latter, instead of being named Janin, will be called Dumas, and,

instead of being named, will not hear of it.'

" ' Yes ; but I would like this young man to be satisfied with me,
all the same.'

* This treaty is still in the possession of M. Harel.
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" ' There is a way; let him deduct his second louis from your

rights.'

" ' Yes, but then, you, on your side, will take the sum of 20

francs' worth of tickets ; that will make even money for him.'

" ' I am anxious it should.'
" ' Do you agree to that ?

'

" ' Perfectly.'

" ' Let us draw it up.'
" I took up pen and paper and the treaty was drawn up and signed.

" ' Is there anything besides to take over in what you have

brought there ? ' I continued, pointing to the manuscript lying

on my bed.
" ' Why, yes, in the first act . . . Understand clearly that this

MS. is Janin's ; I have not brought you the other, which is illegible.'

' I will see that after I have written mine.'
' Then I shall have something to-night ?

'

' Yes, the first scene.'

' That is well ; Verteuil shall be with you at ten o'clock.' '

I spent the day scratching the nib of a pen on paper. Verteuil

came that night at the appointed hour ; I was dead tired, but the

scene was done ; it was the tavern scene.

At what time must I return ? ' said Verteuil to me.

To-morrow, at four.'

And shall I have the second scene ?
'

You shall have it.'

Wonderful ! . .
.'

" ' Only, leave me in peace.'
' I will take myself off at once.'

Verteuil took his leave. I then remembered what M. Hare!

had said to me of the beauties of style, which, according to him,

existed in the beginning of the work. The first thing I caught

sight of, on looking at the names of the characters, was that the

principal hero was called Anatole, a name which seemed to me
singularly modern for a fourteenth century drama ; but I went on
with my reading undi&couraged. There was a suggestion of plot,

of which I took advantage, and, as I have said, admirable things

in the way of style. However, I only took the tirade of the grandes

dames. Thus, it is at Janin, and not at me, that the marquises of

the faubourg Saint-Germain ought to throw stones. As far as the

second, third, fourth and fifth acts were concerned, they diverged

so greatly from ordinary theatrical rules, that it was impossible to

extract anything from them ; nevertheless, the magic of the style

1 Verteuil is M. Harel's secretary.
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made me read them right to the end ; but, when I had read the

manuscript, I laid it down and did not open it again.
" Next day, Verteuil was prompt and I was punctual, and he

carried ofE his second scene. When the first three acts were done,

they were read to the actors without waiting for the last two.

According to our compact, my name was not uttered, I never ap-

peared at the reading, and M. Harel took the place of the presumed
author, who was still absent from Paris.

" In a week's time, M. Harel had his drama completely finished.

I then wrote to the young man to tell him that his first performance

was going to take place. He never favoured me with an answer

;

but took carriage, came to Paris and found his rehearsal tickets at

his rooms. He rushed to the Porte-Saint-Martin, came in as they

began the second act, Ustened to it quite quietly, also to the third ;

but, at last, losing patience after the prison scene, he came up on to

the stage and asked if they were soon going to begin the rehearsal of

his play, or if they had made him come solely and simply to Usten

to somebody else's drama. The actors began to laugh. The re-

semblance in the names suddenly occurred to his mind, and he

saw clearly that he had said a foolish thing.

" ' What,' said Bocage to him, 'do you not recognise your child,

or has it been changed at nurse ?
'

" The young man did not know what to reply.

" ' Are you dissatisfied with the prison scene ? ' continued

Bocage,
" ' Not at all,' said the young man, who began to regain his self-

possession J
' on the contrary, it seems to me very effective.'

" ' Very well, but you shall see your second act,' resumed Bocage ;

' that will please you indeed !

'

" The young man saw his second act, and declared it to be ex-

actly to his taste. Only, he seemed much to regret that the name
of Anatole had been exchanged for that of Gaultier d'Aulnay.

" The young man followed the rehearsals of his drama most
carefully, making objections at random to which nobody listened,

and corrections which they took good care not to follow.

" The day of the representation arrived. Carefully though I

had kept the secret on my side, the indiscreet interest of the

manager, the jokes of the actors, even the complaints let slip as to

the author, had denounced me to the public as the real culprit ; a

certain way of handUng, in the construction of the play, and quaJities

of style impressed with an individual stamp of its own, at each

moment rose up to accuse me more and more ; in short, there was
not one single person in the theatre but who expected to hear my
name pronounced by the lips of Bocage, when he came to announce,
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according to custom, that the play they had had the honour of

performing was by Monsieur * • He named the young man.
" I had just fulfilled the last engagement that I had set myself,

and, certainly, it was the most difficult. To hear a whole theatre

stamping, applauding with hundreds of hands, demanding with the

frenzy of triumph your name as the author, which is equivalent to

your person, your hfe and your renown, and to give up instead of

your own an unknown name to the halo of pubUcity ; and all this when
one might have done otherwise, since no sort of promise binds you,

since no engagement whatever has been entered into, this is, beUeve
me, the philosophy of dehcacy pushed to the extremest limit. ^

" When the performance was over, I caught sight of our young
man as I was going downstairs with the audience. He modestly
received the comphments of all his friends and was riding the high

horse in the centre of a group of them. Janin was going down at

the same time as I. We exchanged one of those looks which no-

body could understand ; then we went away arm in arm, laughing

all along the boulevard, at the young man, at the pubUc and, most
of all, at ourselves. Next day, M. Harel, who made out that the

absence of my name on the biUs was prejudicial to him, invented

one of those methods which were pecuUar to himself, of telling the

pubhc, tacitly, what it was impossible to tell it outright, and he

drew up his bill in these terms

—

"LA TOUR DE NESLE

" Drame en cinq actes, en prose

"DE MM. * * • ET GAILLARDET

" He had, as we see, reversed the rules of algebra, which lay

down that one should proceed from the known to the unknown,
and not from the unknowTi to the known. It was impossible to

give proof, I think, of a more knowing ignorance and of a more
ingenious blunder. Which seeing, the young man wrote the

following letter to the editor of the Corsaire. ..."

* "This had already happened to me in Richard ; but, this time, it

was not the voice of my amour propre which compelled me to

restrain myself, but the entreaties of my collaborator. Ten times

during the performance, Dinaux and M. Harel came into my box
to beg me with growing sohcitations as the drama increased in

populairity to give out my name. They have not forgotten the

firmness of my refusal, I beheve ; but neither shall I forget the

friendly dehcacy of their entreaties."
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We are acquainted with that letter as well as with Harel's

answer : I have quoted them previously.

" That answer did not hinder the young man, who was a barrister,

from bringing an action against M. Harel, but it was a singular

action, as you shall see. He never dreamt of taking the asterisks

from the bill altogether ; it was a question, therefore, solely, of

changing the position of them. A request was, consequently,

presented by the young man to the Tribunal de Commerce, to have
the things re-established in algebraical position ; this request

asked for a decree which should authorise the young man to put
himself first. Until then all went well, and the young man had
not completely forgotten the small service I had just done him,

and the way in which I had done it ; witness the following letter

which he had written me when starting his lawsuit

—

" ' My dear Master,—I wish to renew my thanks for your good
and loyal conduct in my affairs yesterday ; but, since Harel is

intractable, I will not yield him an inch of ground, and I am going

to fight him. If, indeed, as he says, the honour of his management
is imperilled, so is my word compromised ; and / am too far pledged

with the public and with my friends to remain quiet.

" ' Do not let this business worry you, my dear master, and
particularly do not let it prevent you from going away when you
wish ; only, in that case, I would ask you of your goodness to make
one trivial declaration,* so that Harel may be brought to trial, and
made to overcome his obstinacy by the certain prospect of a

conviction against him. A thousand pardons for all the upset

these miserable, wretched quarrels are causing you. A thousand
cordial thanks.

" '4 June 1832 '

" Owing to my declaration, the sentence was pronounced and the

unlucky asterisks were condemned to be put last. Meanwhile, a
singular idea had presented itself to the young man : namely, to

sell the MS. without my knowledge. Consequently, he went in

search of Duvernoy and told him that he was the author of La Tour
de Nesle, and that he had come to do business with him.

"Duvernoy, who knew how things had been going, came in

search of me, and warned me of the action of my collaborator. We
settled there and then the conditions of the sale. It was fixed

* " The object of that declaration was to make it known that I

resigned being put first, and that I had never solicited that position."
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at 1400 francs, 700 of which were to be handed to the young man.
Doubtless, this sum did not appear to the young man proportionate
to the merit of his drama ; for he threatened Duvemoy and me
with a second lawsuit if we fixed the basis of terms on these con-

ditions. At the end of a fortnight he signed a contract of sale for a
sum total of 500 francs. The young man would have done better,

you see, to go on letting me look after his business affairs. It is

needless to say that only one single name appeared on the pamphlet,
as was the case on the bills. You will, perhaps, think that in con-

sideration of this last deed of division my young man held me
discharged ?

" At the time I was occupied with the pubUcation of my com-
plete works I received a letter from him. What do you think he
told me in that letter ? He told me that he had just learnt with
the greatest surprise that I had the presumption to put his drama
amongst mine. As one sees, the matter had degenerated into

buffoonery. I repUed to the young man that, if he continued to

bother me with his nonsense, I should print his manuscript in the

preface of my own. This intimation was a genuine thunderbolt
to the poor devil. He did not know that M. Harel had made me a
present, as a kind of premium, of the autograph MS. after the

signing of my agreement for Anglle.
" Next day I received, by a sheriff's officer, an invitation to place

my manuscript in its author's hands, because, he said, he had just

negotiated its sale. The thing will at first appear odd, but it will

be understood, when one reflects that, with the exception of one
scene, the drama was entirely unrevised ; the pubUsher, then,

could not have been in his right senses, but the author was well

within his rights.

" M. Phihppe Dupin, to whom I sent both the MSS., and who still

has them in his possession, replied to our adversary that we were
ready to surrender the said autograph, but that we would only do
so in exchange for a copy collated under the inspection of three

dramatic authors and certified conformable to them. The young
man reflected for a fortnight, then withdrew his demand. This was
the third lawsuit he had begun against me, in order to gain for

himself 12,000 francs. Since that time I have heard no further

mention of the young man, and I do not at the present day know
if he be dead or aUve. That is how my Tour de Nesle was composed.
As for M. Gaillardet's, I am not aware if it is, as he says, his best

drama ; I still only know it from reading it, and I shall wait until

he has it played before deciding if it be better than George and
Struensie.—Faithfully, etc.,

"Alex. Dumas"
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The days rolled by, and I knew that my future adversary

went shooting every morning, and I was kept informed of

the progress which he made. Finally, appeared the famous

answer. Let me be permitted to reproduce it in full, with

the insults it contains. It is probable that M. Gaillardet

to-day regrets his insults towards me, as I regret my
violence towards him.^

"TO M. S.—HENRY BERTHOUD
" Monsieur le Directeur,—I published an article in the

twenty-first number of Le Musie des Families which you did me
the honour to ask from me on the ancient tower of Nesle. In that

article, I related cursorily, and under the form of a chat without

any sort of pretension, how the idea had come to me to write a

drama, the first conception of which no one has contested with me ;

a drama printed and published over two years ago, and performed

to-day for the two hundredth time under my name, by the consent

of M. Dumas himself. I did not say a word of M. Dumas ; I did not

make any allusion to the judicial and Uterary discussion which

arose formerly between him and me. Anyone can be convinced of

this by reading my article. I should have a scruple, indeed,

against reviving a quarrel long since extinguished, and to which

an amicable transaction put an end ; a transaction proposed by
M. Dumas himself, as I shall tell in due course, by which the public

controversy that I had then desired and provoked was settled in

its earliest stages. However that may be, to-day M. Dumas returns

to the affair ; he rekindles the cold and scattered ashes, piUng them
up with his hands and stirring them to hfe with his breath, and

relights the fire, at the risk of burning his own fingers at it. Since

he has thrown down the glove, I pick it up. He has incited me, I

reply to him. So much the worse for him if he be wounded in this

game, if his reputation chances to be compromised thereby : it does

not rest with me to avoid the fight. ... I am the offended, the in-

sulted one I and, if ever retaliation be permissible, it is to him who has

not sought the attack. ... To such an one, vengeance is sacred and

reprisals holy, he employs the right of natural and legitimate defence!

" I come, then, to the complete and true story of La Tour de Nesle.

I will base my recital on proofs written and signed by the actual

personages in this story, and, when proofs shall fail me, I will put

before the readers' eyes the suppositions and probabiUties of the

case, and say to him : ' Consider and judge 1
' But, in a lawsuit

* See Appendix.
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like this, where honour is everything, where the written proof of

many of the general facts cannot be set forth (for that, the future

would need to have been foreseen and divined as to what would

happen), where each of the litigants in certain circumstances must

be believed, because he has always told the truth in others, where he

who has once Ued, on the contrary, is no more worthy of credence ;

in an affair, in fact, where good faith ought to prevail over lying,

when both have nothing to show beyond their word,—I must, and

I will, before all else, convince my adversary of inaccuracy (I will be

poUte in expression), and, that inaccuracy proved, I will bind it on his

forehead Uke the inscription of a brand at the head of a standard,

so that the stigma may survive and hover incessantly over the

gnilty one, before the eyes of the judges in this suit.

" M. Dumas declares (I begin with the first sentence of his article

relative to La Tour de Nesle), that, having received a visit from

M. Harel, the latter said to him, 'The play belongs to me; mine

by fair and square contract ; I have the right to have it rewritten

at my own pleasure, by whomsoever I think fit. . .
.' And,

further :
' You have made the young man sign a contract, you

told me ? ' ' Yes.' ' On what conditions ? ' ' Why, according

to the usual terms of the Porte-Saint-Martin : 2 louis per perform-

ance, I for himself, i for Janin and 12 francs' worth of tickets.'

Then, in a note, M. Dumas adds :
' This treaty is still in the posses-

sion of M. Harel.' Very well, the more words the more inaccuracies.

Here is the only treaty which ever existed between me and M. Harel
;

it is the one they made me sign, by what manoeuvre I will tell later,

when they made me accept the collaboration of M. Janin."

Then followed the text of that treaty, which the reader

knows.

" ' The drama was played,' says M. Dumas ;
' they gave the

name of the young man. (M. Dumas has throughout used that

expression to designate me.) To hear a whole theatre clapping,

demanding your name and, instead of one's own, an unknown name
given up to the halo of publicity ; and all this when one might have
done otherwise, since no sort of promise binds you, since no engage-

ment whatever has been entered into, this is the philosophy of delicacy
pushed to the extremest hmit.'

" Well, here is the letter I received from M. Dumas before the
performance, and the conditions on which alone I consented to allow
the play to be acted."

That letter, the first that I wrote to M. Gaillardet, will

not have been forgotten.
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" Now, reader, decide. In the case of M. Dumas, which holds

its head highest, the philosophy of delicacy, or, indeed, that of

assurance ? ' Duvernoy came in search of me,' continues M.
Dumas, ' and we settled there and then the conditions of the sale.

It was fixed at 1400 francs, 700 of which were to be handed to

the young man. Doubtless this sum did not appear to the young

man proportionate to the merit of his drama. ... In a fortnight's

time, he signed a contract of sale for a sum total of 500 francs.

The young man would have done better, you see, to go on letting

me look after his business affairs.'

" Here is a declaration signed by M. Duvernoy.

" ' By the same impartial spirit which made me give a declara-

tion to M. Alexandre Dumas in which I acknowledged that M.
Gaillardet had offered me the MS. of La Tour de Nesle (we shall

see this later), I assert that there was never any question of 1400
francs for the price of the said MS., but of a sum which, I beUeve,

was to be 1000 francs. Duvernoy
" ' Paris, 8 Septembre 1834

'

" I have much more to say and all the philosophies to quote !

but they will find room in my narrative ; for, now, yes,—now, I

feel myself quite strong enough to undertake them !

"It was on 27 March that I read my drama La Tour de Nesle

to M. Harel in the presence of M. Janin and of Mademoiselle

Georges. The drama was received. ' Dumas could not have
done better !

' exclaimed the manager, enthusiastically. ' There is,

however, something to touch up in the style, which is not at all

dramatic ; but do not worry yourself about that ; begin another

drama, and Janin will do us both the favour of revising some pages.'

I did not quite comprehend how M. Janin, who had never written

a play, could have a dramatic style, to use the manager's expression.
' But, if he has not written one,' I said to myself, ' he has heard a
great many, which, perhaps, comes to the same thing.'

" I therefore professed that I should be extremely flattered and
most grateful if M. Janin would indeed smooth down a few sentences.

M. Janin consented with ready willingness, and I left M. Janin and
Mademoiselle Georges joyfully. I was in the seventh heaven. . , .

My rapture did not last long.
" Two days later, 29 March, I went to see what my Janinised

drama had become. What was my surprise to see a whole act re-

written I
' It is a big piece of work,' I said aside to the manager.

' M. Janin did much more than I had desired ; but I do not think my
style so bad that he need . .

.' ' No, no, certainly,' replied M. Harcl

;

' but Janin has thrown himself thoroughly into it, he will at least
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want his share,' ' What ! his share ?
'

' Yes, his half.' ' But it is

a collaboration then ?—there is some misunderstanding ; I will go

and tell M. Janin.' ' Ah ! what are you going to do ? You will

ofiend Janin, Janin the most influential of the critics I You will

make an enemy for hfe.' ' Bah I
' 'I tell you it is so. You do

not know what the theatre is ! But . . . besides they have

set to work on it I It is not intact. You are bound on both sides I

etc., etc.,' to such an extent that M. Harel, seeing me quite

stunned, took a sheet of paper, scrawled upon it the agreement

that I have transcribed above, and made me sign it. . . . And
that is how I got my first collaborator.

" Then, I attributed that occurrence to a misunderstanding ;

now, I attribute it to a very good understanding : ideas change with

time I

" Then the day came for M. Janin to read us his work. I said

nothing, for, as far as I can, I exercise charity, even towards my
enemies I . . . Let it be known only that, by common accord, the

work was judged null and void. Janin withdrew and gave up the

task (I will give the written proof), and M. Harel returned purely

and simply to my drama. Now, since the day upon which I read

my play, I had conceived new ideas and improvements, due as

much to discussion and to the criticisms of the manager as to my
own reflections. But, in order to enUghten the pubHc as to the true

mysteries of the birth of La Tour de Nesle, and, as it were, to

initiate it into the phases and developments of the work by which
this drama was conceived, abnormal in its success and by reason of

the quarrels which it raised, I am about to estabUsh succinctly what
the drama was, 05 a whole, and in comparison with the drama
performed, which I read to M. Harel, and which was returned to

me at the epoch of which I am speaking. It will be easy to all to

understand me at once (who has not seen La Tour de Nesle ?), and
to verify me afterwards, M. Dumas having the original MS. in his

possession, and able to show it to whomsoever desires to see it ;

also, people may be confident that I shall say less rather than
more. I quote from memory and my adversary has the book !

"

Here, M. Gaillardet gave the r6sum6 of his first MS.

;

then he continued thus

—

" The reader hais already gathered at what points the two dramas
coincide. Are not these points, in the small portion I have quoted,

and quoted faithfully (for if I were the man to make up an audacious
he, my adversary would hold in his hands the means of exposing

me !)—are not those points already the fundamental basis of the

acted drama ? Are they not the bones and marrow, the substance

VI.— 12
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and framework ? . . . Indeed 1 I venture to say that had I done

only that in the play, I should have done more than half the drama,

consequently ten, twenty times more than M. Dumas allows me,

since he allows me nothing. Very well I he has dared to write and

to print it in all his letters! But, after what we know of him, of

what can we and should we be surprised ?

" M. Harel had expressed much regret to me ; first, because the

drama was not en tableaux ; that style suited the ways of his theatre

better, and the success of Richard supported the opinion ; secondly,

that I had not made Buridan the father of Gaultier and of PhiUppe,

whose mother (Marguerite) was alone known. ' That would com-
plicate the plot,' he said to me. Finally, he thought it improbable

that Marguerite, a queen and all-powerful, would not have had
Buridan arrested and got rid of, at the first words of his revelation.

At the juxtaposition of these two latter objections a sudden ray of

light sprang up in me. Let Buridan be the father indeed, by means
of a pre-existing intrigue, and let him be arrested by Marguerite,

who wanted to rid herself of him ; then, at the moment of his

greatest peril, let him make himself known, and there would be the

opportunity for a magnificent scene—capital ! The prison scene

was hit upon.
" Two days after that on which Janin had given up the drama,

like an athlete, exhausted by a task too heavy for him, I took to

M. Harel, the manager of the Porte-Saint-Martin, a scenario which
was pretty nearly that of La Tour de Nesle. I am, however, going
to point out the differences.

" Orsini was not a tavern-keeper ; that was Landry, although

both were men belonging to the tower of Nesle. As for Orsini, he
was one of those magicians extremely feared in his time under the

name of envoiiteurs. A confidant of Marguerite, he receives at his

house the courtiers, a part very much like that of Ruggieri in Henri
III. ; it is on that account, I think, that M. Dumas has made him
a tavern-keeper instead of Landry.

" Secondly, the prison scene was arranged like this so that

Buridan might finish his part holding Marguerite's hands, and say

to her, ' D61ie ces cordes I
' Marguerite, falUng on her knees

obediently, and freeing him with one single cut. M. Dumas has

tripled that action by causing Buridan only to be unbound after

three attempts.
" He is miles beyond me, as tried talent far exceeds feeble in-

experienced effort, as attainment exceeds inexperience.
" As far as the truth of what I advance is concerned, it will be

detected by all impartial readers, first, in the accuracy and faith-

fulness of its details, if I may so express it ; I do not merely relate
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what is in the actual Tour de Nesle, but things that are not to be

found in that, among others, one scene in the fourth act. Buridan

comes as a gipsy, and not as a captain, to visit the wizard Orsini. The
latter wants to overawe the gipsy, who revealed to him the murders

of the tower of Nesle as he had revealed them to Marguerite ; and
soon the magician falls at the gipsy's feet, seized with the very

superstitions he himself instils into the vulgar-minded, to enquire

if, perhaps, there be true sorcerers ! This scene was bound to

disappear directly Orsini was made an innkeeper.
" Finally, as to probabihty, I might say concerning the proof of

my word, that I have the actual words of M. Dumas in the letter in

which he says to me :
' Harel has come to ask my advice about a

drama by you which he wishes to put on the stage. Your play . . ,

that which I have been happy to have been able to add to it . . .

etc' Nobody speaks Uke this of a work in which he has done
everything.

" Next, a line from M. Harel, which I received before my de-

parture (after Janin's withdrawal), in which he says to me :
' Write

to me ; take care of your health and, above all, work !
' There were

then, modifications, changes decided upon, a work to be done ! . . .

They deny it ; I assert it and assert it with proof ! ... It is for

the reader to decide the matter.^
" So, now, you will perceive that it will matter little to me

whether M. Dumas either had or had not my first MS. in his posses-

sion. I have proved that he has had my second plan ; from
another source, he himself confesses to have possessed and partly

copied Janin's MS, which was mine spoilt. . . . What more do I need ?

" I will, therefore, resume my story from where I left off.

Felonies were about to succeed one another Uke file-firing. It was on
8 April when I took my scenario to M. Harel. My father died on
the 9th ; he had come to Paris on purpose to fetch me away from the

1 " ' I, the undersigned, one of the managers of the newspaper,
VAvant-Schie, ex-inspector-general of the Porte-Saint-Martin

theatre, under M. de Lhery, M. Harel's predecessor, sissert that,

a short time before M. de Lhery's retirement, M. F. Gaillardet com-
municated with me concerning a MS. of La Tour de Nesle, in five

acts without scenes, of which he was the sole author ; that, later,

and before his departure for the provinces, M. GaiUardet showed
me a new plan of the same drama in scenes, in which was pretty
nearly the whole of the original Tour de Nesle ; a plan that had just

been settled, he said, between himself and M. Harel. In witness
of which, etc., Duperret *
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contagion which reigned over the city, and his joy in being

present at my first play induced him to remain with me ! This

recollection breaks my heart ! ... On the loth, as a messenger

of death, I went to console my poor mother. This was the night of

the same day on which M. Harel wrote me the note wherein he said,

' Take care of your health I
' Wretched irony, flung at me between

a misfortune which had come upon me and an act of robbery which

was about to overtake me !
' Go,' he had said to me ;

' I have a

play before yours : you have three months before you. Take it

easy and write to me !

'

" I had scarcely been gone a month before I had to write to M.

Janin to ask him about an announcement relative to La Tour de

Nesle. A book had just appeared upon the same subject (L'

£colter de Cluny), and I did not wish it to be thought that my play

was taken from the book. Janin replied

—

" ' I will willingly do what you ask me : but what is the good ?

I announce the approaching performance of your play. I say your

and not our, because I count for absolutely nothing in it
; you know

the matter rests between you and M. Harel ; that was agreed upon
a long time ago, etc. Jules Janin '

" ' ID May 1832'

" After that, not a word further. I wrote to Paris, and I leamt
that M. Dumas has been made and has constituted himself my
collaborator. I leave the reader to imagine what my feelings

were ! . . .

" Beside myself, trembling with rage and indignation, I wrote to

M. Harel to forbid him to act the play ; to M. Dumas to beg him
to prevent it. ' You have doubtless been misinformed,' I said to

him ;
' the play belongs to me and to me alone ; I do not wish to have

collaborators at all, certainly not clandestine ones, imposed upon
me ; I therefore appeal to you, for your own honour's sake, and
I point out to you the necessity for stopping the rehearsals, etc'

" No answer either from M. Harel or M. Dumas ! ... I set off,

and, before going to my home, I went in travelling garb, as I was,

straight to M. Harel. ' I am ruined !
' he said to me ;

' it is true I

have deceived you. . . . Now, what are you going to do ? . . .

Stop the play I—You will not succeed in doing that ; I shall change
the title of it and play it. You can attack me for forgery, theft,

plagiarism, what you like : you would obtain 1 200 francs damages.
Ask a lawyer 1 If, however, you let it be played you will gain

12,000 francs, etc' He spoke the truth, for such is the protection

ordinarily granted by our judges to the author who is robbed I . . .

I returned home, pale with rage, and it was then I found the
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grandiloquent letter from M. Dumas, quoted by me at the beginning

of this article. Such are the principal facts.

" Now, what do you say to those lines of M. Dumas ? ' I wrote

to the young mam, and the young man never favoured me with an
answer !

' This time it is the philosophy of truthfulness, with a

vengeance ! Nobody would have behaved it, if I had not held the

evidence and the means of proving what I am stating I M. Dumas
not having yielded to the request or to the summons that I sent him
to stop the rehearsals of the play (which was the first, if not the

second, of his mistakes, from which he will never clear himself, because

it proves his complicity), and M. Harel threatening to play in spite

of me—which, both morally and physically, he was capable of doing,

—there was nothing else left for me to do but to let my drama
be performed, and according to the conditions stipulated in M.
Dumas's letter, in which he stated that his name would not be given,

that I should be the sole author, that he wished to tender me a service

and not to sell it me.
" Very well, then, the day following the first performance,

asterisks appeared on the playbills before my name, and now, M.
Dumas wants to replace my name by his : it will be seen what
encroachments these were ! This is not all. When it came to pay-
ment, they would not give me more than one share. Now, hsten

carefully : during the current April, the Commission of Authors
had made an agreement with M. Harel, before the performance of

my play, which stipulated for a fee of ten per cent, for the authors,

in the performances to come on at the Porte-Saint-Maxtin. I had,

then, the right to the benefit of this agreement. M. Dumas enjoyed

it, and more beside ; he also received two and three hundred francs

per night. What did they leave me ? Forty-eight francs, the price

of an old agreement ! and M. Dumas took half of it from me

—

that is the service he wished to tender me, and not to sell I 1 !

" There was nothing for it but to go to law to protest against

such deeds, as there is nothing but the pohce station against theft

and pickpocketting. I therefore had recourse to the law courts.
" If more proof still be needed, I have it at hand, drawn up and

set forth in the legal deeds, properly attested, which began the ex-

amination of this trial. But it would seem that the trial a little

alarmed M. Dumas's pubUc conscience, for he suggested to me to

stop it by a compromise.
" In that compromise—First, we both acknowledged each other

as joint authors of La Tour de Nesle ; second, it was specified that

this play should always be pubhshed and acted under my name,
followed by asterisks ; third, M. Dumas guaranteed me a settled

sum of 48 francs per performance, and half of his tickets. ' To
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what sum do they amount ?
' I asked him in all good faith. ' To

36 francs, upon my honour !
' he replied, glancing at M. Harel ;

so I accepted 18 francs' worth of tickets. Next day, M. Harel

would not fulfil the above-mentioned compromise, as far as it con-

cerned himself, although he had been the instigator of, and witness

to, it. It needed a trial to compel him to do it, and M. Dumas
blamed him on that occasion. ... I had that to thank him for . . .

it was the first and last time. He also quoted my letter.

" A little while later, I learnt that M. Dumas, who had declared

to me upon his honour that there would only be 36 francs' worth of

tickets, had over 50 I But, while taking the oath, he had looked at

M. Harel. The MS, was still for sale. Barba, who had offered 1000

francs for it, and never 1400, would give no more than 500 francs.

Half that sum should have been paid down to each of us there and
then, and the remainder in six months from that date. In a few

days' time, when I went to M. Barba to get my 125 francs, I learnt

that M. Dumas had come and taken my share of the cash payable

down with his own, saying he was authorised to do so by me !

" There is something so incredible in such an act, so petty, so

degrading to the man of letters, that I should not have dared to

cite it, had I not possessed the proof, written by M. Dumas himself.

Indeed, when Barba informed me of that, not venturing to beUeve
it, I wrote to M. Dumas, who replied that he had, indeed, received

250 francs ; but Barba had said he had special arrangements with

me (did they not say that it was Barba who had wished to pay
there and then ?) ; that, moreover, he had enabled me to exact the

same advantage for myself as for him . . , that I could make use

of his letter to get myself also paid at once, that he authorised me,
etc. This was making use of a first fraud in order to commit a
second, two indelicacies instead of one I I should have preferred

to be settled by a six months' bill.^ Now, Monsieur Dumas, what
do you suppose I should reply to you—you who treated me in your
letter as though I were a /'oordet/tV of a fellow ? . . . I am too well-bred

for you to guess. Now, in order to escape the sooner out of these

' " Here is M. Barba's statement

—

" ' I think I remember (it is more than two years ago) that half

the purchase money of La Tour de Nesle was given, in cash, to M.
Dumas on his saying that that was agreed upon with M. Gaillardet,

which the latter denied. He was then obUged by the terms of our
agreement to accept my note for his share.

Barba
'"29 August 1834'
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unworthy details, which present so ill a picture, I will state that I

should never oppose the insertion of La Tour dc Nesle among M.
Dumas's complete works (although that right resulted strictly as
mine from the terms of our transaction together), if M. Dumas had
consented to make a simple mention of my collaboration in that
play. That is the method followed nowadays by M. Scribe. But,
to a polite letter M. Dumas rephed by one of those incivilities of

which he claims the monopoly.'
" Finally, if I asked M. Dumas for my first MS. through a sheriff's

officer, it was because it was, on his part, incredible disloyalty to

put side by side with this sole and only MS. a play which had had
at the least three !

" This is the truth about La Tour de Nesle and the whole truth.

I should add to the documents which I have brought forward and
to the proofs I have given, that, summoned before our peerage, the

Commission of Authors, I cited and enumerated all these details and
facts before M. Dumas in person ! And there, as here, I more than
once felt my cheeks flush with involuntary shame. Up to now, M.
Dumas seemed great and sacred in my eyes, with the greatness of

talent, the sacredness of art. So, if, after this controversy, which
he provoked, another should follow it, my hand may indeed tremble

. . . for behind M. Dumas the man, there is the artist, and, beneath
the shame, is his fame.

" P.S.—In support of his statements, M, Dumas has produced
various certificates, to each of which I shall only concede what
is necessary in order to the appreciation of their worth and
weight.

1 " ' You have written Struensie !
' he says to me. Does M. Dumas

think to prove by that that I have done nothing in La Tour de

Nesle ? He forgets, then, that he, too, has written also La Chasse
et VAmour, La Noce et I'Enterrement ? (who has heard these plays

mentioned ?) Then the wretched Napolion, which has had two
Waterloos, dragging with it in its second the downfall of the Odeon
and of M. Harel ! then, immediately after La Tour de Nesle, Le
Fils de I'Emigri, which had three performances with M. Anicet

;

Angile, which had thirty with M. Anicet; La Veniiienne, which had
twenty with M. Anicet ; Catherine Howard, which has had fifteen

without M. Anicet ? Are we really to suppose that M. Dumas is not
therefore the author of the beauties of Antony, of Henri III., and of

Christine ? It has surely been said so here and there, and even
partly proved I Perhaps it is to this that I owe M. Dumas's
attack ? But he need not be anxious : I shall never write a Gaule
et France and certainly not a Madame et la Vendde.



1 84 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

" I will say nothing of M. Harel, who was the primary culprit in

the whole affair, and whose accomplice M. Dumas is. M. Dumas

ought to be ashamed to call upon such a witness.

"M. Verteuil, M. Harel' s secretary, asserts to having gone to M.

Dumas's house to fetch the five acts of La Tour de Nesle (excellent !)

as he wrote them, to having re-copied his manuscript entirely

(better and better !), which had no sort of resemblance with that

(which ?) of M. Gaillardet, a MS. which was in my possession

about three months. ... Ah ! Monsieur Verteuil, I pull you up

here! . . . La Tour de Nesle was performed on 31 May. It was on

29 March (look at the date at the top) when my MS. was received.

I left on 10 April ; M. Dumas was my collaborator on the nth. He
declares he did his work in a week, and you declare that my MS.

had then been about three months in your possession ? . . . Oh I

Monsieur Verteuil, you are indeed secretary to M. Harel.

"M. Duvemoy certifies that I wished to sell the drama (I believe

him there, indeed !). He asserted to me that M. Dumas had quoted a

false price ; this is rather more positive. There now only remains

M. Janin's attestation. Ah! that, I confess, I scarcely expected.

M. Janin writes that nothing can be more accurate than the details

given by M. Dumas, which he thinks he remembers and that, on the

whole, M. Dumas's reply is truthful ! and M. Dumas declares that

Janin, accepted by me as a collaborator, had given his rights to him

and been sent by M. Harel ! This is too much I M. Janin, then,

forgets that he had no further rights, that he had waived his claim,

that he had proclaimed this to me in a letter written and signed in his

own hand ?

" This is not all, and, since I must tell it you, reader, be in-

formed that, after the first performance of La Tour de Nesle, it was
M. Janin who bound me to protest ; it was at his house that I wrote

my protest ; it was he himself who wanted to dictate it to me and
did do so ! He was furious with MM. Harel and Dumas. This is

not all yet ; in consequence of the lawsuit which arose between
M. Harel and myself before the Tribunal de Commerce, M. Janin

himself wrote to M. Darmaing, to support a protest that I made to

the Gazette des Tribunaux :
' I beg M. Darmaing to insert the en-

closed short note, I entreat it in my own name, and that of M.
Gaillardet. I do not understand the stubbornness with which they
seek to rob this yo mg man of that which belongs to him, etc' (See

La Gazette des Tribunaux, i July 1832.) What do you say to it,

reader ? I had promised to relate the petty secrets of this apostasy,

but I have not space ; and, besides, I reflected that it was not worth
the trouble, and so I sign myself

—

"F. Gaillardet "
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After this reply, it will be realised that M. Gaillardet

had no right to delay our duel, as, not having spared me
less than I had him, it was I who considered myself the

injured party. So, after a fresh call on the part of my
seconds, the meeting was fixed for 17 October 1834.



CHAPTER V

Sword and pistol—Whence arose my aversion to the latter weapon

—

Philippe's puppet—The statue of Corneille—An autograph in

extremis—Le bois de Vincennes—A duelling toilet—Scientific

question put by Bixio—The conditions of the duel—Official

report of the seconds—How Bixio's problem found its solution

I
HAD wished the duel to be one with swords ; M.

Gaillardet insisted it should be with pistols. I have a

strong repugnance to that weapon ; it seems to me brutal

and more that of a highway robber, who attacks a traveller

from the shelter of a wood, than that of the honourable

combatant defending his life. The thing I dread most in

pistol-duelling (but I have only fought twice with this

weapon) is unskilfulness, much more than dexterity.

Indeed, two or three years before the period in which

the events I am relating took place—namely, before

1834—I had had a pistol-duel ; I have not spoken of it,

not being able to give the name of the man against whom
I fought, nor to tell the reasons why I was fighting. In

that duel, which took place at seven in the morning in

the bois de Boulogne, in the neighbourhood of Madrid,

my adversary and I were placed at twenty paces distance

from one another. Lots were drawn as to who should

fire first and the advantage fell to my adversary. I

planted myself, with pistol loaded, at a distance of twenty

paces and I waited for the firing with the muzzle of the

reader '?°( ^y weapon in the air.

but I have nofsary fired. I saw his hand tremble and the
the trouble, ant the ground six lengths in front of me, and,

however, I felt what seemed like the
x86
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sharp cut of a whip on my leg. It was the flattened bullet

which struck the calf of my leg as it rebounded, making

a wound two inches deep and forcing into my wound
a piece of my trousers and boot. The pain was so great

that I unconsciously pressed the trigger of my weapon
and the charge went off into the air. The seconds then

decided that the firing held good, and that any pistol

discharged in a duel was discharged against the adversary.

I requested it to be continued, and the seconds began to

reload the weapons ; but, during that operation, whether

from shaken nerves, or loss of blood, I nearly fainted.

It was, therefore, impossible to go on with the duel.

Consequently, I got into my carriage, and, as I did not

wish to return to my mother in the state I was in, I had
myself driven to Deligny's Swimming School, where my
friend pere Jean gave me a bathing-closet and sent to the

rue de 1' University for Roux, the clever surgeon. Roux
was not at home, but they brought back one of his

assistants. The young man examined the wound, and,

as the ball had passed through almost from one side to

the other where it had entered, he decided it was shorter

to begin the search by the aid of a fresh wound than

to fimible about in the other ; the swelling, moreover,

made that almost impracticable. It was done as he

wished; the young man opened the calf of my leg and
extracted first the bullet, next the piece of boot and,

finally, the fragment of my trousers ; then they neatly put

pad of lint on both sides of my wound, and bound up
my leg, and I returned home hopping on one foot, telling

my poor mother that I had torn my leg with a splinter

of wood while bathing. I had, therefore, good reason

for not having a liking for pistols—well though I shot

with them, and, at that time, I was a remarkable shot

—

but M. Gaillardet insisted and I accepted his weapon.

All the same, I wished to prove to his seconds that if

I insisted on swords, it was not, indeed, for want of skill

to use the weapon preferred by my opponent. I conse-



1 88 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

quently invited Souli6 and Fontan to come to Gosset's.

It was a singular thing ! the seconds had drawn by

lot their fighter, or, rather, M. Gaillardet and I had so

drawn our seconds, and fate gave me Longpr6 and

Maillan, who were simple acquaintances, and it gave

Soulid and Fontan to M. Gaillardet, who were both my
friends. Souli^, Fontan and I, then, went to Gosset's

the night before the duel. A boy named Philippe usually

loaded my pistols. He it was, therefore, who went to

take down the puppet and to put up the bull's eye.

" No," I said to Philippe, " leave the puppet."
" But monsieur is not in the habit of firing at the

puppet."
" I will only fire ten bullets, Philippe ; it is merely to

show these gentlemen that I am not one of your poor

shots."

Philippe left the doll.

I put my first bullet an inch above its head ; the

second an inch below its feet ; the third an inch to its

right side, and the fourth an inch to its left side. " Now
that it cannot escape either above, below, to right or to

left, I am going to break it with my fifth bullet." And I

broke it with my fifth. I aimed the sixth bullet at the

ground ; it stopped short at ten paces, almost. I shot

at it with the remains of the contents of my pistol. At
that moment, a swallow came and alighted on a chimney
and I killed it. Fontan and Souli6 exchanged looks.

One of my principles was never to draw sword or to shoot

before others ; this time I had made an exception in their

favour. Souli6 himself shot extremely well ; I had been

his second four or five years previously, in a duel he had
had with Signol, and in an experiment similar to this which
I had made I had seen him break the small and large

hand of a cuckoo clock one after the other at a distance

of fifteen yards.
" Philippe," I said, as I came out, " I have to fight a

duel to-morrow ; I wish things to go off fair and square.
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Take with you ammunition and pistols that I have

never used, powder and shot, and be at Saint-Mand6 by
noon."

Phihppe promised to do what he was bidden and we
went away.

The affair assumed a seriousness I had never realised

till then. I went to Bixio, begging him, as usual, to be

present at the duel, not in the capacity of second, but in

that of surgeon. The meeting was to be at twelve o'clock

at Saint-Mand6 ! We were to go by the mail-coach.

If I were not wounded or killed, we should immediately

leave the field of battle for Rouen, where there was to

be an inauguration of the statue of Comeille. Fontan,

Dup)euty and I had been appointed by a majority of

votes to represent dramatic authors. Bixio accepted, of

course ; he was to come and fetch me from the rue Bleue,

where I lodged at the time. I returned home to take

certain precautionary measures concerning my son and

daughter, in case of my death. As regarded my mother,

since the poor woman knew that I was going a journey of

some length, I left a score of letters written from different

towns in Italy ; if I was killed, they could hide the truth

from her by letting her believe I was still alive by the

receipt of a letter at intervals, as though it had just

arrived by post. These preparations took up the whole

night. I only slept towards five in the morning. At ten

o'clock, when my two seconds came in, they found me still

asleep. The affair was stiU on. We were to have break-

fast at the cafe des Vari6t6s. There, my carriage came
for us and we were to be taken and brought back by my
horses ; then, on the return (if return there were to be), we
should take post-horses and start, as I have said, for Rouen.

I sent Maillan and Longpr6 on in advance to order break-

fast. I went downstairs ten minutes after them. I

had, at all risks, taken duelling swords imder my cloak
;

I still hoped the matter would end that way. I met
Florestan Bonnaire on the staircase, whom I have already
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mentioned in connection with Madame Sand. He had

an album in his hand.
" Stop," he said, " are you going out ?

"

" Yes."
" Are you in a hurry ?

"

" Why ?
"

" Because, if you are not in a hurry, I wish you

would go upstairs and write a few lines of poetry in my
album."

" All right ! Take the album upstairs ; and leave it.

On my return I will put you a scene in it from Christine or

from Charles VII."
" You cannot do it at once ?

"

" No, honestly I can't."

" Go along with you !

"

" On my word of honour, I am in a hurry, and I would

not be late for the whole world !

"

" Where are you going ?
"

" I am off to fight a duel with Gaillardet."

" Bah !

"

" Better late than never."
" Oh, then, my dear friend, write me my lines at once,

I entreat."
" Why ?

"

" If you are going to be killed, see how interesting it

would be for my wife to have the last lines you had
written !

"

" You are right, I had not thought of that. I would

not like to deprive Madame Bonnaire of this chance ;

let us go up, my friend."

We went upstairs, I wrote ten lines in the album and
Bonnaire left me delighted. I was, indeed, a little later

than my seconds ; but I had such a good excuse to offer

them that they forgave me. Bixio came and joined us at

the caf6. We were at Saint-Mand6 by noon. We found
Cosset's lad there, waiting for us with freshly cleaned

pistols which no one had hitherto used. Looking behind
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the carriage, we saw a hackney carriage following us. We
suspected it was our adversary and his seconds.

We got down at the appointed place. The hackney

opened, but we only saw Soiili6 and Fontan get out of it.

M. Gaillardet had said that he would come by himself.

They ran to me. I had already noticed the strange fact

that they scarcely knew M. Gaillardet, whilst we were

old friends. So all their sjmipathies were for me. I

asked them to make one final effort to make M. Gaillardet

fight with swords, warning them that if, at the first shot,

nothing happened, I should demand a reloading of pistols.

They promised to do their best in the matter of the change

of weapons. At that moment a carriage appeared and
stopped a few yards from us. M. Gaillardet got out of it.

He was in regular duelling toilet : coat, breeches and
black waistcoat, without a single white spot anywhere

on him, not even his shirt collar.

It was with the recollection of the effect he made on
me thus clad, that, sixteen years later, I wrote the scene

between Comte Hermann and Karl, a scene where, at

the moment of letting his nephew go to fight a pistol

duel, Comte Hermann buttons Karl's coat and tucks the

ends of his collar under his cravat. It is well known
how difficult it is to hit a man clad wholly in black. When
Carrel was wounded by Giradin, a year or two later, it

was on the few threads from the end of his yellow waist-

coat which stuck out beyond his black coat.

I shared my observation with Bixio.
" Where will you aim ? " he asked me.
" I do not know, upon my word," I replied.

Suddenly I squeezed him by the arm.
" Well ? " he asked.
" He has cotton wool in his ears," I said ;

" I will try to

break his head for him."

Meanwhile, M. Gaillardet was talking animatedly
with the seconds, and it was easily seen that his gestures

were negative ones. Indeed, he refused a third time to
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fight with swords. His two seconds came to announce

that his resolution on this point was immovable ; there

was nothing more left to do but to choose a spot for the

duel. We left the carriage where it was, instructing

the driver to come when he heard the firing and we
plunged into the wood. After walking for five minutes

we found a suitable opening : straight and without the

sun. There were but the final settlements to make—the

business of the seconds— they met and entered into

committee. Meanwhile, I placed the letters intended

for my mother, in case of accident, in Bixio's charge.

My final injunctions to him were delivered in so simple

a manner and in such confident tones, that Bixio took

my hand and pressed it, saying

—

"Bravo! dear fellow! I should not have believed

you would have been so cool under the circumstances."
" It is on such occasions that I am cool," I said to him

;

" I slept badly the night after M. Gaillardet's provocation

;

but, it is part of my very character—temperament, what-

ever you like to call it—from a doctor's point of view, to

be far less moved by danger the nearer it approaches me."
" I should very much like to feel your pulse when

you are actually standing up against one another."
" Just as you like ; that is easily done !

"

" We will see how many more beats it gives from excite-

ment."
" I, too, would like to know ; it is a matter of interest

to me personally."
" Do you think you will hit him ?

"

" I am afraid not."
" Try, though."
" I will do my best . . . You have a grudge against

him then ?
"

"I, not the least in the world ; I do not know him."
" Well, then ?

"

" Have you read M6rim6e's Le Vase iirusque ?
"

" Yes."
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" Well, he says that every man killed by a bullet turns

round before he falls ; I should like to know if this is

true, from the point of view of science."
" I will do my best to gratify your desire."

The seconds separated from one another. Fontan and
Soulie went towards M. Gaillardet and do Longpre, and
Maillan came to me.

" Well," they said, " we have claimed that the choice

of arms ought to be decided by lot ; but M. Gaillardet's

seconds maintain the contrary ; we have come to consult

you."
" You know very well what my opinion is ; I will

fight with what you will, but I should prefer swords."
" Fontan and Souli^ are reporting to M. Gaillardet, as

you see. Stop, they are coming to us."

And, indeed, Souli^ and Fontan were doing so, and we
met them half-way,

" M. Gaillardet," said Soulie, " has just declared to

us that if he does not fight with pistols, he will not fight

at all."

"Toss five francs in the air," I said to my seconds;
" and draw up a written declaration of the refusal of

these gentlemen to refer the matter to lot."

De Longpre flung up a 5-franc piece, but Souli6 and
Fontan stood silent.

" All right," I said ;
" I accept M. Gaillardet's weapons,

but I demand a declaration of the facts of the case."

They tore a piece of paper from a note-book, and on
the crown of a hat Maillan wrote a report of the facts

I have just given.

This pertinacity on my part cut short the conference.

Pistols were accepted by me, and there only remained the

settling of the terms. I wished we might be allowed to

advance upon one another, and only to fire at our own will.

" M. Gaillardet," I said, " has laid down the terms
about the arms ; it seems to me that, in exchange for the

concession which I have made him in adopting them, I, in

VI.— 13
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my turn, have the right of deciding the way we shall

use thetn."
" My dear friend," said Souli6 to me, " the combatants

have no rights ; it belongs to the seconds to choose all

rights."
" Very well ! I request, if not as a demand, at least

by way of suggestion, that my wish be submitted to M.

Gaillardet."

The seconds went aside, and I found myself again alone

with Bixio.
" Sacredieu ! my dear fellow," I said to him, " that lad

over there irritates me so much that I am dying to get

even with him."
" Ah, try ! you will have cleared up a very curious

point in science."

Five minutes later, Maillan and de Longpr6 returned to

me.
" Well," they said, " aU is arranged."
" Good !

"

" You are to be placed fifty yards from one another ..."
" Why fifty yards ?

"

" Oh come, wait a bit. And you have the right to walk

fifteen yards towards one another."
" Ah !

"

" You are not satisfied ?
"

" It is not all that I wanted, but one must be satis-

fied with what one can get. Come, mark off the distances,

my lads !

"

" You see, Souli^ and Fontan are doing it."

" Will you have the side where you now are ?
"

" As I am here, I may as well stay."

The gentlemen set to work to measure the distances,

nand I v/er^t on chatting with Bixio. Meantime, the
* 'opting - boy loaded the pistols. The fifteen yards
" Weiip might walk over were marked by two sticks put
" Have 5- pathway. They took M. Gaillardet his pistol

" Yes." le. I took it in my right hand and
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held out my left for Bixio to feel my pulse. M. Gaillardet

was ready at his post. I signed to him to wait till Bixio

had made his observation.
" Tell him then not to take any notice of me, but to

fire just the same," said Bixio.

Bixio' s character runs entirely on those two lines.

My pulse beat sixty-eight to the minute.
" Now go along with you !

" Bixio said to me, " and do
not hurry yourself."

Then he went into the wood with the four witnesses. I

went and took up my position. Souli^ clapped his hands

three times. At the third clap M. Gaillardet ran the

distance which separated him from the limit and waited.

I walked towards him deviating from the straight line a

little so as not to give him the advantage of helping him-

self to take aim by the path. M. Gaillardet fired at my
tenth yard. I did not even hear the whistle of the bullet.

I turned towards our four friends. Soulie, as pale as

death, was leaning against a tree. I bowed my head and
waved my pistol at the witnesses to show them that

nothing had happened. Then I wanted to take the

few yards I still had left me ; but my conscience

glued my feet to the soil, telling me that I ought to fire

from the spot where I had sustained fire. And, I lifted

my pistol and looked for the famous white point which
the cotton wool in his ears promised me. But, after M.
Gaillardet had fired, he had stood back to receive my
fire, and, as he protected his head with his pistol, his ear

was hidden behind the weapon. I had therefore to find

another spot ; but I feared to be accused of having taken

too long a time in aiming, not being able to give, as an
excuse, that I had not found the spot I was looking for.

So I fired at random. M. Gaillardet flung his head back.

I thought at first that he was wounded, and I confess I

then felt a vivid feeling of joy for a thing I should have
regretted now with all my heart. Fortunately, he was
not hit.
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" Come, let us re-load our arms," I said, flinging my
pistol at the boy's feet, " and let us stay in our places,

which will be a saving of time."

Let me be allowed, in conclusion, to substitute the

written statement of the proceedings for my own recital.

My feet, as when I sustained M. Gaillardet's fire, still

seemed glued where I stood.

"Bois DE ViNCENNES, 1? October 1834,

2.45 P.M.

" After the drawing up of our jBirst note, the adversaries

were placed at fifty paces apart, with power to advance
each to within fifteen paces of one another. M. Gaillardet

reached the limit and fired the first ; M. Dumas fired

second ; neither of the shots went home. M. Dumas then
declared he did not wish matters to end there, and de-

manded that the combat should be continued until the

death of one of the two. M. Gaillardet acceded ; but the

seconds refused to re-load the arms. Whereupon M.
Dumas proposed to continue the duel with swords. M.
Gaillardet's seconds refused. Then M. Dumas urged that

pistols should be re-loaded ; but the seconds, after a long

deliberation, and having tried to overcome his obstinacy,

did not feel they could lend their countenance to a contest

which could not but end fatally. Consequently the

seconds withdrew and carried off the arms, and this with-

drawal put an end to the duel.
" FONTAN, SOULIE, MaILLAN, DE LONGPRt "

The seconds withdrew, and I found myself alone with M.

Gaillardet, Bixio and the brother of M. Gaillardet, who
had come through the wood just as the firing took place.

I then proposed to M. Gaillardet, as we now had two

seconds and two swords, to make use of both men and arms.

He refused. Thereupon Bixio and I got into the carriage

and returned by the road to Paris.^

* In order to close the story of this quarrel, which made such a

stir in the literary world, we think we had better reproduce here

the letter which M. Gaillardet, with an impulse which does him
honour, wrote spontaneously to M. Marc Fournier, manager of the
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We set out by mail-coach a couple of hours later for

Rouen, with Fontan and Dupeuty.

Bixio was twice again my second ; but one of the

two duels was with swords, and the other not taking

place at all, he had not the chance of assuring himself

as to whether a man wounded or killed by a bullet turns

round before he falls. He had to make the experiment

on himself.

In the month of June 1848, as, in his capacity of re-

presentative of the people, Bixio was walking with his

customary courage by the Pantheon barricade, a bullet,

fired from the first floor of a house in the rue Soufflot,

hit him above the collar-bone, ploughed into his right

lung, and, after a course of fifteen to eighteen inches,

lodged near the spine. Bixio turned round three times

and fell.

" Without any doubt of it one turns round ! " he said.

The problem was solved.

Porte-Saint-Martin, since the revival of La Tour de Nesle at that

theatre, in 1861.

(Publishers' Note.)

" My dear Fournier,—A decree passed by the Courts in 1832
ordered that La Tour de Nesle should be printed and billed with my
name alone ; and this was done, in fact up to 185 1. the period when it

was forbidden. Now that we are going to revive it, I allow you,

and even beg you, to join my name with that of Alexandre Dumas
my collaborator, to whom I wish to prove that I have forgotten

our old quarrels, and only remember our good relations in the past,

and the large part his incomparable talent had in the success of

La Tour de Nesle.—Yours, etc., F. Gaillardet

" Paris, 25 April 1864"

[Translator's Note.—The above note appears in the current

edition of the Memoirs. In the Appendix to the Paris edition of

1854 will be found a long letter by M. F. Gaillardet, dated 12 April

1854, which Dumas did not reproduce in the Brussels edition.]



BOOK IV

CHAPTER I

The masquerade of the budget at Grenoble—M. Maurice Duval

—

The serenaders—Escapade of the 35 th of the line—The insur-

rection it excites—Arrest of General Saint-Clair—Taking of the

prefecture and of the citadel by Bastide—Bastide at Lyons

—

Order reigns at Grenoble—Casimir P6rier, Garnier-Pagds and
M. Dupin—Report of the municipality of Grenoble—Acquittal

of the rioters—Restoration of the 35 th—Protest of a smoker

IT was with great happiness that I abandoned the

hterary side of my hfe, which had just compelled

me, very much against my will, to be disagreeable to a

man against whom I have preserved no rancour, and who,

besides, about the time we have reached, had given up
the theatre and, having published a remarkable book,

so^I am assured, La Chevalihre d'Eon, left for America,

and rendered the immense service to French literature of

spreading and popularising it in the country of Washington
Irving and of Cooper ; it was, I repeat, with great pleasure

that I abandoned the literary side of my life to take up
again the thread of political events which agitated the

year 1832, even if they had not as yet stained Paris

with blood and thrown a pall of mourning over France.

Let us be permitted to take them up a little farther back

than the month of June, which saw them burst forth ;

we will return all too soon to that terrible moment.
After the trial of the artillery, of which I have given

an account, the old secret societies, endued with the
.98
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Carbonist principles of 182 1, were reorganised, and, at

the same time, new societies were created. Our readers

are acquainted with the name of the Society of the
" Friends of the People," and that of the " Rights of

Man "
: these, in a measure, were the parent societies

;

but two other societies had sprung up side by side with

them : the Societe Gauloise, which, at the time of the

combat, proved itself one of the most ardent in flying to

arms ; and the organising Committee of the Municipalities,

which connected itself by invisible but real bonds with

the famous Society of the Philadelphians, which, under

the Empire it had failed in overturning, had, for its

principal leaders, Oudet, Pichegru and Moreau. Bastide

was affiliated to the latter society, the principles of which

were Babouvist; so, at the Lyons insurrection, which,

caused by poverty, was of a socialistic tendency, Bastide

was sent in to the insurgent town to see what the Re-

publican party could gain from it. All was over by
the time he arrived ; but he thought he could discern

the seeds of fresh insurrections in the dying one, and
returned with the idea that something might be done

in that direction. So he only stayed a short time in

Paris, and soon set off again for the departements of

Ard^che and Isere. There he found that fiery Dauphine
population which, in 1788, were the first to keep their

States for Vizille ; which, since 1816, had conspired

against the Bourbons, and, since 1832, against Louis-

Philippe. On 13 March he returned from a tour in the

mountains with the two brothers Vasseur, both since

dead, the eldest of whom was representative of the people

in the Legislative Assembly ; and, as they approached

the gates of Grenoble, they learnt that the town, which
they had left perfectly quiet, was in flames. This is what
had happened.

On II March the young people had organised a mas-

querade which represented the Budget and the two
supplementary Trusts, New regulations forbade this
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masquerade ; but ancient custom had prevailed over new

rules, and the masquerade procession had "left Grenoble

by the gate of France and was making straight for the

Esplanade, where General Saint-Clair was to hold a review

of the garrison exactly at that hour. The general was

aware of the interdiction against the masquerade ; but,

like a sensible man, he pretended not to see it. Unluckily,

M. Maurice Duval, pr^fet of Isere, was less tolerant. It

was the same M. Maurice Duval whom we shall meet again

three or four months later, talking to Madame la duchesse

de Berry with his hat on his head.

M. Maurice Duval, furious that the young folk of the

town had transgressed the order, requested M. de Saint-

Clair to make the soldiers take up arms. The result of

this order was that when our masqueraders wanted to

re-enter the town they found not only that the gate

was shut, but also that behind each closed gate were a

hundred or so of grenadiers waiting for them, armed to

the teeth. The masqueraders, who were not above

ten or twelve, could not believe in such an exhibition of

force ; consequently they marched resolutely upon the

grenadiers, who fixed their bayonets. Unfortunately

the crowd which followed them thought it was a joke,

as they did, and determined to enter also ; there were

horsemen and carriages among them, but the grenadiers

thought of nothing but their orders, and stood firm. The
crowd, pushed upon the bayonets, began to complain

that these were entering their bodies. The complaints

were succeeded by cries of " Down with the grenadiers !

"

and showers of stones followed this cry. A collision

seemed imminent. Colonel Bosonier I'Espinasse took upon

himself to command that the gates be opened. The
grenadiers withdrew ; the crowd was swallowed up in

the town, and, in the midst of this commotion, the mas-

queraders, the first cause of all the uproar, disappeared.

Instead of being satisfied with this ending, which con-

ciliated everybody, M. Maurice Duval protested against
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the weak giving in, and made out that the Government

would fall into contempt if he did not take his revenge.

A masked ball was announced for the night ; M. Maurice

Duval forbade it. The mayor, a sensible man, rushed to

the prefecture and pointed out to M. Maurice Duval that

if they were deprived of a pleasure upon which they

were counting, this interdict would produce the very

worst effect on people whose heads were already excited.

" What of that ? " returned M. Duval, so one was told.

" What of that ? Why, there will be a riot !

"

" Good ! the rioters will fling stones at the soldiers
;

but, if they fling stones, the soldiers will put bullets into

them, that is all."

This retort, the truth of which there is nothing to

establish, spread throughout the town.

At night, in the theatre, there were outcries to hold

the ball forbidden by the prefet ; but matters went no

further than that.

Next day the town seemed quiet ; but a rumour spread

abroad that they were going to give a charivari that night

to M. le prefet. The Dauphine charivaris are celebrated

;

some time previously they had given one at Vizille, which

had made much stir. In the morning M. Maurice Duval
was warned of the project. So he sent an order to the

mayor to put a battalion of the National Guard under

arms. Now this despatch,—by what cause or from what
reason is still unknown,—sent from the prefecture at noon,

never reached the Mairie until a quarter to five in the even-

ing. This was too late : the summons could not take effect.

The charivari was no empty threat. About eight

at night a gathering began to collect : it had nothing

hostile about it, for nearly a third of it was composed
of women and children. This crowd, which had no arms,

nor even at that moment, at least, any means necessary

for the giving of a charivari, was contented with shouts of

laughter, uttering of halloes, and occasionally cries of

" Down with the prefet !

"
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This was all very disagreeable, but ranked, however,

among the insults to which not merely public functionaries

are exposed, but Conservative deputies even still more.

A summons could put an end to the gathering of the

crowd ; but M. Duval was not content with merely re-

establishing order ; he wished to punish those who had

annoyed him. He gave orders to MM. Vidal and Jourdan,

police commissaries, to go to the barracks where the soldiers

had been confined for four hours, each to take a company,

and to surround the agitators. Amongst these agitators,

a tipsy youth was bringing notice upon himself by his

droll gesticulations and frantic shouts. The police agents

made way through the crowd to arrest the charivariseiir

from the midst of its numbers. The crowd let them do

so, and the young man was taken away to the guard-

house. But the arrest was hardly accomplished before

all those men who had kept silence, and given way to

two policemen, reproached themselves with their cowardice,

and excited one another, clamouring at the top of their

voices for the prisoner. Then the charivari began to

change its aspect : it turned to a riot. It was at this

moment, and as the first deputy of the mayor was about

to set the prisoner free—who, ignorant of the cause of all

the uproar, had been asleep in the guardhouse—that the

grenadiers and light infantry appeared : the grenadiers,

led by M. Vidal, were advancing across the Place Saint-

Andr6; the infantry, led by M. Jourdan, by the rue du

Quai. These were the only two ways of egress. The

soldiers wore the gloomy expression which indicates

determined purpose. They marched in file, advanced in

silence, the drummers having their drums on their backs.

Suddenly M. Vidal disappeared, and across the Place

Saint-Andre this order was given from between the

of&cer's clenched teeth— "Soldiers, forward!" The
grenadiers lowered their rifles at this order—charged their

bayonets and advanced at charging pace, taking up the

whole width of the street, The crowd fled by the rue
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du Quai, the only outlet which seemed open to it ; but

in that street it met and dashed against another crowd
which was flying before the infantry. Then on all sides

a frightful tumult took place in the crowd thus threatened,

and it was drowned in the voice of an officer who gave

this laconic order
—

" Fix bayonets ! charge !
" Almost

at the same moment cries of pain succeeded those of

terror ; one could distinguish this from the anguished

tones which cried out

—

" Pardon ! . . . Help ! . . . Murder !

"

Luckily the windows of a study opened and some
thirty persons rushed into the shelter thus afforded.

M. Marion, councillor to the cour royale of Grenoble, flung

himself into the entry of Bailly's shop, and there met a

man covered with blood. A student named Huguet,

wishing to protect a woman threatened with a grenadier's

bayonet, threw himself in front of her and received on his

arm the blow meant for her. A cabinetmaker named
Guibert backed up against the wall, seeing the circle of

bayonets come towards him, cried out, " Do not hit me!
I am not making any disturbance !

" He received three

thrusts from the bayonets, one of which, in the groin,

sent him spinning close to the statue of Bayard.

Imagine that statue, after three hundred years, looking

on with the eyes of the chevalier sans peur et sans reproche,

and judge of his amazement !

It was in the midst of this turmoil that Bastide and the

two brothers Vasseur arrived. The opportunity for

which the intrepid agent of the Soci^te des Municipalites

was looking had come to meet him. The two brothers

Vasseur exchanged a few words with the associates, and,

during the night, all the young men, enrolled in secret

companies, rushed off to meet Bastide. All were of

opinion that the moment had come to strike the blow.

There was such enthusiasm in those young heads at this

period, such courage in all young hearts, that they had
scarcely realised their conviction before they were trying
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to imbue others with the idea that the time for action had

come. Every one thought that the fiery atmosphere he

breathed was the atmosphere of the whole of France. It

was then decided that, next day, they should take ad-

vantage of all the circumstances and try to get up a more

serious struggle. It was, indeed, a wonder they waited

till the morrow.

Next day everything was just what the patriots could

desire : public anger was at its height, and general indig-

nation overflowed. The number of wounded was exagger-

ated, and they said the journeyman cabinetmaker, Guibert,

was dead. On all sides an inquest was being demanded.

The procureur-gen6ral, M. Moyne, said openly that he

should prosecute the guilty parties, whoever they were.

The Cour royale took up the matter. All these rumours,

all this budding news, spread and increased with fearful

rapidity, like a storm roaring in the air. The curses of

the city were concentrated on the pr^fet and the 35th

regiment of the line—on those who had given the orders,

and those who had carried them out.^ About ten o'clock

in the morning the rappel beat in every street of Grenoble :

the National Guard was being called out by order of the

municipal councillors. But at the same time that the

National Guards were going to their posts, the young

men who formed no part of the National Guard ran

hither and thither, passing about among the armed men,
exchanging a few brief words with them which proved

that the whole population shared the same feeling, and,

asking for rifles, spread the flames of the insurrection that

was already visible.

Then two very separate and distinct and decided au-

thorities revealed themselves : the municipal authority,

which proceeded by means of gentleness and conciliation ;

and the regal authority, which exercised compulsion and
terror.

Two proclamations both appeared simultaneously

;

* See Appendix.
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one proceeding from the mayor's side, the other from that

of the pr^fet ; the pr^fet's proclamation was torn down
with cursings ; the mayor's was applauded enthusiastically-

At this moment the roof of the Hotel de Ville filled with

infantry, whose rifles could be seen shining in the shade
;

the piqueurs of the previous day were recognisable, and
from all parts shouts of " Down with the pr6fet ! Down
with the 35th of the line !

" went up. The pr^fet, who
thought he had taken all the coercive measures necessary,

waited at the prefecture, having by him General Saint-

Clair and all his staff.

At this instant M. Maurice Duval, MM. Ducruy,
Buisson and Arribert were announced. These three well-

known names, honourably known names, belonged to the

municipal council of the town. They came to ask the

pr^fet for the surrender to the National Guard of the

positions occupied by the 35th of the line !

General Saint-Clair had realised the gravity of the

situation ; he guessed that something more serious than

a quarrel supervening a charivari was exciting them
down below ; he discerned in it the counter-stroke of the

Parisian risings ; that there was Republican influence at

work. Therefore, in spite of the opposition of the prefet,

he announced that he was prepared to give up to the

National Guard all the positions which contained under a

dozen men.
" Does the guard which watches at the gate of your

hotel understand ? " asked the prefet.

" That is the first I shall give up," replied the general.

In fact, the order was about to be given when a great

noise was heard in the courtyard of the prefecture. The
crowd had invaded it, and blows resounded on the gates.

" What does that signify ? " General Saint-Clair asked.
" Parbleu !

" rephed M. Maurice Duval, laughing, " that

means that with your fine measures of conciliation we,

you cind I, shall be flung out of the windows !

"

The betting was a hundred to one that the prophecy
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would be fulfilled ; so the general, his staff and the pr6fet

left the defence of the prefecture to a detachment of

firemen, and hastened into the hall of the Mairie. They
found a large number of the National Guard collected

there to defend the Hotel de Ville and the municipal

council, if these should be attacked, but they did not

seem in the least degree disposed to extend that protection

to the prefet and General Saint-Clair. The latter was not

mistaken, for he felt there was something unknown and
more portentous beneath all this than a provincial riot

;

it was Bastide and the brothers Vasseur—old campaigners,

whose first stripes traced back to Carbonarism—who
were leading the movement.
At the cry that went up in the town of " Guibert is

dead !
" Bastide had conceived an idea which he had

communicated to his companions ; it was to pick up the

body and carry it about the streets, shouting
—

" To arms !

"

We know what a similar procession, leaving the Vaude-
ville Theatre in 1830, had produced, and we have since

seen what the same manoeuvre did after the famous
discharge of the 14th of the line on the boulevard des

Capucines. Consequently, Bastide sent men to Guibert's

dwelling. The dead body was to be borne to the house

occupied by the brothers Vasseur, and the cortege was,

from there, to march through all the streets of the town.

Whilst they were going to Guibert's house, the younger
Vasseur reorganised the volunteer corps with which, in

1830, he had attempted to invade Savoy. A desperate

chamois-hunter, he had then carried on a most curious

warfare among the mountains, which deserved a historian

all to itself. Later, he was exiled from France, and
travelled over Mexico and Texas ; and, on his return, he

was seized with cholera, and died. He was a man of

lofty purpose, adored at Grenoble, specially by the men
with whom he had made the strange enterprise of stirring

up and conquering Savoy.

As he ran to announce that his volunteer corps was
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ready, the messengers sent to Guibert's home to get the

body came to tell in a whisper that Guibert was very ill,

but not dead. This was a great disappointment ; at the

same time, with his usual cleverness, Bastide changed his

plan : as people's spirits seemed prepared for bold under-

takings, the voluntary corps of the younger Vasseur

afforded him actual power ; he ordered them to march
upon the prefecture. It was the noise of the invasion led

by Bastide which had echoed in the apartments, and had

obliged General Saint-Clair and M. Maurice Duval to

take refuge in the Mairie, in order not to be flung out of

the windows, as the prefet said. At the same time,

Vasseur the younger, with his volunteer corps, drew up
in front of the Mairie windows. So, when General Saint-

Clair made the suggestion of giving up to the National

Guard all the posts with less than a dozen men at them,

a voice rose up and shouted, " It is too late !

"

What is it in those four words of eleven letters that

is so fatal and cabalistic ?

The insurgents now demanded the occupation of all the

posts held by the National Guard with the exception of the

three town gates, which were to be guarded by the National

Guard, artillery and engineers unitedly. The conditions

were severe. General Saint-Clair determined to face the

insurgents instead of sending a parley ; he went into the

courtyard himself and wanted to harangue the crowd.

But a young man came from out the crowd with his arm
in a sling. It was Huguet, who had been wounded the

previous day. He exchanged a few vivacious words with

the general which were only heard by those around them,

but which the latter repeated to others ; and it was thus

they learned that Huguet, with the vigour of a man who
had risked his life the day before, protested against

the return of the 35th of the line. Universal applause

greeted Huguet's protest ; whilst Vasseur, thinking it was
time to learn why he and his volunteers were there, em-
braced him before everybody. The effect of this saluta-

I
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tion was electrical. They shouted, " Vive Vasseurf Vive

Huguet I Vive le Maire ! . . . Down with the prefet /

Down with the -^^th of the line !
"

A young man called Gauthier stretched out his arm,

seized General Saint-Clair by the collar, and cried aloud

—

" General, you are my prisoner !

"

The general offered no resistance, although the soldiers

were within call of his voice, and he knew he had only to

say a word to bring about a more terrible struggle than

that of the previous day ; but he hesitated to give that

word, and followed the man who arrested him. They
took the general to his hotel, and Vasseur placed sentinels

from his volunteer company at every door. At the same
time, Bastide, who was studying the whole situation,

thought that the moment had come to assault the pre-

fecture. The doors were forced in at the first attempt,

and, in spite of the resistance of the firemen, the insurgents

entered the vestibule and tried the doors of the apart-

ments : they were all solidly barricaded on the inside.

A street urchin—they are everywhere to be found, and
always at the head of any uproar—succeeded in breaking

and forcing open the lower panel of a door. Bastide

slipped through the aperture and received a blow from a

bayonet which tore his coat and scratched his breast

;

but he seized the bayonet with both hands, and the

soldier, drawing his rifle towards himself at the same time

drew in Bastide, who found himself inside, snatched the

rifle from the soldier's hands, and opened the two sides of

the swinging door to those who followed him. The pre-

fecture was captured.

The rumour had gone abroad that the prefet was hidden

in a cupboard. Bastide himself presided over the opening

of all the cupboards ; but they were empty—of pr^fets,

at any rate. The next thing was to take the citadel.

At Grenoble, as in ancient Arx, the citadel is situated on

a hill, and commands the whole town. Bastide asked for

some volunteer to take the citadel with him ; an artillery-
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man named Gervais came forward. They both climbed

the steep slope ; when they reached within twenty yards

of the sentry, the latter cried

—

" Who goes there ?
"

" The Commandant of the fortress," replied Bas-

tide.

The sentry presented arms and let Bastide and M.
Gervais pass. The taking possession was as rapidly

carried out as the entry. Bastide, who remembered
his profession of artillery captain, had six pieces of cannon
brought out and put in position in the square. When
they had reached that place, their success had reached

its height. Nothing, indeed, had been prepared that

could give a serious check to such a sudden attack. Whilst

Bastide was entering the prefecture and carrying the

citadel, timid hearts were alarmed to see the direction in

which the fiery spirits were going. Reaction began to

set in.

When Bastide came down into the town again, after

making sure of the citadel, he found that the National

Guard had relieved the posts at General Saint-Clair's

hotel. It had taken all Vasseur's influence over his men
to prevent a collision between them and the volunteer

corps. From that time Bastide realised that, if Lyons
did not rise, all was lost. General Saint-Clair, who
desired to restore the peace which he had not been able

to maintain, spoke of sending a deputation to General

Hulot, charged with asking him for the return of the

35th. He mentioned the name of M. Julien Bertrand.

Bastide offered and was accepted. M. Bress, aide-de-

camp of General Saint-Clair, was added to them, and
they all three set out for Lyons. It will be understood

that the mission demanded by Bastide was only an excuse.

He wanted to confer with the Republicans of Lyons, and

10
ascertain what could be done.

One single power was left at Grenoble after they left :

he municipal. The pr6fet was sheltering in the barracks
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—the National Guard was distributing cartridges through

the mayor.

The three deputies reached Lyons in the middle of

the night. They were at once taken to General Hulot.

Bastide was the spokesman.
" Grenoble is taken ; General Saint-Clair is a prisoner

;

the pr6fet is in hiding, or has taken flight ; thirty-five

thousand insurgents occupy the town ; and the peasants

of the surrounding country are beginning to come down
from the mountains."

This news, given with the air of perfect truth, which

neither M. Bertrand nor M. Bress denied, frightened

General Hulot, who acceded to the retreat of the 35th

and the sending away of the pr^fet, gave a written order

to M. Bress and despatched him straight to Paris.

Bastide left General Hulot's house with M. de Gasparin,

Mayor of Lyons. M. de Gasparin held advanced Liberal

opinions : he reminded Bastide that he was the son of

the regicide, and that all his inclinations were towards

Republicanism. Bastide left M. de Gasparin and
immediately put himself into communication with the

Republicans of Lyons, whom he had seen during his

last tour. They assured him that, if Grenoble only held

out forty-eight hours, they would begin a 24th of Nov-
ember more terrible than the first. And, indeed, that

24th of November burst out in 1834. Bastide set out for

Grenoble. All had calmed down during his absence.

The volunteer corps was disbanded, and constitutional

order was re-established everywhere. They offered Bastide

the choice of taking refuge for himself in Piedmont or

Savoy ; but he feared that, by following this advice, he

would pass for an insurrectionary agent, and contented

himself with taking a boat and going down the Rh6ne
with the two brothers Vasseur, who lived in the dt^parte-

ment de I'Ard^che ; when there, the three conspirators

would be at home, and would have a thousand means of

evading search. At Romans they were all three arrested
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and taken back to Grenoble. At the same time, M.

Huguet was arrested, he who had harangued General

Saint-Clair, also M. Gauthier, who had arrested the general.

Meanwhile General Hulot's orders had been carried out,

and on 16 March the 35th of the line had left the town.

Casimir Perier, bilious and irritable all over, still more

irritable on account of the disease to which he was to

succumb two months later, learnt this news with rage.

Casimir Perier was a minister of strong aversions and

p>etty views ; to him France was divided into friends and
enemies. His desire was not to govern France, but to

destroy his personal enemies. A financier, he wanted

peace before all else ; he did all in his power to keep up
the revenue, and made impossible efforts to increase

it still more. The Bourse actually went into mourning

at his death !

By his order le Moniteur published an article in praise

of the 35th. This was nothing : from the point of view

of the Government the 35th had merely done its duty.

But, simultaneously with these praises, which had been

allowed to pass, the article added that the military

had only resisted aggression : that many were already

wounded when they charged, whilst, on the contrary,

the injuries of the agitators had been exaggerated. These

inaccuracies were common knowledge ; but one knows
that the Government of King Louis-Philippe did not

shrink from that sort of thing. MM. Duboys-Ayme and
Felix R6al, deputies of the arrondissement of Grenoble,

wrote to le Moniteur to give the real facts of the case.

Le Moniteur refused to put in their letters. In the sitting

of 20 March, M. Duboys-Ayme asked leave to speak,

mounted the rostrum and questioned the minister upon
the subject of the occurrences at Grenoble. Gamier-
Pag^s, an advanced leader of the Republican party in the

Chamber, supported him.
" How can the Government bestow blame or praise

without previous inquiry ? How can it be satisfied from
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the prdfet's report that the pr^fet did right ; from the

report of the military commandant how decide that the

armed force acted rightly ; from the report of the procureur-

g^neral how be satisfied to extol the procureur- general ?
"

" I," the orator said, " do not judge harshly like that.

Although I may say that the correspondence and the two
newspapers of Grenoble—papers of absolutely opposite

opinions—relate the facts in the same way ; although we
have a thousand proofs to one that the rioters were not

summoned to disperse by the town authorities, I should

but speak hypothetically, and I say : // those orders were

not carried out, still the citizens were killed I
"

At these final words the Centres took up the dubious

phrase and turned it into the affirmative ; they shouted

loudly, so that the speaker could not go on.

M. Dupin ascended the rostrum ; the Centres quietened

down. They knew that, under any circumstances, M. Dupin
was the King's advocate, both in the law-courts and in

the tribune.

Here is a specimen of the speech of the deputy for la

Nievre

—

" How can you expect a government to progress," asked
M. Dupin, " when at the very heart of the national repre-

sentation itself—a microcosm of the population, among
the trustees of its power—the first movement is not in

favour of the authorities and the instruments of law, and
the first impulse is to put authority in the wrong
and reason to flight ? It is said that the Riot Act was
not read ; but when should it be read ? When public

gatherings become disquieting by their outcries and by
their presence, but not when a violent aggression displays

itself by methods of action and open attacks."

At these words the president of the Council rose
;

though pale, he had a fiery and energetic soul in his

sickly, debilitated body, and he exclaimed

—

" That is the question ; speak !

"
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M. Dupin, encouraged by the president of the Council

and by the cries of the Centres, continued

—

" When legal order is called upon, it must submit itself

to the rules of legality. If I am attacked by a malefactor
in the streets of the town, I invoke the help of the magis-
trates, the legal protection of authority; but if, single-

handed, I am attacked on the high road, I become a magis-
trate in my own cause, and I defend myself from anything
and everything. . . . Think of it, gentlemen, can a French
army consent to quit its hearths, its family, to be at the
disposal of the magistrates, to watch over the defence
and protection of its citizens, and yet allow itself to be
insulted, attacked, killed at a street corner and at the
bottom of a passage ? Messieurs, I am certain that the
whole population of Grenoble is indignant.

" M. GARNiER-PAofes.—Yes, indignant, that is true.
" M. Duboys-Ayme.—Indignant, but against authority.
" M. Dupin.—It is indignant against the authors of the

disturbance. Who, then, brought about these troubles

and misfortunes ? Not the young men, who were simply
amusing themselves with an inoffensive masquerade.
It is an Abominable Crime, it is to simulate the
Murder of the King !

"

Thus a great confession had just been made by M.
Dupin, the king's man.
The king is the Budget and the two supplementary

trusts. To make game of the two and the Budget by means
of a masquerade is to simulate the murder of the king !

An enemy would not have said anything better. O La
Fontaine ! good La Fontaine ! what stones M. Dupin has

flung at the head of his friend Louis-Philippe ! This last

one was one of the heaviest.

A few days later, a report arrived from the municipality

of Grenoble. It stated

—

"I. That the masquerade of 11 March in no way
typified the assassination of the king.

'

' 2. That the National Guard had been convoked too
late to assemble.
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" 3. That no shouts in any way hostile to the Govern-
ment or to the king had been uttered beneath the prefet's

windows.
" 4. That M. Duval had, indeed, given the order to the

Commissaries of the Police to surround the gathering of

people, but not to disperse it.

" 5. That no legal summons had been made.
" 6. That the place of gathering was destitute of stones

that could be thrown at the soldiers.
" 7. That amongst the wounds given to the citizens,

fourteen had been received from behind.
" 8. That one soldier only had entered the hospital four

days after the events of the 12th, for some inflammatory
attack consequent on a kick.

" 9. Finally, that the events of the 13th were the
inevitable result of the exasperation of mind caused by a
flagrant violation of the law, and that the conduct of the

National Guard of Grenoble had been not only irreproach-

able, but even deserved the gratitude of the citizens."

Better still, the tribunal of the Police Correctionnelle,

before which the accused had been sent, for want of power
to hand them over to the Court of Assizes, decided that

their conduct had not been more than imprudent ; in

consequence of which decision Bastide was liberated, and
returned to Paris.

Not one witness had desired to recognise him, not

even the fireman who had dealt him a blow in the chest

with his bayonet, and from whom Bastide had snatched

his gun. But the Government could not be wrong, and
the 35th returned to the town, drums beating, bands

playing, slow matches ready. Only one protest was made,

which will illustrate the French mind.

An approaching workman, who did not know for what
deadly object this match was intended, remarked to

the gunner

—

" My friend, please let me have a light for my pipe."



CHAPTER II

General Dermoncourt's papers—Protest of Charles x. against the

usurpation of the Due d'Orleans—The stoutest of political

men—Attempt at restoration planned by Madame la duchesse

de Berry—The Carlo-Alberto—How I wTite authentic notes

—

Landing of Madame near La Ciotat—Legitimist affray at

Marseilles—Madame set out for La Vendue—M. de Bonnechose
—M. de V'illeneuve—M. de Lorges

NOW that we have seen what was happening in the

east of France, let us see what was happening

in the west. In order properly to estimate the fire which

was about to set Paris aflame, we must cast a glance on

that which was devouring the provinces. Having
followed the attempts of the Republican party in the

departements of the Rhone and of Isere, let us follow

those of the Legitimist party in the departements of La
Loire-Inferieure Morbihan and la Vendue.

Further, we can guarantee the exact accuracy of the

incidents we are about to give : they are taken from

the papers of General Dermoncourt, my father's aide-de-

camp, of whom I have often had occasion to speak ; and

amongst those papers were a large number of notes

sent by the Duchesse de Berry herself, which had been

used in the second edition of the book, La Vendee el

Madame, published by General Dermoncourt in 1834.

It will not have been forgotten that, by a strange co-

incidence of circumstances, it was this General Dermon-
court and the same M. Maurice Duval with whom we have

just been concerned in connection with the troubles at

Grenoble, who, the one being commandant of the military
215
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force, the other representing the regal authority, took

Madame la duchesse de Berry in her hiding-place at Nantes.

Let us say a few words about the way in which the in-

surrection of la Vendue had been set going, and as to the

point it had reached at the period to which we have now
come ; a few words which will form a sequel to what we
have just related of the events at Lyons and Grenoble.

Twenty years ago everybody was acquainted with the

smallest details of what we are about to describe ; now,

every one has forgotten them. History passes quickly in

France ! In another part of our Memoirs we followed

Charles x. and the Royal Family to Cherbourg. On 24

August 1830 the old king protested at Lulworth against

the usurpation of the rights of his family, and reserved to

himself power over the regency until the majority of

his grandson.

Here is the protest, which, I believe, has not been

published in France

—

" We, Charles, the tenth of that name, by the grace of

God, King of France and of Navarre."^ The misfortunes

which have just burst over France, and the desire to guard
against greater, decided us on the 2nd day of the current

month, in our Chateau of Rambouillet, to abdicate the

crown, and at the same time we induced our beloved
son to renounce his rights in favour of our grandson,

the Due de Bordeaux. By a similar deposition, dated
yesterday, at the same place, and repeated in the second
Act, we named provisionally as lieutenant-general of the

kingdom a prince of our blood who has since accepted from
the hands of rebels the usurped title of King of the

French. After an event of such a nature, we cannot
hasten too soon to fulfil the duties which devolve upon
us, as well in the interests of France, a sacred trust

which has been handed on to us by our ancestors,

and in our unswerving confidence in divine justice. For
which reasons we protest, in our own name and in that

of our successors, against all usurpation of the legitimate

rights of our family to the crown of France. We revoke

* See Appendix.
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and declare the above-mentioned deposition null by which
we entrusted the lieutenant-generalship of the kingdom
to the Due d'Orleans.

" We reserve to ourselves the prerogative of the

regency so long as there is need for it, until the majority
of our grandson Henri v , who was called to the throne

in consequence of the Act issued at Rambouillet on the

second day of this month ; this majority, fixed by Crown
Statutes and the tradition of the kingdom, will be reached
at the beginning of his fourteenth year, on the 30th day
of the month of September 1833.

" In case it shall please providence to remove us before

the majority of King Henri v., his mother, our beloved
daughter, the Duchesse de Berry, shall be Regent of the

kingdom. The present declaration shall be made public

and communicated to those who are rightly concerned in

the matter when circumstances shall ordain.
" Drawn up at Lulworth, the 24th day of the month

of August of the year of grace 1830, the sixth of our
reign. Signed : Charles "

Nevertheless, six months later, Madame la duchesse de

Berry having thought a third Vendee possible, and having

communicated that belief to the old king, he gave her a

letter, dated from Edinburgh, addressed to the RoyaUsts

in France, so that, in spite of his declaration of 24 August,

they should recognise her at once as Regent. The
declaration is as follows :

—

" M * * *, Head of the Civil Authority in the province
of * * , shall combine with the principal authorities to
draw up and publish a proclamation in favour of Henri v.

,

in which they shall announce that Madame, Duchesse de
Berry, shall be regent of the kingdom during the minority
of the king, her son, and that she shall take the title upon
her entry into France ; for such is our will.

" Signed : Charles
"Edinburgh, 27 January 1834"

Since her departure from France, Madame la duchesse

de Berry, whose body was enfeebled, temper changeable

and spirit vigorous and adventurous, had dreamed of
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playing the part of Maria Theresa. La Vendee was her

Hungary, and the vaUant woman, leaving Paris by way
of Rambouillet, Dreux and Cherbourg, hoped to re-enter

it via Nantes, Tours and Orleans. The whole of her little

Court, whether through interest or from blindness, painted

France to her as ready to rise up. Letters from la Vendee

even left no doubt on the point. M. de Sesmaisons him-

self a statesman and consequently competent to judge

in the matter, besides being a peer of France, at that time

wrote to Madame

—

" Let Her Royal Highness but come to Vendee and she
will see that my stomach, although European in its stout-

ness, will not prevent me from leaping either the hedges or

ditches ! If Madame de Stael called M. de Lally-Tollendal

the stoutest of sentient beings, M. de Sesmaisons might be
styled the stoutest of political men."

The following anecdote is related of him :

—

When M. de Sesmaisons came from Nantes to Paris

by public conveyance, he was in the habit of taking two

places in the carriage, less from selfishness than from

courtesy ; for, though living in the present century, he was

a type of the courtesy of another epoch, as he was a type of

loyalty for all ages. Having changed his valet, and being

about to start for Paris, he sent his new servant to the

mail coach-office to reserve his two places as usual. The
man returned two minutes later.

" Well," M. de Sesmaisons asked him, " can I have my
two places ?

"

" Yes, monsieur le Comte ; only one will be in the

coup6 and the other inside."

Carried away by all these exhortations, and still more

by her own wishes, Madame wrote on 14 December to

M. de Coislin

—

" I have long been aware, my dear comte, of the zeal

and devotion which you and yours are ready to show for

my son's cause. I would like to reiterate that, on such
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occasions, I will count on you, as you may rely on me
for gratitude. Marie Caroline

" 14 December 1831 "

It was therefore decided in the httle Court of Massa

—

Madame had gone to Italy after she left England, and
lived in a town in the duchy of Modena—that public spirit

in France had arrived at a sufficient point of maturity to be

acted upon. Consequently a letter in cipher, written in

invisible ink, informed all the leaders in the south and west

of France to make themselves ready. Here is the transla-

tion of that letter. The first undeciphered word which

betrayed all the rest was Lyon—
" I shall make known to Nantes, Angers, Rennes and

Lyons that I am in France
;
prepare to take up arms

as soon as you receive notice to that effect, and calculate

that you will probably receive it about the 2nd or 3rd of

next May. If messengers cannot pass through, public

report will inform you of my arrival, and you will take

up arms without delay."

On 24 April 1832, Madame embarked on the steamer

Carlo-Alberto, which she had chartered at her own ex-

pense. The princess put into port at Nice ; on the

evening of the 28th she reached the waters of Marseilles,

in sight of the Planier lighthouse, in the neighbourhood of

which she was to join forces with her followers. The
period between the night of the 19th to the 30th was

fixed for the movement which was to burst forth at

Marseilles.

From this moment we can follow Madame la duchesse

de Berry step by step, without fear of making mistakes for

one instant, as to her itinerary, or as to the events which

accompanied her entry into France, and her journey

through the southern provinces. This is how we are sure

of the facts which we are going to relate. My connection

with General Dermoncourt is known ; I do not know
when it began ; it went back to my infancy. Dermon-
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court was one of those rare friends who remain faithful

through ill fortune ; and from the moment I came to Paris,

like Lethieres, another friend of my father, he held out

an encouraging hand to me. He had commanded in la

Vendee : it was he who had received Madame when she

came out of the chimney - place where she was hidden.

Being obliged to choose between the frank and open face

of the general and the prefet's surly one, the princess placed

herself in his hands and under the protection of his

honour. He has often related to me during our long talks

all the episodes in that war. Once I suggested he should

jot down all his recollections on paper, and he agreed to do
so. I looked over his work ; I put it into a possible

shape, whilst religiously retaining the substance, and the

first edition of La Vendee et Madame appeared. The book
made a great stir ; three thousand copies were sold in less

than a week. Everybody read it, even the princess herself.

Madame was much astonished to find in a book where
Republican sentiments were openly avowed such complete
impartiality and courtesy. She sent to thank General

Dermoncourt ; and, as a few details were erroneous, or

lacking in complete accuracy, she offered notes to General

Dermoncourt in case he should publish a second edition.

The ingratitude of the Government left General Der-

moncourt almost in a state of destitution. A first edition

brought him in 2000 francs, I believe ; a second edition,

producing the same amount, was to him like manna
dropped from the skies. He accepted the comments of

Madame la duchesse de Berry, and advertised a second

edition, revised, corrected and increased to twice the thick-

ness by authentic notes given to the author since the first

publication. Unfortunately, I knew the source whence
the notes came, and I was afraid that they would give a

Legitimist tone to the book. I authorised Dermoncourt
to take what suited him in the first edition, but I refused

to lend a hand in the second. The second edition ap-

peared, and had as great a success as the first.
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I was not mistaken. Unconsciously to the general,

probably, the tricolour flag had faded in his hands, and,

as far as those were concerned who only gave superficial

attention to the matter, it could be taken for a white flag,

or, at any rate, a whitewashed one.

Nowadays, when my opinions are sufficiently well known
for me not to fear being accused of any other motive than

sympathy with the misfortunes of the woman, I do not

hesitate, now we have reached this period in our history,

to make use of the notes which have remained at my dis-

position. The reader will therefore have an official itinerary

and authentic facts put before him. Having concluded this

digression, we will return to our narrative.

Landing was very laborious. A strong fishing - boat

appeared for several nights at the Planier lighthouse, was
signalled and recognised : the sign to come nearer was
given, audit came alongside the Carlo-Alberto. But there

was a heavy sea ; the two boats, lifted one after the other

without harmony in their movements by the furious

waves, collided, fell apart, came nearer and knocked

up against one another ; the moment had to be seized,

when the two sides were nearly on a level, to spring from

one to the other at the risk of a dangerous descent upon

the wet and consequently slippery seats of the boat. At
last, the trans-shipment was accomplished. The princess

crossed from the steamer into the ship's boat with six

persons from her suite, and a pilot who had been in

Madame's service for a long while, and who knew all the

points of the coast, as well as the different rallying

signals that might indicate that the shore was dangerous,

or that they might land in safety.

The boat which had come to meet the princess was a

fishing-boat : its sails were saturated with sea water,

which never dries ; the water stood stagnant in the

bottom ; the tar with which the boat was repaired exhaled a

nauseous and disgusting odour ; moreover, it was without

a bridge, without shelter from the cold and piercing sea
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wind, and it allowed the crest of the waves which broke

against its sides to pour over in-board, sometimes in wet

spray, at times in a heavy rainfall. The princess and her

companions were ill clad for such a condition of things
;

added to this, they were overtaken by that intolerable

indisposition called sea sickness. Imagine a dark, cold,

gloomy night, and you will have an idea of the hour

which passed after leaving the steamer for the fishing-

smack. At last they thought they had reached the

landing-place, when, on approaching the land, they per-

ceived a light on the shore. As they came nearer, it in-

creased in size and became decipherable : what they had
at first taken for the pre-concerted signal transformed

itself into a blazing fire, and, by the aid of a night-glass,

they could distinguish eight to ten coastguardsmen warming
themselves by the fire. They had to take themselves off

hastily to a distance ; and yet it was imperative they

should land before daybreak. Unluckily, the point

whereat the coastguardsmen had established themselves

was the only one where it was possible to land ; almost

everywhere else the coast was inaccessible. They risked

themselves among the rocks, and succeeded in grounding

by a miracle.

Madame had shown admirable courage during the

three hours that had just elapsed. She was possessed of

one of those delicate and nervous organisations which
seem as though they could be crumpled up by a breath,

but which, nevertheless, do not enjoy the full use of their

powers until storms are in the air and in their hearts. As
she landed, she uttered a cry of joy.

" Come," she said, " forget it all : we are in France !

"

Yes, they were in France, and there their real danger

began.

Happily, the pilot who had just brought the boat to

land on an almost inaccessible shore was also as well

acquainted with the inland country as with the seacoast

;

he took command of the little band, and respectfully but
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firmly pointed out to the princess and her companions

that they must start at once to gain a hiding-place before

day broke.

Madame was expected at a house three leagues from

the shore, belonging to an old officer devoted to her cause
;

but when she reached the house its owner did not think

the retreat safe enough, and she had to go three-quarters

of a league farther to another dwelling-place. The route

taken was among rocks and by almost impracticable ways.

It was broad daylight when at last they arrived. The
princess was horribly tired, as were also those who
accompanied her ; but as she did not complain, no one

else dare do so. The house was an ideal hiding-place for

conspirators ; it was lonely, and surrounded by woods and
rocks.

They insisted that Madame should go to bed ; but she

would not consent until she had seen two members of

her suite set off for Marseilles. These persons were

charged with the mission of informing M * * * of her

arrival. M * * was one of the people who had made
himself responsible to the princess for an insurrection in

her favour, not only at Marseilles, but also throughout

the whole of the south.

We will indicate by asterisks, by initials, or by name,
according as we shall judge it advisable to have more
or less regard for their position, those persons who
took part in the enterprise the course of which we are

relating.

The same night, one of the messengers returned with a

note ; it was short, but significant. It enclosed this simple

statement, " Marseilles will move to-morrow."

The other person had remained to take part in the

movement. Madame was beside herself with dehght.

According to what she had been told, Marseilles and the

South only wanted the opportunity to rise in her favour.

Night came ; but, in spite of the fatigues she had gone

through, the princess slept little. The first arm of her
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party was engaged, and was in action at that very

moment. This is what really took place.

Throughout the night the town was thronged with

Legitimist gatherings, carrying the white standard, and

shouting, " Vive Henri V. / " At three o'clock in the

morning a dozen armed men appeared at the Church of

St. Laurent, got possession of the keys of the tower, and,

whilst some rang the tocsin, others set up the white

standard ; others, without the tocsin, had done the same

at the Patache. The tricolour had been dragged in the

gutter. At the same time, the esplanade de la Tourelle was

crowded with people. It was said that the Duchesse de

Berry and M. de Bourmont were expected on the Carlo-

Alberto. This rumour was set about with the object of

diverting the attention of the police towards the sea.

Finally, a great crowd still resorted to the Palais de

Justice with shouts of " Vive la ligne ! vive Henri V. !
"

Unhappily for Madame's fortunes, the sub-lieutenant

who commanded that post was a patriot, almost a Re-

publican, and, instead of sympathising with the cries and

the movement, he came out of his guard-house, commanded
the gathering to disperse and, upon a refusal to do this

by the person who appeared to be leader, he seized

him by the collar and, after a pretty violent struggle,

flung him into the guard-house. The leader was hardly

arrested before a panic of terror took hold of the con-

spirators : cries of " Save yourselves !
" were heard,

the soldiers fell upon the fugitives and three fresh arrests

were made. At two o'clock in the afternoon a frigate left

the harbour to give chase to the Carlo-Alberto, which

could be discerned floating on the horizon, without sail or

steam ; but, at sight of the hostile disposition being taken

against her, the Carlo-Alberto got up steam and set sail,

shrouded herself in smoke and sail and disappeared to-

wards the south-east.

It was fortunate for the Duchesse de Berry ; they be-

lieved she was on board, and, the Carlo-Alberto having
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regained the high seas, they were convinced it carried her

away with it. She, however, waited still in the little

house. The persons who remained with her could form

an idea of her impatience as one, two, three hours went
by. At last, at four o'clock, two messengers arrived,

scared and breathless. They shouted

—

" The movement has failed ! You must quit France

instantly !

"

The duchesse bore up against the blow, and had the

courage to smile.

" Leave France ? " she said, "I do not see that

;

the urgent thing is to go from here, in order not to com-
promise our hosts

;
people may have followed the mes-

sengers."

Besides, it was not an easy matter to leave France.

The Carlo-Alberto had disappeared ; they could only

reach Piedmont again by following Hannibal's route.

Would it not be worth while risking everything, to take

a short cut across France, and to take advantage of the

conviction of the police that the Duchesse de Berry had
fled on the Carlo-Alberto, in order to attempt in la Vendee
an insurrection which had just miscarried so pitifully at

Marseilles ?

Such was the opinion of the duchesse, and, with that

rapidity of decision which is one of the potent elements

in her adventurous character, she gave the order to prepare

for departure. They had neither carriages, nor horses,

nor mules ; but the duchesse asserted that, having passed

her apprenticeship in travelling on foot, she felt she had
sufficient strength to travel in that way during the next

night, and, if necessary, the following nights also.

There only remained, therefore, to find a guide. They
sent for a rehable man and started about seven in the

evening. Night came on fast ; it was dark, they could

scarcely see where to set their feet ; in a few hours' time

all trace of the footpath had disappeared. They stopped

and tried to v'ke their bearings. They found they were

VI.— 15
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in the midst of rocks interspersed with stunted olive-

trees ; the guide was doubtful : he looked alternately at

the earth and at the sky, both equally dark ; finally,

when urged by the impatience of the duchesse, he ad-

mitted that they were lost.

" Upon my word !
" says the duchesse. "I am de-

lighted ! I am so tired that I was going to ask you to go

no farther."

So, serving her apprenticeship to a bivouacking life,

she wrapped herself in her cloak, and lay down on the

ground and slept. The same thing happened to the

Duchesse de Montpensier when she fled from France, with

Colonel Thierry.

Madame awoke, frozen with cold and very ill ; her

indisposition seemed sufficiently serious to cause her

travelling companions much anxiety. Happily, during her

sleep they had hunted about and found a sort of hut which

was used by shepherds as shelter during storms. They
carried the duchesse there, where she waited all day by
a fire of heather and dried branches. Meantime, one of

Madame's companions, M. de B 1, who belonged to that

part of the country, had gone in quest of a carriage. He
returned at daylight with a cabriolet which would only

hold three persons. They had, therefore, to separate,

and arranged a meeting-place at M. de B I's house, at

Q * *_

Madame, M. de Menars and M. de B 1 got into the

cabriolet, and were able to find an excellent road not four

yards from the place where they had spent the night.

Half-way on the first stage, they debated as to where

they should sleep. The awkward situation was that

Madame reckoned on stopping with a gentleman whose

house, unluckily, was shut up. It is true his brother lived

quite near, but he was a Republican.
" Is he a trustworthy man ? " asked the duchesse.
" The most trustworthy man I know !

" replied M. de

B 1.
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" That is well ! Then take me to him."

They wanted to argue the point with Madame.
" It is useless," she said, " I have decided to stop there."

Two hours later, Madame rang at the door of the political

enemy of whom she had come to ask for shelter. Madame
and her two travelling companions were shown into the

salon.
" Whom shall I announce to monsieur ? " the servant

asked.
" Just ask him to come down," said the duchesse

;

" I will tell him who I am myself."

A minute later, the master of the house came into the

salon. Madame went up to him.
" Monsieur," she said, " I am aware that you are a

Republican, but an outlaw is allowed no opinions : I am
the Duchesse de Berry."

The Republican bowed, put his house entirely at the

disposal of the princess, and, after having passed one of

her quietest and best nights there, Madame set off again

the next day for a little village where she had a rendezvous

with several of her partisans, and with M. de Bonnechose

in particular. He was the same good excellent young

feUow whose acquaintance, it will be recollected, I had

made at Trouville.

Another carriage had to be procured, for M. de Bonne-

chose was not to leave the princess again ; therefore, a

four-seated char-^-banc was bought and the cabriolet left

behind.

M. de B 1 was leader of the party ; he was seated

near the princess on the first seat, protected by a screen
;

MM. de Menars and de Bonnechose sat on the back seat.

During a rapid descent, edged on one side by rocks and on

the other by a precipice, the horse ran away. It was night

;

after a violent shock, M. de Menars and M. de Bonnechose

suddenly saw a voluminous object fall from the hood of

the carriage. Both believed it was Madame la duchesse

de Berry, who had been shot out of the carriage by the

I
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shaking : the object having human form lay motionless

on the road ; if it was the princess, she was either killed

or grievously wounded. Unfortunately, there was no
means of stopping the carriage ; it continued its rapid

descent for nearly a kilometre. At last the iron step,

which had been forced out of place, came in contact with

the roadway and made a kind of brake ; M. de Bonnechose,

young and light, jumped to the ground and sprang clear of

the carriage ; he found Madame very calm, with no other

anxiety but that the wind had carried her mantle away.

The carriage was badly damaged. They walked on foot

to a blacksmith's forge, where the necessary repairs were

made. The same day, the princess was received into the

family of M. de B 1.

There it was she had fixed the first rendezvous, and all

whom she had called to it were present ; they urged that

Madame should not go too far, but, on the contrary,

retrace her steps and leave France. The princess replied

with decision

—

" If I left France without going to la Vendee what would
the brave people of the West say, who have given so

many proofs of devotion to the royal cause ? They
would never forgive me, and I should deserve the re-

proaches they have many times made to my relatives,

even more than they deserve it !
^ As I promised them,

four years ago, to come amongst them in case of mis-

fortune, and as I am already in France, I will not go out

of it without keeping my promise. . . . We will start

to-night
;
prepare for my departure."

The duchesse's friends renewed their entreaties ; they

enumerated the dangers she had run ; but an argument
of that nature v/as more likely to incite than to hinder.

" God and St. Anne will help me !
" she said ;

" I have

had a good night, and I am rested ; I wish to start to-

night."

* The reader knows Charette's letter to the Comte d' Artois after

the defeat at Quiberon.
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The order given, there was nothing else to be done but
to obey it.

M. de B 1 made preparations for this departure in

the greatest secrecy. He procured a traveUing carriage

from the next village, which, on the following night, was
to wait at a given hour and place ; unluckily, it only had
three seats in it. Madame chose to accompany M. de
M^nars and M. de Villeneuve, a relative of the Marquis
de B 1, and they set out the same evening.

M. de Villeneuve, known and respected throughout the

South, was bearer of a passport for himself, his wife and
one servant. M. de Lorge solicited the humble title of

valet-de-chambre, and, at the hour for departure, came to

offer his services to Madame in a suit of livery. It

reminds one of Charles Edward at CuUoden, and of

Louis XVI. at Varennes. Madame held out her hand so

that those who could not accompany her could salute it,

assigned a rendezvous in the West, and left for la Vendee,
where we shall follow her.



CHAPTER III

Madame's itinerary—Panic—M, de Puylaroque

—

Dotnine salvutn

fac Philippum—The chateau de Dampierre—Madame de la

Myre—The pretended cousin and the cure—M. Guibourg—M. de

Bourmont—Letter of Madame to M. de Coislin—The noms de

guerre—Proclamation of Madame—New kind of henna—M. Cha-

rette—Madame is nearly drowned in the Maine—The sexton

in charge of the provisions— A night in the stable— The
Legitimists of Paris—They dispatch M. Berryer into la Vendue

THEY had to reach the place where the carriage was
by narrow footpaths which were difficult and full

of brambles ; Madame lost her shawl among them. This

was during the night between Thursday and Friday,

4 May. The carriage, brought by MM. de B 1 and

de Villeneuve, was waiting at the appointed place. The
night was calm, silent and clear ; although the moon was
only in its first quarter, they could see for some distance.

Now they thought they could perceive a man on horseback

standing on the road. One of the gentlemen slipped

among the hillocks and returned to announce that the

man on horseback was a gendarme. At the same time,

they began to hear the steps of a troop of horses, and
could see the sparks flying from the still distant hoofs of

the cavalry.

Should they depart like fugitives or boldly expose

themselves by remaining ? Madame was for the bold

course ! if they fled, no matter how quickly, they would
be sure to be overtaken ; if they stayed, and suspicion

was not aroused, they had a chance by not awaking it.

The troop advanced at a fast tn t, and they were soon
330
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noticed. They were a dozen post-horses ridden by three

postilions bringing back relays from some starting-place.

Seeing Madame's carriage on the road, they offered their

services. M. de B 1 replied in Provencal patois thank-

ing them, and they continued on their road. Behind them
went the carriage, and the gendarme was behind that.

M. de B 1, uneasy, followed, running on foot after the

carriage. The gendarme gained upon the barouche, and
was about to catch it up, when M. de B 1 rushed to

the door, saying

—

" Here comes the gendarme ; God protect you !

"

Madame looked through the glass placed in the back
of the carriage, and saw, indeed, that the gendarme was
only a few yards away, regulating his horse's pace to

that of the princess's horses. What could they think,

except that this man, having seen a carriage stopped

and surrounded by several individuals—and that at eleven

o'clock at night—had conceived suspicions and, not

daring to attack so numerous a company alone, wished to

give the alarm to the first brigade he should meet on the

road ? M. de B 1 could not run on foot the whole
stage ; so he stopped and sat by the roadside, waiting for

news when the coachman should return. When the

duchesse reached the posting inn where she had to take

fresh horses, she looked anxiously around her. The
gendarme had disappeared. No doubt he had gone to

warn the brigade. They hurried the livery-stable keeper

as much as they could, and set off with only two horses,

in order to allay suspicions ; but they were scarcely out of

the village before they found the gendarme again. He
looked like a fairy knight sprung out of the ground.

The general opinion was that there was no gendarmerie

station in the village which they had just passed through,

and that they would be arrested at the next village.

A few yards from the posting inn, the gendarme took a
side road, and they never saw him again. When they

reached the other side of the village, where they expected
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to be arrested, and saw that the road was free, they breathed

again.
" Well, what does Your Highness think about our

gendarme ? " asked M. de Villeneuve.
" Either he is a precious simpleton who does not know

how to mind his own business," said the duchesse, " or

he is a cunning blade who has recognised me ; and who,

if I succeed, has in his pocket already, in advance, his

brevet as officer and some few hundred louis to equip

himself with. In any case, he can brag of having put

me in a great fright !

"

M. de B 1 learnt these details upon the return of

the coachman, and went back home somewhat reassured.

On 4 May, they continued on the way towards Toulouse,

via Nimes, Montpellier and Narbonne, travelling night and
day, and only stopping early in the mornings for breakfast,

to make her toilette and to give time for the stablemen

to oil the carriage. They changed horses at Lunel.
" Where are we ? " asked the princess.

" At Lunel, madame," replied M. de Villeneuve.
" Oh !

" said she, " if that excellent D * * *, who sent

me in Italy a cask of wine of his own growing, knew that

I was stopping to change horses at this moment, how
he would come running here ! But we must not be

imprudent."

They set off again without informing M. D * *. On
5 May at 7.30 p.m., the Duchesse de Berry entered Toulouse

in an open barouche, without any sort of disguise to

prevent those who had seen her from recognising her. As
usual, the carriage drew up before the posting inn ; those

who were out of work and the inquisitive soon came
running up. Amongst these spectators was a young man
of fashionable appearance, who gazed with an expression

that was less that of idleness and more that of curiosity

than other people's ; Madame pretended to be asleep

without, on her side, losing sight of him, and he fixed

his gaze so persistently upon her.
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" My dear Monsieur de Lorge," said Madame, whilst

the horses were being changed, " go and bring me a hat

which will shade my face more."

M. de Lorge leapt from his seat and made his way
to a milliner's shop. The curious spectator followed him,

entered the shop with him, came out with him and,

touching him on the shoulder, he said

—

" My dear de Lorge, Madame la duchesse de Berry is

here."
" Well, yes, my dear Jules," replied the person whom he

interrogated.
" Where is she going ?

"

" Into la Vendue."
" La Vendue is overrun with troops !

"

" We know it."

" Then why go there ? The provinces she is now
travelling through afford more favourable chances

;

Madame can stay in Toulouse in all safety. In a moment's

time I will have proved everything. ... I absolutely

must speak to her."
" Very well, so be it ! Speak to her."

" Not at this moment ; that would be imprudent. I

will come in the carriage in your seat, and, when out of

the town, we will confer together !

"

M. de Lorge returned to the carriage, handed the new
hat to the duchesse, climbed up nimbly to his seat, the

person he had designated by the name of Jules took his

place by him, to Madame 's great astonishment, and the

carriage set off again at a gallop. When outside the town,

the newcomer leant towards Madame.
" Eh ! Monsieur de Puylaroque," she exclaimed, " is it

indeed you ! Ah ! now I know it is you, I am at peace.

I am happy ! How has it come about that we have met ?

It is Providence who has sent you, for I badly wanted

to talk to you. I have lost half my skill
;
you will give it

back to me."
" Whatever Your Highness wills ; she knows that I am
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entirely devoted to her ; but, above all, I entreat you,

Madame, not to go into Vendue ! . .
."

" Where would you have me go ?
"

" Remain in Toulouse ; there you will find rest and
safety."

" I do not want either the one or the other ; I am
seeking for conflict. As regards what you say of la

Vendue, nothing annoying will happen to me there. La
Vendue, you say, is overrun with soldiers ? So much the

better ! I knew a good number of those who were in

the barracks ; they will also know me and will not fire

upon me, I will answer for it ! I have promised my
faithful Vend^ens to go and visit them. I will fulfil my
word ; if circumstances which I cannot foresee compel

me to make myself scarce, come and look for me and I

will return to the South with you. But, as I am here in

France, do not let us talk of going out of it."

When Madame had made up her mind, it was a fore-

gone conclusion that she would stick to it.

M. de Puylaroque was, therefore, obliged to give up
his plan ; he left the carriage and returned to Toulouse.

A week later, he started to rejoin Madame in la Vendee.

When she left Toulouse, Madame went by Moissac and
Agen, then she left the Bordeaux road to follow that via

Villeneuve d'Agen, Bergerac, Sainte-Foy, Libourne and
Blaye—Blaye, which, when it watched her pass through,

kept dumb as to the future ! They made for the chateau

of the Marquis de Dampierre, who had not been forewarned

of the visit he was about to receive ; but he was an in-

timate friend of M. de Lorge, who took upon him to answer

for his devotion. From this chateau, situated half-way

between Blaye and Saintes, the duchesse intended to

give notice to her friends in Paris of her arrival, to confer

with the leaders of the future insurrection, and to issue

her proclamations throughout la Vendue. But, before

reaching the Marquis de Dampierre's chateau, they had
to pass that of a relative of his, which was only separated
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from the road by the river. There was a ferryboat to

tempt the travellers. The adventurous spirit of Madame
could not withstand the desire to pay a visit to the un-

known friend ; besides, M. de ViUeneuve urged it. It

was necessary to inquire there if M. le marquis de

Dampierre was at home. They got down and crossed the

ferry. M. de ViUeneuve introduced himself, and pre-

sented the princess to the master of the chateau as his

wife. They were just going to sit down to table, and

proposed that M. and Madame de ViUeneuve should share

the breakfast ; the proposal was acceded to. It was a

Sunday ; the master of the chateau, whUst waiting for

breakfast, proposed to his guests to go to Mass. Danger-

ous as this was to Madame's incognito, it was impossible

to refuse such a proposition. Madame went to church on

foot, on her host's arm, passing through the crowd boldly,

holding her head high. It is true that, when at church,

the heat and fatigue overcame her, and the princess

took advantage of the cure's sermon, which lasted aji

hour, to sleep for that hour.

The sound of chairs which foUows the peroration of

a sermon woke Madame, and she heard the " Domine

salvum fac regem Ludovicum-Philippum " for the first

time. After breakfast, they started on their journey

again. In the evening of 7 May, the Duchesse de Berry

arrived at the gate of the chateau de Dampierre. M. de

Lorge got down and rang. In England, they know who
is demanding entrance by the manner in which the visitor

knocks. M. de Lorge rang in the aristocratic manner,

as one who has no time to wait ; M. de Dampierre himself

appeared.
" Who is there ? " he asked.
" I, de Lorge ! open quickly ! I have brought Madame

la duchesse de Berry to you."

The master of the house took a jump backwards.
" The Duchesse de Berry !

" he exclaimed. " What !

Madame ?
"
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" Yes, she herself. . . . Open !

"

" But," M. de Dampierre continued, " you are un-

aware that I have a score of people staying with me, that

they are in the salon and ..."
" Monsieur," said the Duchesse de Berry, putting her

head out of the door, " I think I have heard it said some-

where that you have a cousin who lives fifty leagues

from here ?

" Madame de la Myre
;
yes, Madame."

" Then open your door, monsieur, and present me
to the personages in your society under the name of

Madame de la Myre."
" Madame, pray believe," exclaimed M. de Dampierre,

" that I have only raised these objections in your own
interest ; but if you do me the honour of insisting ..."

" I do insist."

M. de Dampierre hastened to open the wicket. Madame
jumped out of the carriage, put her arm within that of

the master of the house, and made her way to the salon. It

was empty. During the absence of M. de Dampierrci

every one had retired to his own room.

When the Duchesse de Berry entered the salon, followed

by M. de M^nars, M. de Villeneuve and M. de Lorge, who
had divested himself of his suit of livery and resumed that

of a gentleman once more, she found no one there but the

mistress of the house, and two or three persons to whom
the Duchesse and M. de Lorge were presented under the

name of M. and Madame de la Myre.

Next evening, M. de Villeneuve, knowing Madame
was in safety, again departed for Provence. The following

day also, Madame underwent the second introduction

at breakfast. No sort of doubt arose as to the identity

of the counterfeit Madame de la Myre. On the following

Sunday, the cur6 of the parish to which the chateau

belonged, came, as usual, to dine with M. le Marquis de

Dampierre, who presented Madame under his cousin's

name, as he had done to his other guests. The cur6
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came towards the duchesse with the intention of bowing^

;

but, when half-way across the intervening interval, he

fixed his eyes on her, stopped, and his face assumed so

comic an air of stupefaction, that the duchesse could not

refrain from bursting out laughing. When Madame had

visited Rochefort, in 1828, the good man had been pre-

sented to her, and he recognised her.

" My dear cut6," M. de Dampierre said to him, " excuse

me, but I really cannot refrain from asking you what
there is in my cousin's face which attracts your gaze

to it."

" Because, Monsieur le Marquis," said the cur6, " be-

cause Madame, your cousin ... Oh ! but it is amazing !

Yet it is impossible ! for, in fact ..."
The rest of the good cur6's sentence was lost in a con-

fused and unintelligible murmur.
" Monsieur," Madame said in her turn, addressing the

worthy cure, " allow me to associate myself with my
cousin in asking what is the matter."

" It is like," replied the cur6, " like a leaf out of a vaude-

ville of Scribe, or one of Alexandre Duval's comedies

;

your Royal Highness resembles the cousin of M. le Marquis

like . . . No, I am wrong ; M. le Marquis's cousin re-

sembles Your Royal Highness. That is not what I

mean— Oh ! but I could swear. ..."
The duchesse lapsed into fits of laughter. But, at this

moment, the dinner bell rang. M. de Dampierre, who
saw what delight the good cure's surprise caused the

duchesse, placed him opposite to her. The result was
that, instead of dining, the cure never ceased looking at

Madame, and repeating

—

" Oh ! but it is incredible ! in truth I could have sworn

it . . . but yet it is impossible !

"

Rash and inconsequent as a child, Madame spent nine

days at the chateau, and no one except the cure had
any notion of questioning her identity as to name and
cousinship. On the second day, a messenger set off for
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la Vendue with three notes. In the first, the duchesse

asked a man who was in her confidence to find her an

undiscoverable hiding-place. The second was addressed

to one of the principal Vendeen leaders, and was couched

in these terms :

—

" In spite of the check which we have just met,

I am far from looking upon my cause as lost : I have
infinite confidence in its justice. My intention, therefore,

is to go on pleading unceasingly, and I beg my advo-

cates to hold themselves in readiness to plead ... on
the first day."

The third note was addressed to M. Guibourg, and was
specially remarkable for its laconicism. This is it.

" You will be told where I am ; come,without a moment's
loss of time. Not a word to a single soul !

"

Thirty hours later, M. Guibourg was with the princess.

Madame's first words were

—

" Where is M. le marechal de Bourmont ?
"

No one knew, M. Guibourg knew no more than the rest.

The marechal was not at Nantes, and they did not know
either the route he had taken, or the retreat in which

he was hidden. Nothing could be done without M. de

Bourmont, who was the soul of the enterprise ; he was

the only person who, by the influence of his name, could

make la Vendee rise, and, in virtue of his office of marechal

de France, exact the obedience of officers of all ranks.

Madame had not heard a word of M. de Bourmont since

the day she had parted from him.
" Come," she said cheerfully to M. Guibourg, " do not

let us be cast down by small hindrances, we do not allow

ourselves to be discouraged by reverses ; nevertheless,

what is to be done ?
"

" As Madame has persisted in burning her boats,"

replied M. Guibourg, " since she has made up her mind to

come into la Vendue, where she is expected, I would

counsel her to leave this chateau as quickly and secretly
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as possible. The principal leaders from the two banks of

the Loire can be rallied round Madame within forty-eight

hours' time ; Madame can make her purposes known to

them, and, assisted by their advice, she can come to a

decision."
" Very good !

" said the ducfiesse, " you shall start

to-morrow, and I will start the day after. Upon my
arrival there, I will take counsel with the leaders you have

informed."

But, next day, Madame called M. Guibourg to her.

" I have changed my mind," she said, " and do not intend

to consult any one ; the majority will be for an adjourn-

ment, and all risings in la Vendee must take place, I am
told, during the first fortnight in May, the time when
country pursuits give a holiday in some measure to the

farmers ; we are, then, late. Besides, in their interests,

upon whose faith I have come, all the chiefs told me
they were ready to act ; to ask them if they are, will

be to doubt their word. I am going, therefore, to make
my intentions known to the whole of France. Here is the

letter addressed to M. de Coislin :

—

" Let my friends be reassured : / am in France, and
soon / shall be in la Vendee ; from there, my definite

orders will come to you : you will receive them before the
25th of this month. Prepare, therefore. That was only
a blunder and a mistake in the South ; I am satisfied

with their intentions; they will keep their promises. My
faithful province of the West will never fail in theirs.—In
a short time, the whole of France will be called upon to

resume its ancient dignity and happiness. M. C. R.

" 15 May 1832
"

Added to this letter was the note containing the noms
de guerre under which the conspirators were to hide them-
selves, and to correspond : as follows :

—

" Guibourg

—

Pascal, the Mar6chal

—

Laurent, Madame

—

Mathurine, Maquille

—

Bertrand, Terrien

—

Cceur de Lion,
Clouet

—

Saint-Amand, Charles

—

Antoine, Cadoudal

—

Bras-
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de-Fer, Cathelineau

—

Le Jenne or Achille, Charette

—

Gaspard, Hebert

—

Doineville, d'Autichamp

—

Marchand,
de Coislin

—

Louis Renaud."

The same day, Madame la duchesse de Berry had a few

hundred copies of the following proclamation distributed,

printed by a portable hand-press.

" Proclamation of Madame la duchesse de Berry, regente

de France
*' Vendeens, Bretons, and all inhabitants of the faithful

provinces of the West ! Having landed in the South, I

have no fear of travelling in the midst of dangers through
France to fulfil a sacred promise to come among my brave
friends, and to share their perils and their labours. I am
at last among this nation of heroes ! Make an opening

for the fortune of France ! I place myself at your head, sure

of victory when with such men as you. Henri v. appeals
to you ; his mother, regent of France, dedicates herself

to your happiness. Some day, Henri v.will be your brother-

at-arms if the enemy threaten our faithful country.

Let us re-echo our old and our new cry :
* Vive le roi ! Vive

Henri V. /

'

Marie-Caroline
" Royal Printing-house

OF Henri v "

Preceded by this proclamation, Madame again started

on her journey, i6 May 1832. She was accompanied by
M. and Madame de Dampierre, by M. de M6nars and M.

de Lorge, who had resumed his disguise of a servant's

livery. M. de Dampierre's horses drove Madame as far

as the first posting stage, where she took fresh ones and
continued her journey by Saintes, Saint-Jean-d'Angely,

Niort, Fontenay, Lugon, Bourbon and Montaigu.^

The Duchesse de Berry travelled in broad day and

in an open carriage, through the country over which,

four years before, she had passed on horseback, going

from chiteau to chdteau, and surrounded by the

people who collected during her progress. It was a

miracle that M. de M^nars, landowner in the country,
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accustomed to all the electors both as elector and candi-

date, past-president of the great college of Bourbon,

was not recognised at every step. No doubt, both were

protected by their very imprudence. It is true Madame
wore a brown wig ; but she had kept her own blond

eyelashes with the brown wig. All at once her travelling

companions noticed this, and pointed it out to her : such

a discrepancy must be remedied as soon as possible.

Madame moistened a corner of her handkerchief with

saliva, rubbed it on M. de M^nars' boot, and, thanks to

the boot blacking, obtained a suitable black wherewith

to harmonise the colour of her eyebrows with that of

her wig. At Montaigu, where they relayed horses, M. de

Lorge, dressed as a servant, was obliged, in order not to

belie his costume, to eat with the servants, and to help

to harness the horses.

M. de Lorge got through his part as though he had

been playing in amateur theatricals.

On 17 May, at noon, Madame and M. de M^nars

alighted at M. de N * * *'s chateau ; the two travellers at

once changed costumes with the master and mistress of

the house, who immediately got into the carriage in their

place, and continued the journey with M. and Madame de

D * *. The postilion, whom the servants had made
tipsy in the kitchen whilst the masters were exchanging

dresses above, noticing nothing, being half-drunk, bestrode

his horse and took the road for Nantes, never suspecting

that his passengers had been changed, or, rather, that

they had exchanged themselves. The duchesse had

arranged a meeting - place for her friends in a house,

situated about a league from the chateau, belonging to

M. G * * *. Towards five in the afternoon, she took

the arm of M. O * * * and reached this house with him on

foot, where they were soon rejoined by MM. de Menars

and Charette. They were clad in blouses, and wore hob-

nailed shoes. Madame left that night to reach a hiding-

place they had contrived for her in the commune of Mont-

VI.— 16
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bert ; she was accompanied by M.M. de Mdnars, Charette,

and by la R * * * e. Four or five peasants escorted the

travellers ; they asked of Madame whether she wished to

make a detour, or to cross the Maine by the ford. As
Madame wished to accustom herself to every kind of peril

at one fell swoop, she chose dangers rather than slowness.

They conferred together a moment as to where they

should cross the river, and settled to cross it near Romain-
ville, by a kind of bridge of piles, which afforded an

indifferently good sort of ford. A peasant who knew
the locality took the head of the column, sounding the

path with a stick, which he held in his right hand, whilst,

with his left, he drew the duchesse after him. When the

peasant and Madame had got two-thirds across the river,

they felt the pile crumble under their feet on which they

had thought they might venture. They both tottered

and fell into the water. Madame fell head over heels

and disappeared, entirely submerged. M. Charette sprang

in at once, caught her by the heel, and drew her from the

river, but she had been under water for five or six seconds

and had lost consciousness. Madame's companions would

not let her go any farther ; they took her back to the

house she had left. She changed all her clothes from head

to foot, and decided to take the longer road, and to ride

behind a peasant. On account of this detour, she did not

reach the village of Montbert until i8 May. She had
supper, and slept in the house which had been prepared

for her. But the house was poorly furnished. The prin-

cess's companions did not like her to undergo the priva-

tions which such penury inflicted upon her ; they spoke to

her of a celebrated provision dealer of Nantes, called Colin,

who sold excellent conserves in tins for journeys of long

distance. Madame agreed to give in to this sybaritism.

They had to find an intelligent and discreet man to go

and make their purchases, and suggested to Madame the

parish sexton. Madame had a little chat with the man,
who pleased her, and was charged with the commission.
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They had relied on his prudence : he was too prudent. His

purchases achieved, he told the provision merchant, in order

to allay suspicions, to send the boxes to Pont-Rousseau,

where he would await them. Now, whilst he was loading

his horse with the boxes, a patriot passed by. Patriots

generally have their eyes wide open on all occasions
;

but, in this instance, he of Nantes had his particularly

wide open. Our man saw the tin boxes, took them

for powder boxes, and imagined they were meant for the

Chouans. Whilst the sexton loaded his remaining boxes,

the patriot got the start and warned the gendarmerie of

Souniers. They arrested the churchman in his transit,

and took him back to Nantes. The boxes were opened

and, instead of munition, they found vegetables ; but,

although vegetables may appear very inoffensive, to

suspicious minds they have a certain signification. When
the sexton was interrogated as to the rank in life of those

who had charged him with this gastronomic commission,

he replied that they were persons unknown to him, and
that they waited on the heath of Genusson. He had
indicated a point opposite to where the Duchesse de Berry

really was. Some gendarmes went to the heath of Genus-

son, which, we may be very sure, was deserted. The
sexton was taken to the prison of Nantes. A peasant had
seen him amidst the gendarmes, and had taken to his

heels to warn the duchesse. For greater safety, Madame
left her hiding-place, as she knew the sexton too little

to judge the length to which his devotion would run,

and she took refuge in a stable. She there spent the

night and day of the 19th with the farmer's oxen. One
of these animals took a fancy to her, and came several

times to breathe in her face.

" I want," she said, laughing at her situation the next

day, " to be painted as soon as I can manage it, teie-d-tete

with the fat ox which came so pleasantly to puff in my face."

Another ox had directed his affections towards M. de

M^nars, and had spent the night licking his face ; but M.
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de M^nars was so tired that he had received the animal's

caresses without waking.

In the midst of a terrible storm and beating rain, at

I o'clock in the morning of 20 May, Madame left the

farm to go to L e, an occupied country house, belong-

ing to the family of la R e, situated in the commune
of Saint-Philibert. The roads were fearful, and a deep

bog intersected the way ; they could only advance across

the miry marsh by sounding the way step by step. M.
Charette had committed Madame to the care of his young
comrade, de la R e, to whose home they were going

;

so, in order to cross the dangerous passage, the young
man wished to trust to his own devices ; he took Madame
on his shoulders and, when risking his first step in the

marsh, he said

—

" Madame, it is possible that I may sink and disappear

in some peat-bog ; but, directly you see me about to

disappear, throw yourself to one side with as quick and
strong a movement as you can ; the dangerous spots are

not usually large ; I shall be lost, but you will be saved !

"

Twice this nearly happened, twice Madame felt M. de

la R e sink up to his waist ; but each time, happily,

he succeeded in extricating himself from the predicament.

Madame arrived at daybreak and, tired out as she was,

she set out in the evening, after having had lunch and some
sleep, to receive some persons from the country side, and to

have much joking over the two unprincely kinds of death to

which she had nearly succumbed. This new stage took

her to a sister of M. de la R e. Her hostess did not

in the least expect the visit, and was not overjoyed at

receiving her.

On the night of the 21st, the duchesse set off again
;

she had to reach the M commune of Ley^. She stayed

there until Monday the 31st, that is to say for ten days.

The house was inconvenient, and it was not a safe retreat

;

moving columns were constantly passing by the door
;

and it was evident that suspicions were aroused. But
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still the rendezvous was given to M. de Bourmont, M.

Berryer and M. R . They were obliged to attend.

The letter written by the duchesse to the Royalists had
reached its destination ; only, Madame had forgotten to

give the key of the cipher note which accompanied it.

M. Berryer set to work to discover it, and found it. It

was the sentence Le gouvernement provisoire, substituted by
the twenty-four letters of the alphabet.

Madame's letter had caused great trouble among the

idle Royalists planted in the central rays of light in

Paris ; they knew public opinion more clearly than the

Royalists of Maine and la Vendee and the Loire-Inferieure

;

though it was true that the government of King Louis-

Phihppe was becoming more and more unpopular, yet,

that was a reason for waiting, and not for hurrying things

on ; as to hoping for anything from Madame's attempt,

nobody was blind enough to flatter himself on that

score.

Accordingly, the Parisian Royalists met together on
the evening of the 19th, to consider the best means of

making Madame acquainted with the true situation of

matters in France. It was a serious and almost depressing

meeting ; they looked upon the danger as imminent,

and consequently agreed that one of the principal leaders

should go to la Vendee to the princess. MM. de Chateau-

briand, Hyde de Neuville and Berryer were the three

heads. MM. de Chateaubriand and Hyde de Neuville

were the objects of a surveillance which it was difficult

to baffle ; it would be guessed where they were going

before they could reach Orleans, and they would be

arrested or followed. M. Berryer offered to execute

the commission. A lawsuit called him to the assizes

at Vannes early in June. A note drawn up by M. de

Chateaubriand, giving an epitome of the opinion, if not of

the majority, yet'of the bulk, of the meeting, was put in his

hands. The rest was left to his devotion and his eloquence.

His business was to make Madame leave la Vendee. He
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left Paris on the morning of 20 May, and reached Nantes

on the 22nd. Let us be permitted to follow the famous

orator in his picturesque journey through bye lanes, in

the heart of thickets and hedges ; we will answer for the

accuracy of the details, which were given to us in 1833

by M. Berryer himself.



CHAPTER IV

Interview between MM. Berryer and de Boormont—The messenger's

guides—The movable column—M. Charles—Madame's hiding-

place—Madame refuses to leave la Vendee—She rallies her

followers to arms—Death of General Lamarque—The deputies

of the Opposition meet together at Laf&tte's house—They decide

to pubhsh a statement to the nation—MM. Odilon Barrot and

de Cormenin are commissioned to draw up this report—One
hundred and thirty-three deputies sign it

HARDLY had M. Berryer reached Nantes, before he

learnt that M. de Bourmont had been there a couple

of days. He went to see him immediately. M. de

Bourmont had received the order of 15 May, relative to

the taking up of arms, fixed for the 24th, but he agreed with

M. Berryer, after what he had seen and heard during his

short stay at Nantes, that there was no hope to be placed

on that insurrection, which he regarded as a deplorable

affray. It was so much his own opinion, that he had

taken upon himself to send almost a counter-order to

the Vendeen chiefs, hoping that when he saw Madame
he should succeed in inducing her to give up her plans.

The counter-order had been transmitted by M. Guibourg

to M. de Coislin pere, who, in his turn, was to tell those

whom it concerned. This is the letter from M. Guibourg,

and the copy of the order of M. de Bourmont

—

" Monsieur le Marquis,—I have the honour to send
you a copy of the order that I am deputed to hand you
on behalf of M. le Marechal :

—

" ' Delay the execution of the orders you have received

for the 24th May for a few days, and do not let anything
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visible be seen until you have fresh news, but continue
your preparations,

" ' Le Mar^chal Comte de Bourmont
" '22 May, noon'"

M. de Bourmont, therefore, approved of M. Berryer's

reason for going to Madame, and all was prepared the

same day for his departure. At two o'clock in the after-

noon, M. Berryer got into a little hired trap, and, as he

did so, he asked the confidential person whom the duchesse

had at Nantes what route he should take, and where

Madame was living, whereupon the man pointed with

his finger to a peasant hanging about at the end of the

street on a dapple-grey horse, and said merely, " You see

that man ? You only have to follow him."

Indeed, hardly had the man on the grey horse seen

M. Berryer's carriage start before he put his mount to

a trot, which allowed the former to follow him without

losing sight of him. In this way they crossed the bridges

and entered the country. The peasant did not even turn

his head, and seemed to trouble so very little about the

carriage to which he served as guide, that there were

moments when M. Berryer thought himself the dupe of

some mystification or other. As for the driver, who was
not in his confidence, he could give no other directions

when he asked :
" Where are we going, master ?" than,

" Follow that man." The driver obeyed this injunction

strictly, not busying himself henceforth any more over

the guide, than the guide troubled himself over him.

After a journey of two and a half hours, which were

not without disquiet for M. Berryer, they reached a little

hamlet. The man on the grey horse stopped before

the inn : M. Berryer did the same ; one got down from

his horse, the other from his carriage, to continue the road

on foot. M. Berryer told his driver to wait until 6 o'clock

in the evening of the next day, and then he followed his

strange guide. After going a hundred yards, he entered

a house, and as, during the journey, M. Berryer had gained
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upon him, the former entered it almost at the same time.

The man opened the door of the kitchen, where the mistress

of the house was alone, and pointing to M. Berryer, who
walked behind him, he only said the words

—

" Here is a gentleman who must be guided."
" He shall be guided," repUed the mistress of the

house.

Scarcely had she uttered these words before the guide

opened the door and left, without giving M. Berryer

time to thank him, or to exchange a word or to pay him.

The mistress of the house signed to the traveller to be

seated, and, without addressing a single word to him,

continued to apply herself to her household affairs as

though no stranger was present.

A silence of three-quarters of an hour went by after the

strict pohteness of M. Berryer's reception, and it was

only broken by the arrival of the master of the house.

He bowed to the stranger without displaying either sur-

prise or curiosity ; only, he looked at his wife, who repeated

to him from where she stood, and without interrupting

what she was doing, the same words that the guide had

used, " Here is a gentleman who must be guided."

WTiereupon, the master of the house threw at his guest

one of those uneasy, sharp, quick glances, which are cha-

racteristic of the Vendeen peasantry ; then his face

resumed the expression of good nature and simplicity

which was native to it. He advanced towards M. Berryer,

hat in hand.
" Monsieur desires to travel in our country ? " he said

to him.
" Yes, I want to go further."
" Monsieur no doubt has his papers ?

"

" Yes."
" In order ?

"

" Perfectly."

" And in his own name, I presume ?
"

" In my own name."
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" If monsieur will show them to me, I will tell him
if he can travel quietly in our country."
" Here they are."

The peasant took them and ran his eye over them
;

he had no sooner caught the name of M. Berryer than

he folded them up again, saying

—

" Oh, that is all right ! Monsieur can go anywhere with

those papers."
" You will take upon you to provide me with a guide ?

"

" Yes, monsieur."
" I want one as soon as possible."

" I will go and saddle the horses."

At these words, the master of the house went out and,

ten minutes later, re-entered.

" The horses are ready."
" And the guide ?

"

" He waits for monsieur."

And, as a matter of fact, M. Berryer found a farm lad

at the door already mounted, and holding a horse by the

hand ; scarcely had he put his foot into the stirrups

before his new conductor started as silently as his pre-

decessor had done. After two hours' riding, during which

no word was exchanged between M. Berryer and his

guide, they arrived towards nightfall at the door of

one of the farmsteads which are honoured with the name
of a chateau. It was half-past eight in the evening ;

M. Berryer and his guide got down from their horses,

and both went inside. The farm lad addressed a servant,

and said to him

—

"This gentleman wishes to speak to monsieur."

The master was asleep ; he had spent the previous

night at a rendezvous, and the day on horseback ; he

was too tired to get up : one of his relatives came down
in his stead. He welcomed M. Berryer and, directly he

had learnt his name and the object of his journey, he

gave orders for departure. He himself undertook to

serve as guide to the traveller, and, ten minutes later.
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both left on horseback : in a quarter of an hour's time,

a cry sounded a hundred yards in front of them; M.
Berryer trembled, and asked what it was.

"It is our scout," replied the Vendeen chief; "he
is asking in his own fashion if the way is clear. Listen,

and you will hear the reply." At these words, he stretched

out his hand, and put it on M. Berryer's arm to make
him pull his horse up. A second cry then went up, coming
from a greater distance off ; it seemed like the echo of

the first, so like was it.

"We can go forward, the road is free," replied the

chief, putting his horse to the spur.
" Then we are preceded by a scout ?

"

" Yes, we have one man two hundred yards ahead of us

and another the same distance behind."
" But who are the people who answer ?

"

"The peasants whose cottages lie along the road. Pay
attention when you pass by one of them, and you will

see a httle dormer-window open and a man's head slip

out, stay motionless for an instant as if he were a stone,

and only disappear when we are out of sight. If we were

soldiers from some neighbouring cantonment, the man
who will only look at us as we pass would immediately come
out by a back door ; then, if there were any gathering in

the district, he would soon warn it of the approach of

the column which believed it was about to take it by
surprise."

At this moment, the Vendeen chief interrupted himself.

" Listen," he whispered, stopping his horse.
" What is it ? " said M. Berryer. " I only heard the

usual cry of our scout."
" Yes, but no other cry has replied to it ; there are

soldiers in the neighbourhood."

He put his horse into a trot upon these words, and
M. Berryer did the same ; almost at the same instant,

the man who formed the rear-guard caught them up at

a gallop. They found their guide motionless and un-
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decided at the forking of the two roads. The path de-

sected and, as no one had answered his cry from either side,

he did not know which of the footpaths he must take
;

both would lead the travellers to their destination.

After a minute's deliberation in low tones between the

chief and the guide, the latter plunged out of sight into

the dark alley to the right ; five minutes afterwards,

M. Berryer and the chief started at a walk along the same
path, leaving their fourth companion motionless at the

place they left, and five minutes later he also followed

them. Three hundred yards further on, M. Berryer

and the chief found that their scout had stopped ; he

signed to them to command silence, and said in a whisper

—

" A patrol !
" They could, ' indeed, hear the regular

step of a troop on the march ; it was a moving column
which was making its nightly round. The noise soon

came nearer to them, and they saw against the sky the

outline of the soldiers' bayonets, who, in order to avoid

the water which collected in the deep paths, had followed

neither of the two roads, the bifurcation of which had
caused the guide a momentary hesitation, but had
climbed the slope, and were walking between the two
hedges, on the ground which overlooked the two sunk
footpaths by which it was enclosed. Had a single one

of the four horses neighed, the little troop would have

been taken prisoners ; but they seemed to understand

the position of their masters, and kept silence like them,

so the soldiers went on unsuspecting whom they had
closely passed by. When the sound of their steps was
lost in the distance, the travellers resumed their march.

At half-past ten o'clock, they turned off the road and
entered a wood. The little band got down and left the

horses under the care of the two peasants, while M. Berryer

and the chief went on their way alone. They were not

very far distant from the farmhouse where Madame
was ; but, as they wanted to enter by a back door, they

had to make a detour, and to cross through some marshes
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where they sank almost up to their knees ; at last the

dark little mass of buildings which formed the farmstead,

surrounded with trees, appeared, and soon they reached

the door. The chief knocked in a particular way. Steps

approached, and a voice asked, " Who is there ? " The

chief replied with the agreed-upon word, and the door

was opened. An old woman performed the office of

concierge ; but she was accompanied, for greater security,

by a tall, robust fellow, armed with a stick, which, in such

hands as his, would have proved as formidable as any

other weapon.
" We want M. Charles," said the chief.

"He is asleep," replied the old woman ;
" but he told

us to inform him if any one came. Go into the kitchen

while I wake him."
" Tell him it is M. Berryer who has come from Paris,"

added the latter.

The old woman left them in the kitchen and went away.

The travellers went close up to the huge fireplace, where

a few embers left of the day's fire still remained. One

end of a beam was fixed into the chimney place, whilst

the other end was held tight in a kind of claw made by

a crack—it was one of those pieces of inflammable firwood,

used in Vendeen cottages instead of a lamp or candle.

In ten minutes' time, the old woman came in and told

M. Berryer that M. Charles was ready to receive him, and

that she had come to lead him to him. He thereupon

followed her, and ascended behind her a wretched staircase,

which was outside the house, and seemed to be fixed along

the wall, till he reached a small room on the first floor,

the only one, indeed, which was at all habitable in the

miserable farmhouse. This room was occupied by the

Duchesse de Berry. The old woman opened the door,

and, remaining outside, shut it after M. Berryer. His

attention was at first entirely taken up by Madame.
She was lying on a poor, coarsely carved, worm-eaten

wooden bedstead, in very fine linen sheets, covered with a
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Scotch shawl of red and green plaid ; she had on one

of those muslin nightcaps worn by the women of the

country, with lappets ^ falling on the shoulders. The
walls were bare ; a miserable white-washed fireplace

warmed the room, which, in the way of furniture, only

contained a table covered with papers, upon which

rested two brace of pistols : in one corner of the

apartment there was a chair on which had been flung

the complete dress of a young peasant, and a black

wig.

We have said that the object of the interview between

M. Berryer and the duchesse was to persuade the latter

to leave France ; but, as we cannot report the details

of that conversation concerning general interests without

compromising private interests, we will pass it over in

silence ; as we have made our readers well acquainted

with the men and things of this period, they will easily

fill them in for themselves. Only by three o'clock in the

morning did Madame give in to the arguments which

M. Berryer had taken upon his own responsibility to

convey to her. Although the duchesse could see for

herself that there was but little chance of success attending

an armed insurrection, it was not without crying and
despair that she yielded.

" Very well, it is settled," she said, " I am to quit France
;

but I shall not come back to it again, take heed, for I do

not wish to return with foreigners ; they are but waiting

for a chance, as you well know, and the moment will

come : they will come and ask for my son—not that they

will trouble themselves much more over him than they

did over Louis xviii. in 1813, but it will be a means for

them to have a share in Paris. Very well, then, they

shall not have my son ! for nothing in this world shall

they have him ; I will rather carry him away into the

mountains of Calabria ! Look here. Monsieur Berryer,

if it is necessary to buy the throne of France by the cession

of a province, a town, a fortress or a cottage, like that
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in which I am, I give you my word, as regent and as

mother, he shall never be king."

Finally, Madame made up her mind. M. Berryer took

leave of her at four in the morning, taking with him her

promise to rejoin him at noon in the second house he had

put up at, which was situated four country leagues from

the place where he had left his coachman. When the

duchesse arrived there, she was to get into the little hired

conveyance, and to return to Nantes in the company of

M. Berryer, there to take coach with her fictitious pass-

port, and, travelling right through France, to go out of

it by the Mont Cenis route. M. Berryer stopped at

the place agreed upon, and waited there for Madame
from noon until six o'clock. Only then did he receive a

message from her ; the duchesse had changed her decision.

She wrote to him that she had linked too many interests

to hers, drawn too many lives to her own lot, to escape

alone from the consequences of her descent into France,

and to leave them pressing upon others ; that, therefore,

she had decided to share to the end the fate of those whom
she had imphcated ; only, the taking up of arms, at

first fixed for 24 May, was put off till the night of the

3rd to the 4th of June.

M. Berryer returned to Nantes in consternation. On
the 25th, M. de Bourmont received a letter from the

duchesse confirming what she had written to M. Berryer

;

as follows :

—

" Having resolutely determined not to leave the Western
provinces, and to entrust myself to fidelity of long
standing, I count on you, my good friend, to take all the

necessary measures for the taking up of arms, which
will take place during the night of 3rd to 4th June. I call

to my aid all courageous people ; God will help us to save
our country ! No danger, no fatigue will dishearten me ;

I shall put in my appearance at the first rallying.

" Marie-Caroline, Regent of France

"VENDfeE, 25 May 1832"
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Immediately upon receipt of this letter, M. de Bourmont
wrote a note to M. de Coislin in the following terms :

—

"As Madame has courageously resolved not to abandon
the country, and is rallying round her all who wish to

preserve France from the misfortunes which threaten

her, make known to all that they are to hold themselves

ready on Sunday, 3 June, and that they arrange through-

out the following night to act together, according to the

directions we have given. Make very certain your orders

are conveyed to everybody and to all points.

"Mar6chal Comte de Bourmont"

This, then, was how things were in la Vendue when the

report of the death of General Lamarque ran through

Paris. It followed that of Casimir Perier by only a few

days : the two strong athletes were rudely strangled

during their struggles in the Tribune, which seem to have

killed them both. But the soldier survived the tribune

by a few days. The impression produced by these two

deaths was very different : nothing could be compared

with the unpopularity of the one, and the popularity

of the other. This death coincided with the famous affair

of the compte rendu. We live so fast, and the gravest

events pass over so quickly, that oblivion comes as rapidly

as nightfall. Not one young man of thirty knows definitely

to-day what the affair of the compte rendu was that we indi-

cate was of so grave a nature.

After M. Lafiitte gave up the seals of power, he returned

to the Opposition ; this was simple enough, since it was in

order to bring about an easy reaction that Louis-Philippe

had banished his prime minister and his old friend.

M. Laffitte's Opposition was the most Conservative im-

aginable from the standpoint of enhghtened politics. If

anything could add to the duration of the reign, con-

demned in advance, it was the plan expounded by him

to his co-religionists on the Left : this theory, of which

M. Laffitte was the High Priest, and M. Odilon Barrot the

Apostle, consisted in recovering possession of power by
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the help of a parliamentary majority, to make the in-

fusion of political clemency triumphant, and to make
the monarchy definitively—the word is Louis Blanc's

—

guardian over liberty ; a narrow but honest dream,

which, compelled to tread between reaction and insurrec-

tion, could never become a reality.

As for the Radical deputies, they were divided into two
representative shades of opinion, the most advanced led

by Gamier-Pages, the other by M. Mauguin ; their object

was to renew a sort of league after the type of those of the

Guises, with the object of leading the Bourbon monarchy
unconsciously, in 1836 or 1837, to be what the Valois

monarchy of 1585 or 1586 had been.

To sum up, with the exception of those who have since

been called the centriers, the ventrus and the satisfaits,

that is to say, that ruminant kind of being which looks

in all times towards the trough of the Budget and the

rack of the Civil List, everybody was dissatisfied. All

the malcontents, desirous of a change, whether of system

or of persons, but who only desired to reach such changes

by constitutional means, gathered together during the

month of May at M. Lafiitte's to attempt a last supreme

effort. Pure Republicans who, on the contrary, only

admitted insurrectionist methods, and marched separately

in their strength and liberty, sleeping on their arms,

took no part whatever in this meeting, the leaders of

which were MM. Laffitte, Odilon Barrot, Cormenin, Charles

Comte, Mauguin, Lamarque, Gamier-Pages and La
Fayette. The last three sailed by the limits of Constitu-

tional and Republican opposition, quite closely, not indeed

so near as to belong to our camp, that of militant Re-
publicanism, but near enough to let themselves be drawn
along with it. The meeting at Laffitte' s was composed
of upwards of forty deputies. M. Laffitte spoke and
summed up the situation with the threefold clearness of

the orator, the financier and man of honour, and he
suggested an address to the king. It was the old method,

VI.— 17
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always repulsed, but always returning to the charge, undef

the name of parliamentary remonstrances in the time of

absolute monarchy, and by the title of an address in the

time of constitutional monarchy.

Garnier-Pag^s, a just, incisive character, had but two
Words to say with which to fight the proposition vic-

toriously. Could any one not mad conceive the illusion

that royalty would consent to admit itself guilty, to

recognise its errors and to make honourable amends
to the nation ? No, the monarchy and the nation were in

a complete state of rupture. The nation must be appealed

to concerning the errors of the monarchy. Gamier-

Pages would go so far as to term those errors treasons,

and this sent a shudder down the spines of certain deputies

of the Opposition. The upshot of the meeting was that

the Opposition put its grievances before the nation under

the form of a report. A commission was appointed,

consisting of MM. La Fayette, Laffitte, Cormenin, Odilon

Barrot, Charles Comte and Mauguin. MM. de Cormenin

and Odilon Barrot were given the task of each drawing up
the report separately ; they would decide finally whether

to choose either report or to destroy both reports. The
work of each of the two editors bore signs of his own indi-

vidual characteristics : M. de Cormenin too much recalled

the bold pamphleteer who signed himself Timon le Misan-

thrope. M. Odilon Barrot, on the contrary, seemed too

exclusively to bind up the future of France with the

monarchical form of government. Neither of the two

plans was adopted. It was decided to unite MM. de

Cormenin and Barrot's two reports into one, or, rather,

to draw up the manifesto in common, and it strongly

resembled a declaration of war. Both left for Saint-

Cloud in the morning and returned with the manifesto

in the evening. It was in M. de Cormenin's handwriting

;

but it was easily seen that Odilon Barrot had had
a great deal to do in the drawing up. However, what-

ever the share M. Barrot had in this work, the report
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assumed the character, if not exactly of a threat, at least

of a severe and solemn warning. It appeared on 28 May
1832. One hundred and thirty-three deputies had signed

it. It made a profound impression, and the death of

General Lamarque, one of the principal signatories to the

manifesto, threw a dark and almost mysterious shade upon
the situation, such as the hand of death seems to cast

over certain fatal days.



CHAPTER V

Last moments of General Lamarque—What his life had been

—

One of my interviews with him—I am appointed one of the

stewards of the funeral cortege—The procession—Symptoms
of popular agitation—The marching past across the place

Vendome—The Duke Fitz-James—Conflicts provoked by the

town poUce—The students of the Ecole Polytechnique join

the cortege—Arrival of the funeral procession at the pont
d'Austerlitz—Speeches—First shots—The man with the red

flag—Allocution of Etienne Arago

ON I June, at half-past eleven in the evening, General

Lamarque had breathed his last. His death was
a great event. At that period the Republican party

used Napoleon's name as a weapon. Now, General

Lamarque—a thing which would be much more difficult

to define now than in those days, when people judged

much more by instinct than by education—General

Lamarque was, at that time, a supporter of the Empire
and also of liberty, a soldier of Napoleon and a friend of

La Fayette. Napoleon, it will be remembered, had made
him Mar6chal de France at Saint-Helena. Neither the

Bourbons of the Elder Branch, nor those of the Younger,

had had sufficient intelligence to ratify the appointment

;

but, in the eyes of France, it was, indeed, one of her

mar^chals who had just died. Then, too, there was really

something grand about his death, by reason of the circum-

stances underwhich it happened and the particular incidents

which had accompanied it. A multitude of sajdngs

after the style of Cato and Leonidas were quoted that

General Lamarque had said on his deathbed. He died

heroically and yet regretting life. The thought which
360



THE LAST DAYS OF LAMARQUE 261

had dwelt in his heart as long as it beat was—" I have not

done enough for France !

"

The illness of which the general died seemed to deceive

the doctors ; sometimes the invalid appeared to be on the

high way to convalescence and the bulletin of his health

would announce the good news to his friends ; sometimes

a fatal crisis put the sick man further back than the

improvement had carried him. He himself was never

deceived by these passing improvements. His friends,

Drs. Lisfranc and Broussais, attended him with the devo-

tion both of science and of friendship.

" My friends," the general invariably said to them,
" I am grateful for your care ; I am touched by it, but you
will not vanquish the disease ! You have hope and you
want me to hope ; in vain, I feel I shall succumb."

Then, a minute later, he added with a sigh

—

" Ah ! I am sorry to die ! I should have liked to serve

France still longer. . . . And, too, I am specially dis-

appointed not to be able to measure swords with Welling-

ton, who made his reputation by the defeat he inflicted

at Waterloo ; I have made a study of him ; I knew his

tactics and I am quite sure I should have beaten him !

"

Laffitte went to see him as often as his busy life allowed.

At the last visit he paid him, France alone was the leading

topic of conversation.
" Oh ! my friend ! my friend !

" the invahd said, as he
said goodbye to him, " reserve your strength for France

;

she alone is great ! We are all small. . . . But," he
added, weighed down by a never-ceasing idea, " I depart

still full of regret that I have not been able to avenge
my country for the infamous treaties of 1814 and 1815."

It was General Lamarque who uttered the sublime

phrase that was flung at an orator who was boasting

of the peace which had been brought about with the

return of the Bourbons

—

" The peace of 1815 is no peace ; it is a halt in the mud !

"

General Exelmans, the other old war comrade who was



262 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

to survive him by twenty years to die from a fall off his

horse, came also to see him, and to try to restore hope,

which, as we have said, had long before died in the heart

of the invalid.

" What matter," he exclaimed, in a kind of impatience,
" what matter that I die, provided my country lives ?

"

In a moment of discouragement, when he saw open before

him the grave, which had swallowed up much patriotism,

he had the sword of honour brought to him which had
been given him by the officers of the Hundred Days,

whose cause he had pleaded with much fervour and great

success ; then, sitting up in bed, he drew the sword from

its scabbard, looked at it a long time, laid it across his

knees, and finally carried it to his lips, saying

—

" My dear officers of the Hundred Days ! They gave

it me to be used, and I have not used it !

"

Once, overcome by grief, in the presence of Dr. Lisfranc,

he made an onslaught against the impotent art which we
call medicine. Suddenly, perceiving before whom he was
speaking, he said

—

" I curse medicine, but I bless doctors, who do a lot

with the small amount of knowledge which science places

in their hands. Embrace me, Lisfranc, and do not forget

that I loved you very much !

"

His last moments were, as we see, worthy of a soldier
;

he had struggled against death as Leonidas against Xerxes ;

his bed had been the battlefield. An hour before he died,

in the agony which his sufferings betrayed by his starts and
shudderings, he opened his eyes, which had been closed

for thirty-six hours, and three times he uttered the two

words :
" Honour ! Country !

"—the two words engraved

on the Cross of the Legion of Honour. He breathed his

last an hour after he had uttered the cry which had been

that of his whole lifetime.

It is said that a dying man achieves greatness ; it is

true, both morally as well as physically. General Lamarque
increased enormously in greatness in everybody's eyes.
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They remembered the boy volunteer of nineteen, the

yomig captain of the famous infernal column, bringing

to the Convention a strip of flag taken from the enemy,

and winning from that great and terrible Assembly a vote

pronouncing Captain Lamarque to have deserved well

from his country. How splendid his military life had
been through the thirty years that had passed since then !

They remembered Capree, Calabria, the Tyrol and

Wagram, where he broke the Austrian army three times
;

they recalled and extolled his struggles each day in Cata-

logue, against WeUington, who never conquered him and

whom he hoped to conquer. Then, too, his political life, as a

member of the Tribune, was none the less fine ; his presence

in all the struggles in the Chamber ; his voice always

raised on behalf of the honour and defence of France
;

his entreaties in favour of liberty when it was threatened
;

his cries of alarm each time he saw the Revolution com-

promise ; ill and weak as he was up to the day he took

to his bed, he never kept silence or yielded when any
question of national honour arose.

When General Foy died, he at least left us Lamarque,

as Miltiades left Themistocles. When General Lamarque
died, he left behind him the heritage of a race of warriors

which has given generals to the battlefield and tribunes

to the Chamber. In spite of all the right he had to public

recognition, the Government of Louis-Philippe, who only

regarded General Lamarque as an enemy, and rejoiced

at the fall of an enemy, only accorded to his obsequies

the tribute of honour strictly due to the political and

military position of a general ; all the funeral arrange-

ments were left to the pious care and to the responsibility

of his friends and family.

I was made a steward by the family and had the charge

of seeing that the artillery took its proper place behind

the funeral car. This honour was, in a way, a souvenir

which the dead bequeathed to the living. In common with

General Foy and General La Fayette, General Lamarque
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had been very friendly to me, due, indeed, more to memory
of my father than to my own personal valour. But
still, when he knew, about the close of 1830, that I had
returned from la Vendee, where I had been sent by
General La Fayette, he begged me to go and see him. We
talked for long of the Vendee as he had known it in 1815,

when he was going on a mission from a fresh govern-

ment ; I told him all I thought about it, namely, that,

some day or other, it threatened to rise in revolt. Every

word of mine answered to some foresight of his own. I

traced out my journey for him with blackheaded pins

and indicated the probable places where there would

be gatherings. He left for Nantes on the following day.

But they did not let him reach his destination ; at Angers

he was stopped by an order recalling him.

We believe this measure was the result of those niggardly

schemes which the ministry of Casimir Perier labelled

with the title of wide political vision, and I believe I am
not wrong in applying to him the same explanation that

I did not hesitate to apply to Louis-Philippe, after the

interview I had the honour to have with him upon our

return from Vendee.

The revolution of 1830 had been so sudden that, for

a moment, we Republicans thought it was complete
;

the report of its arms and its cries of liberty had rever-

berated throughout Belgium, Italy and Poland ; three

nations rose and cried, " France, come to our aid !

"

An appeal like this France always listens to, and General

La Fayette replied in the name of France. The most

lively and popular sympathy had, moreover, burst forth

in our towns and countrysides in favour of revolutions

carried out on our own lines
;

partial and distant

eruptions of that great volcano whose crater is in Paris,

and which seems at times extinct, like Etna, but, as

deceptive as Etna, is always burning ! Shouts of

" Vivent I'ltalie, la Belgique et la Pologne / " filled our

streets and entered everywhere through the windows
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and doors of royal and ministerial palaces. It was
scarcely three months after the Revolution ; at that

period all still glowed with the sun of the Three
Days, the grand voice of the people was still listened

to, and the Government only had to promise through

General La Fayette, as we have said above, for the nations

of Belgiimi, Italy and Poland to be kept from perishing.

And we heard the cries of joy of these foreign patriots

in less than four months change to cries of distress. But
what other could we expect ? Let them succour Italy

by sending one of the old generals, who would have shown
them the way to make a new array, and Poland by divert-

ing the Czar's plans, by inciting—an easy task for us

—

Turkey on one side and Persia on the other. Thus caught

in a triangle of fire, we should leave Russia to contend, and
we should divide between our two neighbour nations the

most effective aid of our presence and of our arms. The
people, true and profound of instinct, would thus feel, with-

out being able to account for the means, the three pro-

bable results, and they would receive with shouts of

joy the proclamation of the ministerial system of non-

intervention, and the royal promise that the Polish nation-

ality should not perish.

Advanced as were the ministers of Louis-Philippe's

kingdom, they must either go to war or forswear it

:

by making war, they would get into trouble with kings
;

by forswearing it, they would get into trouble with the

people. One way only remained : to prove to the country

that it had too much to do in respect of its own affairs to

busy itself in meddling with those of others ; it was like

giving to France an internal fever, as we have already

said ; through being taken up with its own sufferings it

would have more sympathy for those of others. A small

civil war in la Vendue would help its outlook wonderfully.

It was therefore necessary to send far out of that country,

upon which they wished to experiment, all strong men
who might compromise movements from their beginnings,
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and all shrewd men who might guess the real cause of

those movements.

Now, Lamarque was both a strong man and a far-

seeing one ; so they did not give him time to arrive on the

scene of civil war. It was to these circumstances I owed
the honour of coming in contact with General Lamarque
and of not being forgotten by the family at the time of

rendering the last honours to the conqueror of Capr6e.

I went to tell my friends Bastide and Godefroy Cavaignac

of my appointment, and asked them if they had arranged

anything for the morrow. They had a meeting at fitienne

Arago's for the same evening, who, as I have previously

said, was lieutenant in the 12th Legion of Artillery, and
who, in case of a triumphant insurrection, was designed

by a secret organisation to be mayor of the first arrondisse-

ment ; the son of the noted barrister Bernard (of Rennes)^

was his associate. Arago lived in Bernard's house, which

was at the corner of the place and me des Pyramides.

Nothing was settled at this meeting ; no sort of plan

was drawn up or scheme fixed upon : each one was left

to his own devices to act according to circumstances.

Nevertheless, the detachment of artillery commanded
for the funeral cortege appeared armed at the house of

mourning and provided themselves with cartridges.

On 5 June, the day fixed for the funeral, I went at eight

in the morning to the general's house, in the faubourg

Saint-Honor^. In my capacity as steward I had no rifle,

nor, consequently, any cartridges. There were already,

by eight o'clock, over three thousand persons in front of

the house. I saw a group of young people who were

preparing a kind of ammunition-waggon with ropes. I

went up to them and asked them what they were busy

with. " They were arranging the ropes," they replied,

" with which to draw the funeral car." At the

same time, they informed me that General Lamarque's

body was lying in state in his sleeping-room and

that people were defiling past the bed of state, I went
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and put myself in the queue and filed past in my turn.

The general in full uniform was laid on his bed, with his

gloved-hand on his bare sword ; he had a fine head, and
his dignity was increased by the majesty of death. Those

who passed by did so in silence and veneration, stooping

as they reached the foot of the bed and sprinkling holy

water on the corpse with a bough of laurel. I passed by
as the rest did and went back into the street again. I

was extremely weak from the effect of the cholera, I had
lost all my appetite and scarcely ate an ounce of bread

a day. The day promised to be a fatiguing one : so I

went into my friend Hiraux's, whose cafe was, as we
know, at the corner of the rues Royale and Saint-Honore,

and I waited until the time for departure, trying to take

a cup of chocolate. At eleven, a rolling of drums called

me to my post. They had just brought down the coffin

under the great gate, shrouded with black. All the

various elements which go to the formation of a funeral

procession rolled along the rue and faubourg Saint Honore
—National Guards, workmen, artillerymen, students, old

soldiers, refugees of all countries, citizens from every

town ; leaving, like a twin lake, their waves rolling across

the place de la Madeleine and the place Louis xv. At
the roll of the drums, all this crowd disentangled itself

and every one rallied round his own leader, flag and banner.

Many only had laurel or oak branches for banners and
flags. All this passed before the eyes of the four squadrons

of carabiniers who occupied the place Louis xv. The
I2th Light Infantry waited at the other end of Paris on
the very place de la Bastille. The Municipal Guard, on
its side, was placed at intervals along the route which
extended from the Prefecture de Police to the Panth6on.

A detachment of the same guard protected the Jardin

des Plantes. A squadron of dragoons covered the place de

Gr^ve with a battalion of the 3rd Light. Finally, a de-

tachment of soldiers of the same troop stood ready to

mount their horses at the Celestins barracks. The remain-
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ing troops were confined in their respective barracks, and

orders were given that regiments from Rueil, Saint-Denis

and Courbevoie should be sent if needed.

There were then in Paris, on the morning of that terrible

day, nearly eighteen thousand men of the line and light

infantry ; four thousand four hundred cavalry ; two

thousand of the garde municipale infantry and cavalry.

Nearly eighty thousand men in all. We had been told of

this increase of troops—for we had friends even in the

War Office—an increase due indisputably to the circum-

stances under which they found themselves ; they had

added that the Government only waited an excuse for

showing its strength ; this meant that, instead of fearing

a riot, they desired one. But there was so much ardour in

the young political head which constituted the Republican

party, that directly the match touched the flint, the spark

flashed forth which was to fire the powder - magazine,

the very powder-magazine which was to blow us all up.

We were congregated on the place Louis xv. with all the

heads of the secret societies. Only one of these societies,

the Soci6t6 Gauloise, was in favour of fighting. The

previous day, the Societe des Amis du peupie had met

in the boulevard Bonne-Nouvelle and had decided, as

we had done on our part, that firing was not to be begun,

but that it should be answered if it were begun by the

soldiers. As will be seen it needed only a single shot to

lead to a general slaughter.

In addition to this state of things, the heat was stifling,

the atmosphere charged with electricity, and huge black

clouds rolled over Paris, as though the sky were in mourn-

ing and wanted to take part in the funeral ceremony, by the

rolling of its thunder. It is quite impossible to-day,

at this distance of time, twenty-two years later, to give

any idea of the degree of excitement to which the crowd

had reached, when it received from its leaders the order

to take the place assigned to each corps, corporation,

society and nation, in the funeral procession. It was
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not a cortege; it was a federation round a funeral bier.

At half-past eleven, under a driving rain, the state-carriage

moved forward drawn by thirty young men. The comers
of the pall were held by General La Fayette—who had a
working man by his side wearing the July decoration,

on whose arm the general leant from time to time when
the paving became too slippery—by MM. Lafi&tte, Isay

and Chatelain, of the Courrier frangais ; by the Marechal

Clausel and by General Pelet ; and, lastly, by M. Mauguin
and a student from the Ecole Polytechnique. Behind
the bier walked M. de Laborde, questor to the Chamber,
preceded by two ushers, accompanied by MM. Cabet and
Laboissi^re, stewards of the cortege, and followed by a

number of deputies and generals. The principal deputies

were

—

MM. le marechal Gerard, Tardieu, Chevandier, Vatout,

de Corcelles, Allier, Taillandier, de Las Cases fils, Nicod,

Odilon Barrot, la Fayette (Georges), de Beranger, Larabit,

de Cormenin, de Bryas, Degouve-Denuncques, Charles

Comte, le g6n6ral Subervie, le colonel Lamy, le Comte
Lariboissiere, Charles Dupin, Viennet, Sapey, Lherbette,

Paturel, Bavoux, Baude, Marmier, Jouffroy, Duchaffaut,

Pourrat, Pedre-Lacaze, Berard, Frangois Arago, de

Girardin, Gauthier d'Hauteserve, le general Tiburce

S^bastiani, Gamier-Pages, Leyraud, Cordier, Vigier.

The principal generals were

—

MM. Mathieu Dtunas, Emmanuel Rey, Lawoestine,

Hulot, Berkem, Saldanha, Reminski, Seraski.

Of these three latter, the one was a Portuguese and the

two others were Poles. With them were the marechals

de Camp Rewbell, Schmitz, Mayot and Sourd.

After the deputies and generals came the exiles of all

countries, each group carrying its own national banner.

Two battalions formed the escorting troop and marched
in echelon on each side. Then—just as, in the midst

of its quays, the flowing river overflows its banks after

a storm—rolled by nearly six hundred artillerymen
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with loaded rifles and cartridges in their cartridge-boxes

and pockets ; then ten thousand of the National Guard
without guns, but armed with sabres ; then groups of

working men intermingled with members of secret societies

;

then thirty, perhaps forty or fifty thousand citizens !

All these moved past in the rain. The cortege turned

at the Madeleine along the boulevard, crowded on both

sides with women and men, forming a variegated carpet,

which the citizens at their doors or windows, men, women
and children, took part in as though on a tapestry pattern.

Not one of the ordinary sounds men make at great gather-

ings issued from that crowd. Only, from time to time a

signal was given and, with incredible cohesion, the cry

was uttered by a hundred thousand voices whilst flags,

banners, pennons, branches of laurel and of oak were

waved

—

" Honneur au general Lamarque ! . .
."

Then all lips were silent ; and the branches of oak and
laurel, pennons, banners and flags expressed no more
motion than as before a brief and hot squall during a

tempest. All was as silent and nearly as still as death.

But in the air there floated an invisible something, whisper-

ing low :
" Misfortune !

" All eyes were fastened on us,

the artillerymen. They knew well that if anything

burst forth it would be from among the ranks of the

men in that severe uniform who marched side by side,

with gloomy looks and clenched teeth, who, like impatient

horses shaking their plumes, shook the red streamers on
their shakos. I could the better judge of these arrange-

ments, as, under instruction from the family, I did not

walk in the ranks, but by the side of the artillery.

From time to time, men of the people whom I did

not know broke through the hedge, and shook me by
the left hand

—

I held my sabre in my right—and said

to me

—

" The artillery need not be anxious, we are here !

"
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It took nearly three-quarters of an hour to get to the

rue de la Paix. There, a movement was, all at once,

set on foot which no one at first understood. It was
not in the programme. The head of the cortege was

drawn in the midst of unintelligible shoutings in the

direction of the place Vendome. I ran to make inquiries :

thanks to my uniform and to a certain popularity which

it had already acquired, and especially to the gold-fringed

tri-coloured scarf which I wore on my left arm, everybody

made way for me. I therefore gained with more ease

than I should have expected the head of the column,

which was already moving into the rue de la Paix. And
this is what had happened.

At the top of the rue de la Paix, a man dressed as

an operative, but who it was easy to recognise belonged

to a higher class, had broken away from the boulevards

and was exchanging a few words with the young people

attached to the hearse. Soon, a cry went up

—

" Yes, yes, the soldier of Napoleon, round the column !

... To the column ! To the column !

"

And, without consulting either generals or deputies

or police, whether in uniform or without, a unanimous
impulse made the catafalque deviate from the straight

line and it was hurried into the rue de la Paix. This

was episode the first of that day's journey. I ran and
resumed my place.

" What is the matter ? " they asked me.
" The hearse is going to be taken round the column."
" Will the post present arms ? " a voice asked.
" Pardieu ! " said another voice, " if they do not present

arms of their own accord they shall be made to do so by
force."

" Honour to General Lamarque !
" shouted a hundred

thousand voices.

Then, as before, all returned to silence : the head of

the cortege reached the place Vendome. Suddenly, a great

shudder went through the crowd : that serpent with its
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thousand coils trembled at the least shock from head to

the tail. At the sight of the cortege coming out on the

place Vendome, the picket of the staff officers remained

shut inside the guardhouse. The sentinel alone paced up

and down before the door. A shout sounded

—

" Honour to General Lamarque ! Honour to General

Lamarque !

"

At the same time, a fiery crowd rushed upon the staff

officer's guardhouse. The commandant did not even

attempt to offer resistance ; after a moment of parleying,

he ordered his soldiers out, took the field and presented

arms. This first episode prepared for the struggle by

showing that the most lukewarm spirits were ready for

an outburst. This successful issue was looked upon as a

victory. It is, moreover, probable that the head of the

guardhouse had had no orders of any kind.

The procession round the column had no connection

whatever with the programme ; the officer yielded, not

from fear, but from the sympathy which, no doubt, his

soldierly heart felt towards the remains of the great

general and the famous member of the Tribune. He did

wisely, for a terrible collision would else have taken place
;

and as it was so close to the Tuileries, who knows what

would have happened ? The cortege regained the rue

de la Paix, and resumed its sombre and silent march along

the boulevards. It reached the club in the rue de Choiseul,

now the Cercle des Arts ; the balcony was filled with

members of the club. Only one had his hat on his head
;

he was Duke Fitz-James. I guessed what would happen

and I confess I trembled. I knew Duke Fitz-James

very well indeed, and he, on his side, returned my friend-

ship heartily. I knew that, if forced, he would rather

be torn to pieces than take off his hat. I was, therefore,

most anxious that he should raise it of his own accord.

Just at that moment, whether by chance or by preconcerted

provocation, the insistent phrase, " Honneur au g^n^ral

Lamarque !
" was echoed, followed by the cry, " Take off
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your hat ! Off with your hats !
" At the same time, a

hailstorm of stones broke the windows of the house. The
duke was obhged to withdraw. Three days later, I asked

him for an explanation of this show of bravado, as it was
very much out of harmony with his courteous manners.

" I cannot answer you as to this," said the duke ;
" the

explanation of the riddle will reach you from la Vend6e."

Indeed, a letter from the noble duke was found among
the papers of Madame la duchesse de Berry, giving the

explanation of the keeping on of the hat : it was a signal

to which no one responded, or, rather, to which only

those replied who could not understand it. This incident

stopped the procession for nearly ten minutes ; the National

Guards appeared upon the terrace and asserted that what
had been taken for an insult from the ex-peer of France

was only an aberration ; and the catafalque resumed its

route through the crowd, as a heavy-laden vessel, which

has the wind against it, painfully cleaves through the

waves of the sea. From that moment all doubt ceased

in my mind, and I was convinced that the journey would
not be done without resort to firearms. The six hundred
artillerymen with their pale faces and frowning brows

were also convinced of it. However, no other incident

occurred during the course from the Choiseul Club to the

Saint-Martin Gate. After passing the G3minase, the rain

had stopped falling ; but thunder rumbled incessantly,

intermingling with the rolling of the drums. The presence

of the police placed at intervals along the sides of the

procession put the finishing touch to the irritation in

people's minds. Their aggressive air caused the feeling

that they were there to get up a quarrel ; or, much more
likely, instead of being inclined to alienate quarrels, to stir

them up with all their might. Opposite the theatre, a

woman observed to a man of the jseople who carried a

flag, that the Gaulois-cock was a bad emblem of democracy.

The bearer of the standard, in all probability sharing this

opinion, reversed the flag, broke the Gaulois-cock under

VI.— 18
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foot and put in its place a branch of willow, the tree of

mourning and friend of the tomb. A policeman saw

this substitution and the conditions under which it was

made ; he sprang forward and snatched the standard

from the hands of the man who carried it ; the latter re-

sisted, and the policeman drew his sword and struck

him in the throat. At the sight of blood, a cry of rage

went forth from every mouth ; twenty swords, sabres and

daggers came out of their scabbards. The policeman

recognising that I was a steward, sprang to my side,

crying, " Save me !
" I pushed him in among the ranks

of the artillerymen ; some were of a mind to protect him,

others to tear him to pieces ; for five minutes he stood

as pale as a corpse between life and death. The more
generous feeling carried the day, and he was saved. At
the same moment, all looks were attracted towards the

same direction. An insult was offered by another police-

man to a veteran captain, who drew his sword and attacked

him. The policeman, on his side, drew his sword from

its sheath and defended himself furiously. When he

attained the pavement he buried himself out of sight in

the density of the crowd, where his flight could be noted

by the imprecations which rose as he passed through.

The young man wounded by the first policeman had been

able to continue on his way, leaning on the arms of two
friends. Only, he had taken off his collar, and the blood

from his gaping wound flowed on to his shirt and down
his coat. His July decoration (I remember that it was

a July ribbon) had become as red as the ribbon of the

Legion of Honour. From this moment the conviction

went through all minds that a bloody affray was approach-

ing. Everything, in fact, seemed to suggest the use of

arms ; the rolling of drums, the noise of the tam-

tams, the fluttering of the flags of all countries, the

constant struggle between liberty and slavery, the cries

of " Honneur au g^n^ral Lamarque !
" becoming more

and more frequent and every time assuming a more
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distinctly threatening character, the earth beneath and
the skies above, and all that rent the air, combined to

incite people's minds to a pitch of excitement filled with

danger.
" Where are they leading us ? " a terrified voice cried

from the midst of a group of students.
" TO THE REPUBLIC !

" replied a strong, sonorous

voice, " and we invite you to supper with us to-night in the

Tuileries I
"

A kind of groan of joy greeted this invitation, which,

in a different sense, recalled that of Leonidas to those

of Thermopylae, and I saw men who had no arms tear up
the stakes which were used as props for the young trees

that had just been planted on the boulevard in place of the

old ones knocked down on 28 July 1830. Others broke

the trees themselves to make into clubs.

The I2th Light were, as I have said, drawn up in

line on the place de la Bastille. For an instant, it was
thought the conflict would begin there ; but, all at once,

an officer came out from the front line, and advancing

towards Etienne Arago, with whom he talked for a
moment, he said to him

—

" I am a Republican, I have pistols in my pockets ;

you can rely upon us."

Several artillerymen, who, Hke myself, had heard these

words, shouted :
" Vive la ligne ! " The cry uttered by

us was taken up with enthusiasm : they knew we should

not give such a cry without reason. The line replied by
a shout nearly as unanimous of :

" Honneur au general

Lamarque ! " These words, " The line is on our side,"

repeated from rank to rank, ran through the whole length

of the cortege like lightning. At the same time, loud
shouts were heard of " L'Ecole Polytechnique / . . . vive

I'Ecole ! vive la Republique ! " These were inspired by
the sight of some sixty students running with disordered

raiment, bareheaded, some with swords in their hands.

They had been consigned to their quarters and had broken
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out, overturning General Tholos6, who had tried to oppose

their coming out ; they had come to throw their popular

name and their uniform, still blackened with the powder

of July, into the insurrection. The artillery received

them with open arms ; they knew that, few though they

were in number, they were a powerful support. Their

arrival produced so much effect that, at sight of them,

the band which preceded the hearse spontaneously

played the Marseillaise. No idea can be formed of the

enthusiasm with which the crowd greeted that electrifying

air, forbidden for over a year. Fifty thousand voices

repeated in chorus, " Citizens, to arms / " To this chant,

the cortege crossed the place de la Bastille and traversed

the boulevard Bourdon, advancing between the Saint-

Martin canal and the public granaries. A platform was

put up at the entrance to the bridge of Austerlitz ; from

it the farewell orations were to be given. After these

were pronounced, the body of General Lamarque con-

tinued its route towards the d^partement des Landes,

where it was to be interred, whilst the procession returned

to Paris.

It was after three o'clock in the afternoon ; I had had

nothing since the previous night, except the cup of choco-

late from my friend Hiraux : I was literally dropping

from exhaustion. The speeches bade fair to be long, and,

naturally, tedious ; so I proposed to two or three of the

artillerymen to come and dine at the Gros Marronniers,

and they accepted.
" Will anything happen ? " I asked Bastide before I

went off.

" I think not," he said, looking round him, " and yet,

do not be deceived, the 29 July is in the air."

" In any case, I shall not go far away," I said, and I went.
" Are you going away ? " Etienne Arago said to me.
" I will return in a quarter of an hour."
" Make haste, if you wish to take part !

"

" How can I, I have neither rifle nor cartridges ?
"
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" You must do as I have done, put pistols in your

pockets."

He showed me the butt-end of a pistol sticking out of

his pocket.
" Diable / " I exclaimed, " if I thought anything would

happen I would dispense with dinner
!

"

" Oh ! don't be anxious, if there is anything it will

last long enough for you to come back before dessert."

That was probable, so we went off without scruples.

I was so weak that I was obhged to lean on the arm of my
two companions, and I very nearly fainted before entering

the restaurant. They made me drink iced water and I

revived. Everything was topsy-turvy, and we had
great difl&culty in getting waited on. We were engrossed

in a huge fish-pie, the main dish always served in a dinner

d la Rdpie, when we heard a volley of firing, but so pecuhar

in sound that we never doubted but that it was the dis-

charge over the hearse in honour of the illustrious

dead.
" To the memory of General Lamarque !

" I said,

raising my glass.

My two companions pledged me. Then we heard four

or five single shots.

" Oh ! oh !
" I exclaimed, " that is another tale alto-

gether ! Those shots soimd like sport."

I ran on to the quay, where I chmbed up on a railing.

Nothing could be made out except that there was a great

commotion about the pont d'Austerhtz.
" Pay quick and come and see what that music is," I

said to my two companions.

We flung 10 francs on the table ; but, as the firing in-

creased, we did not ask for our change, we started running

towards the barrier. The sound of firing had given me
back my strength. When we reached the barrier, we
found it guarded by men in blouses who, on perceiving

us, shouted, " Viveni les artilleurs ! " We ran up to

them.
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" What has been happening ? " we asked.
" Only that they are firing on the people, and the

artillery has returned the fire
;

pdre Louis-Philippe is

at his last gasp and the Republic is proclaimed. Vive

la Republique I
"

We looked at one another. The triumph seemed to

us too complete for the short time it had taken to happen
in. But this is what had actually happened, and the stage

things had reached. I said that, as we left, they were

about to begin the orations. Banners of every nation

had been taken up on to the platform—Polish, Italian,

Spanish and Portuguese waved their standards of every

colour above the catafalque, and amongst them was
the flag of the German Union seen floating for the first

time, black and red and gold.

General La Fayette had begun by saying a few lofty,

calm and serene words, in keeping with the grand old man
who uttered them ; then came Mauguin, less restrained

;

Clausel, more military ; then the Portuguese General

Saldanha. Whilst the orators were speaking, the young
men went from group to group disseminating news,

such as :
" They are fighting at the Hotel de Ville ! " or,

" A general has just declared himself against Louis-

Philippe !
" Others, " The troops have revolted !

" or,

" They are marching upon the Tuileries !
" No one be-

lieved such rumours seriously, and yet they warmed and
stirred people's spirits and hearts. After our battery

had passed through the boulevard, it took up its position

near the platform. There were gathered Etienne Arago,

Guinard, Savary, corresponding by means of signs with

Bastide and Thomas, who were on the boulevard Bourdon.

In the middle of General Saldanha's speech, attention

seemed suddenly distracted ; cries, commotion and
rumours drew all eyes towards the boulevards. A man
clad in black, tall, thin and as pale as a ghost, with dark

moustaches, holding in his hand a red flag edged with

black fringe, and mounted upon a horse which he had
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difficulty in steering through the crowd, waved his blood-

coloured flag, on which was written in black letters

—

"LIBERTY OR DEATH!"

Where did the man come from ? Neither at the trial

or sentence was this told. All that was known was
that his name was Jean-Baptiste Peyron, and that he
came from the Basses-Alpes, He was condemned to

ONE month's imprisonment. We none of us knew him.

Was he excited, as he said himself, by a feeling of enthusi-

asm bordering on madness ? Was he a seditious agent ?

The mystery has never been elucidated. But, wherever

he came from and whatever the motive by which he was
animated, his appearance was greeted with unanimous
disapproval. General Exelmans shouted in a voice

which dominated every other

—

" Not the red flag ! the flag of terror ; we only want
the tricolour, which is that of glory and liberty."

Two men then sprang on General Exelmans, and tried

to drag him towards the canal. It was never known
who they were. He shook them off and came across to

the Comte de Flahaut.
" What is to be done ? " General Exelmans asked.
" Run to the Tuileries and warn the king of what is

going on."

They both rushed off to the Tuileries. At that moment,
two young men unharnessed General La Fayette's carriage

and led it towards the Hotel de Ville. Simultaneously,

and as though the impulse had been associated with the

appearance of the man with the red flag, a column of

dragoons came out of the C61estins barracks. M. Gisquet

had sent the order, which ought to have been given by
General Pajol, Commander of the First Military Division.

The appearance of the dragoons, which at first, however,

meant nothing hostile, as their pistols were in their

holsters and their rifles hung at their saddlebows, yet

produced a certain amount of commotion along the
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boulevard Bourdon. Etienne Arago saw the effect and

leant over towards Guinard's ear.

" I think it is time to begin," he said.

" Begin !
" Guinard answered, laconically.

Arago did not wait to hear it twice ; he rushed on

to the platform. A student had followed after General

Saldanha; Arago took his place and shouted

—

" We have had enough of that kind of speech ! Few
words are needed and they are Vive la Repuhlique

!

It was to that cry General Lamarque began his military

career, it is to that cry we should follow his remains.

Vive la Repuhlique ! Follow me, those who agree with

me !"

Not one word of the allocution was lost ; scarcely was

it seen that a lieutenant of the artillery was going to speak

before everybody kept silence. Besides, the name of

Arago, which was very popular, had circulated in a whisper

below the tremendous shout of " Vive la Repuhlique !
"

At the last words of his speech, Arago took possession

of one of the flags from the platform, and, flag in hand,

with Guinard and Savary by his side, he rushed to our

battery. But, in the commotion which had followed the

speech, the crowd had broken the ranks of the artillery-

men in such a way that the three leaders, followed only

by about thirty men, had disappeared from the sight of

their other companions. At this moment, some shots

were heard in the boulevard Bourdon.

Let us follow the fortunes of Arago, Guinard and Savary

;

we will return presently to the other portion of the struggle.



CHAPTER VI

The artillerymen—Carrel and le National—Barricades of the

boulevard Bourdon and in the rue de Menilmontant—The
carriage of General La Fayette—A bad shot from my friends

—

Despair of Hau-el—The pistols in Richard—The women are

against us—I distribute arms to the insurgents—Change of

imiform—The meeting at Laffitte's—Progress of the insurrection

—M. Thiers— Barricade Saint-Merry—Jeanne—Rossignol

—

Barricade of the passage du Saumon—Morning of 6 June

THE group of artillerymen who guided the three

leaders we have just mentioned went down at

double quick pace, shouting, "Vive la Ripttblique /

"

along the right bank of the canal. Some fled before them,

others rallied round ; there was a frightful tumult. At
the place de la BastUle they rejoined the 12th Light

;

after what the ofl&cer had said they were sure of these.

So the soldiers let the artillery go by. The major saluted

them and nodded his approval. At the boulevard Saint-

Antoine, a cuirassier, whose name I have forgotten, joined

the artillerymen. There was a cuirassier on 5 June as

there was a fireman on 15 May. When the cuirassier

reached the guardhouse of the boulevard, at the comer
of the rue de M6nilmontant, he rushed into the guardroom,
sword in hand ; the people followed him. In an instant,

the guardhouse was taken and the soldiers disarmed.

They continued along the boulevard to shouts of " Vive

la Republique I " cries which were almost everywhere
received with cheers. At the top of the rue de Lancry,

they met Carrel on horseback. He came, like a general,

to find out the state of things for himself.
a8i
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" Have you a regiment with you ? " he asked.
" We have them all with us !

" he was told.

" That is too much ; I only want one," he said, laugh-

ing, as he resumed at a gallop his way along the Bastille

road. The artillerymen took the rue Bourbon-Villeneuve.

At sight of them, the guard at the Bank ran for their rifles,

but, to the great astonishment of the insurgents, they

presented arms. They could not, however, go through the

whole of Paris in this fashion ; they were a few yards

from the Vaudeville, where they deposited the flag

;

they rapidly ate a few bites of food and made for the

National, in the rue du Croissant. The Republicans

flocked there, and, in the midst of them, men who held

intermediary opinions, like Hippolyte Royer-Collard,

for example. Meanwhile Carrel arrived, and his opinion

was awaited impatiently.
" I have not great faith in the barricade," he said ;

" we succeeded in 1830 by an accident. Those who are of

different opinion from me may move the paving-stones.

I shall not persuade them to do it, nor shall I disapprove ;

but, in saving le National and in preventing them from

compromising it as a newspaper, I shall keep a body-

guard round until to - morrow. Believe me, it takes

more courage to say to my friends what I am saying

than to attempt with them that in which they are going

to engage."

As Carrel uttered these words, Thomas arrived from

the boulevard Bourdon.
" There is nothing for us to do here," said Thomas ;

" let us go away !

"

At the same instant, the enthusiasts came out from the

National offices and went to consult together at Ambert's,

in the rue Godot-de-Mauroy.

We will now relate what had happened in the boulevard

Bourdon, from whence Thomas had come. As we said

before, the dragoons had issued from the Celestins barracks

and, after advancing rapidly, had stopped two hundred
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yards from the bridge. The multitude confronted them
in terror. At this moment, the carriage of General

La Fayette came out of the crowd drawn by young men.
Those who marched before it shouted, " Make room for

La Fayette !
" The dragoons opened their ranks to let

the general and the youths and the carriage pass. Scarcely

had the general gone by before several shots rang out.

Who fired those shots ? Impossible to state, we did not

ourselves know. It is the eternal question which history

puts over and over again, without truth ever being able to

formulate a reply ; it was the enigma of 10 August, of

5 Jvme and of 24 February. Instantly, the dragoons
were beaten down with stones ; children slipped even
underneath the horses' bodies and ripped up the animals

under the men. The conduct of the dragoons and of their

commandant, M. Dessolier, was admirable ; they sustained

everything without either charging or firing. The attack

was to come from another side. A sub-officer was des-

patched at a gallop to tell the colonel, who remained
in the Celestins, The sub-ofl&cer reported, and the colonel

decided not only to extricate his men by making a
diversion, but, better still, to catch the insurgents between
two fires. He came at the head of a second detachment,
which, with trumpeters at its head, issued forth from
the place de 1'Arsenal. But scarcely had it proceeded
a hundred yards before a discharge of musketry burst

forth and two dragoons fell. Then the dragoons broke
into a gallop, and, to avenge themselves for the attempted
fusillade, charged the crowd along the boulevard Bourdon.
A second discharge went off and Commandant Cholet fell

dead. Then resounded the cry, " To arms !

" Bastide

and Thomas were at the opposite end of the boulevard

Bourdon. They had not begun the attack, but, on the

contrary, were attacked. They resolved not to recede by
a single yard. A barricade was put up in a few minutes.

It was defended by three principal leaders, Bastide,

Thomas and S^chan. A dozen of the students of the
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Ecole Polytechnique, a score of artillerymen and__as many
more of the populace rallied round them.

As though^his tall figure^did not run double the danger

of the other, Thomas mounted on top of the barricade
;

S6chan took hold of him from behind, put his arms round

him and made him come down. They kept their position

unmoved. The firing came from the Arsenal, from the

pavilion de Sully, and from the public granaries all at the

same time. The colonel of dragoons had had his horse

killed under him ; the lieutenant was mortally wounded.

A bullet had just hit Captain Briqueville. The order to

retire was given to the dragoons who doubled back along

the rues de la Cerisaie and Petit-Musc. The barricade

was cleared ; it was futile to continue the struggle on the

outskirts of Paris ; it was in the heart of it that fires

must be lit. Thomas, Bastide and Sechan flew along

the boulevard Contrescarpe and re-entered Paris, shouting :

" To arms !
" Thomas ran to confer with the National.

Bastide, S6chan, Dussart, Pescheux d'Herbinville, erected

a barricade across the entrance to the rue de Menilmontant,

where Bastide and Thomas lived, and had a shed full of

wood for burning. Meanwhile, the students, the pupils of

the Ecole and the populace had taken possession of the

hearse. Shouts of "To the Pantheon " were heard.
" Yes ! yes ! to the Pantheon," all voices repeated.

The hearse was drawn up before the Pantheon. The
municipal cavalry barred the way. It was attacked

and offered resistance, but was driven back towards the

barriere d'Enfer. Two squadrons of carabiniers came

to its aid, and, thanks to this reinforcement, it kept the

mastery of the convoy. The insurgents dispersed down
the faubourg Saint-Germain, shouting : "To arms !

"

Paris was on fire from the barriere d'Enfer to the me
de Menilmontant. Meanwhile, the young men who had

taken out La Fayette's horses and were drawing his carriage

heard the firing and cries of " Aux armes !
" and the

fusilade which increased on all sides. They were tired of
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remaining inactive. The j)erson sitting on the back seat

leant forward towards the person on the seat opposite.
" An idea !

" he said.

" What is it ?
"

" Suppose we fling General La Fayette into the river

and say that Louis-Philippe has drowned him ? . .
."

The youths began to laugh—fortunately, it was merely

a joke. That evening, at Laffitte's, the noble old man
related the anecdote to me.

" Ah ! ah !
" he said, " after all it was not a bad idea,

and I do not know whether I should have had the courage

to oppose it, supposing they had tried to put it into exe-

cution."

To this state, then, had Paris reached when we appeared

at the barridre de Bercy, and when the populace, on
guard, informed us that Louis-Philippe was at his last

gasp and that the Republic was proclaimed. We went
along the boulevard Contrescarpe in hot haste. At the

place de la Bastille we found the 12th Light, who let us

pass. The boulevards were nearly deserted. When we
got to the rue de Menilmontant I saw a barricade ; it

was guarded by a single artilleryman. I went up to him
and recognised S6chan, rifle on shoulder—the same rifle

of which I have already spoken in connection with the

famous night at the Louvre. I stopped ; I knew nothing

positively, so I asked him for news and begged him to

explain why he was alone. The rest were famished with

hunger and were eating a hasty meal in Bastide's wood-
shed. They must nm at the first sound of firing. I

learnt from Sechan what had passed in the boulevard

Bourdon and I went on my way. My two companions
of the route rushed down the rue de Bondy ; I followed

the boulevard. It was intersected at the top of the

street and the faubourg Saint-Martin by a detachment
of the line ; the men were drawn up in three rows. I was
asking myself how I could go through that triple line alone,

in my hostile uniform, when I discovered among the ranks



286 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

an old battery comrade. True, I nearly fought a duel

with him at the time over a difference of opinion. He
was dressed in a round jacket, a policeman's helmet and

a pair of the buttoned knickerbockers called charivaris.

He had a double-barrelled gun in his hand, and had joined

the troops as an amateur. Having recognised him, I

thought I might feel easy and continued to advance,

making signs with my hand. He lowered his gun. I

thought he had recognised me, and was joking or wanted

to frighten me, so I still went forward. Suddenly, he

disappeared in a cloud of fire and smoke and a bullet

whistled in my ears. I saw things were serious. I was

by the cafe de la Porte-Saint-Martin. I wanted to run

into the theatre passage, but it was closed. I thrust the

door of the theatre open with one kick. The fourth or

fifth performance of La Tour de Nesle was put up on the

bills. I ran to the property stores. I came across Harel

on the stage. He tore his hair at seeing his successful

run interrupted. As he perceived that I was turning

away from him, he said, " Where are you going ?
"

" To the property stores."

" What do you want there ?
"

" Have you such a thing as a rifle ?
"

" Pardieu / I have a hundred. You know very well

we have just been playing . . . that is to say, unfor-

tunately not I, but Crosmer . , . Napoleon d Schon-

brunn."
" All right, I want a rifle."

" What for ?
"

" To return one of my friends a bullet he has just sent

at me. Only, I hope to be more adroit than he was."
" Oh ! my friend !

" exclaimed Harel, " you are going

to get the theatre burnt down !
" And he placed himself

in front of the door leading to the property stores.

" Pardon, my friend," I said to him, " I will give up the

rifles as they are yours ; but give me the pistols that I

presented for the second representation of Richard : not
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only are they valuable ones but, also, they were a

present."
" Hide the pistols

!

" cried Harel to the man who had

charge of the properties.

They hid them so well that I never saw them again.

Furious, I went up to the second storey. Through the

small windows of the theatre, forming a long square, I

could see all that was happening on the boulevard. The
soldiers were still at their post, and my friend—the man
with the double-barrelled gun, policeman's helmet and
charivari—was with them yet. I was mad that I had not

even the smallest pea-shooter. Whilst I was looking

through this aperture, so narrow that it permitted me
to see without being seen, an act of great signification was
taking place opposite the theatre. A dragoon rushed up at

full speed, bringing an order. A child was hidden behind

a tree on the boulevard with a stone in his hand. Just as

the dragoon passed by, the child hurled the stone and it

struck the soldier's helmet. The dragoon hesitated, but

did not stop to pursue the child, and went his way at full

gallop. But a woman—the child's mother, probably

—

came out stealthily behind him, seized him by the collar

and gave him a good hiding. I lowered my head.
" The women are not with us this time," I said ; "we

are lost !

"

At that moment, I heard Harel calling me in a pitiful

voice. I went down. By the door which I had burst

open in order to get into the theatre, a score of men had
entered and were demanding arms. They, too, had be-

thought themselves of Napoleon d Schonhrunn. Harel

already saw his theatre being pillaged from top to bottom,

and called me to help him, relying on my name, already

popular, and upon my uniform as an artilleryman. I

went and faced the crowd, which stopped when it caught
sight of me.

" Friends," I said to them, " you are honest men."
One of them recognised me.



288 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

" Stop," he said, " it is M. Dumas, the commissioner of

the artillerymen."
" Precisely ; so you see we can understand one another."
" Why, yes ! since you are on our side."
" Then listen to me, I beg."
" We will."

" You do not want to ruin a man who is of your own
opinions, an exile of 1815, a prefect of the Empire ?

"

" We ? we only want arms."
" Very well, then, M. Harel, the manager, was prefect

during the Hundred Days and was exiled by the Bourbons
in 1815."

" Then Vive M. Harel / . . . Let him give us his rifles

and put himself at our head."
" A manager of a theatre is not master of his opinions

;

he is dependent on the Government."
" If he will let us take his rifles we will not ask anything

further from him."
" Be patient and we shall have them ! But I will give

them to you."
" Bravo !

"

" How many of you are there ?
"

" About a score."
" Harel, have twenty rifles brought out, my friend."

Then, turning towards the good fellows, I said

—

" You must understand clearly that it is I, M. Alex-

andre Dumas, who lend you these guns ; those who get

killed I will not bother, but those who survive shall bring

back their arms. Is that agreed to ?
"

" On our word of honour !

"

" Here are twenty rifles."

" Thanks !

"

" That is not all; you must write upon the doors: No
arms left !

"

" Who has got any chalk ?
"

" I will call the head carpenter. Darnault, a piece of

chalk !

"
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" Here it is."

" Go and write !
" I said to my men.

And one of them, rifle in hand, in sight of the detach-

ment of the Line, went and wrote on the three doors of

the theatre, " No arms left," and signed it.

Then the twenty men shook hands with me, and went

away, shouting, " Vive la Repiibliquef" and flourishing

their rifles.

" Now," I said to Damault, " barricade the door."
" Upon my word," said Harel, " the theatre is your

own from this moment, my dear friend, and you can do

what you please in it. You have saved it !

"

" Let us go and see Georges, and tell her she and the

theatre are saved."

We went upstairs ; Georges was nearly dead with

fright. On seeing me enter, dressed as an artilleryman,

she cried aloud, " Are you going out in that costume ?
"

" Of course !

"

"But you will be killed before you reach the faubourg

Poissonniere."
" Well, that is quite possible . . . and if my friend G.

de B. had not taken such bad aim it would already have

happened."
" Harel, lend him some clothes."
" Ah ! yes, why not, Tom ?

"

" Well, at any rate, send for some of your own ; I will

not let you go out in that wretched uniform."
" Well, we will see !

"

Harel called Darnault.
" Darnault, have you any of your men here ?

"

" Yes, I think so," said Darnault ;
" there is Guerin."

" Send him to fetch some clothes from Dumas's."
" Give me a note," said Darnault to me.
" Lend me your pencil."

I wrote a few pencil lines on a scrap of paper, and he ran

off. A quarter of an hour later, Guerin returned safely.

For that matter, the road was perfectly cleared. I rapidly

VI.— 19
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dressed myself in my ordinary clothes, and put my uniform

under the care of Darnault—not wishing to entrust it to

Georges, who would certainly have had it burnt—and I

reached M. Lafifiitte's house by the faubourg Saint-Martin,

the passage de 1' Industrie, the rue d'Enghien and the

rue Bergere. I did not get there till seven in the evening.

La Fayette came to it by the boulevard. It was here he

related to me the anecdote about the river. We went into

Laffitte's house together, which I had not entered since

the month of July 1830. The news that from all sides of

Paris had reached this centre, of opposition, almost of

insurrection, was as follows :

—

On the right bank, they were masters of the Arsenal, of

la Galiote guardhouse, of that of the Chateau-d'Eau and

of the Mairie of the 8th Arrondissement ; the Republicans

had control of the Marais, the firearms factory at Popin

court had been carried by assault, and twelve hundred rifles

were given up to them ; they had got to the place des

Victories, and were preparing to attack the Bank and the

Hotel des Postes. But the rue Saint-Martin and its

neighbouring streets was where the insurrection was

concentrated, and the whole of that quarter was busy

transforming itself into an impregnable fortress. The
troop, still very disturbed by the events of 1830, did not

know with whom it ought to side ; should it stand by
the Government, or should it turn to the People ?—1830

pointed to the latter course.

With regard to the National Guard, the appearance

of the man with the red flag had flung it into a state of

consternation. It saw nothing in the insurrection of

5 June and the shouts of " Vive la Repiiblique ! " but a

return to the Terror ; it rallied rather for defence than for

attack, and it was said that a whole battalion, massed

on the pont Notre-Dame, had opened way to let eight

insurgents pass through. So the Government, aware that

the troops would do nothing except in concert with the

Garde Nationale, had concentrated the control of all
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the military forces in the Capital in the hands of Marechal

Lobau. It was at this moment, when all this news

was being bandied about, that we entered M. Lafiitte's

salon. The sight of General La Fayette produced an

outcry, and people rose and went up to him.
" Well, general," they all called from all quarters,

" what have you been doing ?
"

" Messieurs," he said, " brave young fellows came to

my house and appealed to my patriotism."
" What did you say to them ?

"

" I replied, ' The more riddled with holes the flag is,

the more glorious it is ! Find a spot for me where a

chair can be put and I will sit in it and get myself killed

there.'
"

The deputies gathered at Lafiitte's looked at one

another.
" Now, messieurs," said Laffitte to them, with that

sweet smile which never left him, even in times of

greatest danger, " what do you say to that ?
"

" What did Marechal Clausel say ? " asked a voice.

" I can tell you," replied Savary, who had just entered,

and had heard the question ; "I have just come from

him."
" Ah !

"

" I urged him to join us, and he replied, ' I will join

you if you are sure of a regiment.' ' Eh, monsieur !

'

I said to him, ' if we had a regiment we should have no
need of you !

' Whereupon I left him."
" Messieurs," said Laffitte, " if we are going to throw

ourselves into the insurrection, there is no time to lose ;

we must instantly proclaim the deposition of the king,

and appoint a provisional government, so that Paris

may wake up to-morrow to find a proclamation on all

the walls."

" Will you sign it, general ? " continued Laffitte,

addressing himself to La Fayette.
" Yes," La Fayette rephed simply.
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" I will too," said Lafiitte ;
" we must have a third."

The general and the banker looked round ; nobody
offered.

" Ah ! if only Arago were here !
" said Laffitte.

" You know that you can count upon him," I hazarded
;

" he will not deny you: I have just left his brother, who
is in the very thick of the insurrection."

" We can risk our own heads," said Laffitte, " but not

those of our friends."

" Was it not done in 1830 for the Comte de Choiseul ?
"

" Yes ; but the situation is more serious than in 1830."

" It is the same," I ventured to say.

" Excuse me ! in 1830 we had the Due d'Orleans

with us."
" Behind us !

"

" Still, he was there, and the proof of it is that to-day

he is king."

"If he is the king. General La Fayette will recollect

that it was no fault of ours."

Yes, wisdom lay in the young heads ! I saw nothing

was going to be done in this direction, and that the night

would be spent in discussion. I went out : this was the

easier to manage as I was a personage of but little im-

portance, and probably no one noticed my absence. It

was my intention to go either to the National, or to

Ambert ; but, when I regained the ; boulevard, I learnt

that they were fighting in the rue du Croissant. I had

no arms. Furthermore, I could scarcely stand, for I

was consumed with fever. I took a cab and drove home.

I fainted as I was going upstairs, and they found me
unconscious half-way up between the first and second

landing. Whilst I was being discovered on my staircase,

and being undressed and put to bed, the insurrection

pursued its course.

Let us follow it behind the scenes at the barricade of

the rue Saint-Merry. We had left S^chan guarding the

barricade in the rue de M^nilmontant by himself. As
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soon as his comrades had done their meal, they rejoined

him. At nine o'clock in the evening they had not yet

been disturbed. The more advanced positions of the

troops did not exceed the rue de Clery. There was a

great perturbation at the headquarters, where a certain

number of generals and ministers had collected. Mar^chal

Soult, by virtue of his age and experience, found himself

the natural president of this gathering. But he was
perhaps the most undecided amongst them all. He
remembered 29 July 1830 and the anathemas attached

to the name of the Due de Raguse. One general pro-

posed to give the troops the order to withdraw, to draw
them up on the Champ de Mars and, from thence, to

re-enter Paris sword in hand. This strange strategical

idea might have been adopted, but the prefect of police,

M. Gisquet, opposed it with all his might. The collision,

it will be remembered, had started upon an order of his

given to the dragoons, and, during the three days the

struggle lasted, he was more earnest in the fight and
bolder in making extreme proposals than the boldest

of the generals. The discussion went on until they were

obliged to act ; the danger assumed formidable pro-

portions : the insurgents had successively carried the

positions at the Bastille, la Lingerier, Blancs-Manteaux

and the march^ Saint-Martin, and repulsed the Municipal

Guard with great losses. At eight at night the news
arrived at headquarters that a barricade had just been

constructed by the little bridge of I'Hotel-Dieu ; that

the Municipal Guard, forced to beat a retreat, had sur-

rendered the quai aux Fleurs to them; that they had
completely surrounded the prefecture of police. Next,

they issued orders to recall the troops into the town
;

a battalion of the 12th Light left Saint-Denis at the

same time as the 14th came up from Courbevoie. The
battery of the 6cole militaire had been summoned to

the Carrousel. A battahon of the 3rd Light and a

detachment of the 6th Legion cleared the boulevard de
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la Madeleine ; at the Saint-Martin gate, two squadrons

of carabiniers were stationed opposite the theatre, and
General Schramm had taken up his position with four

companies at the top of the Ambigu. At six o'clock p.m.

only, and after repeated charges, the dragoons succeeded

in making themselves masters of the place des Victoires,

and it was in the presence of M. de Lemet, and passing

through a double hedge of the National Guard, that the

runners set off. About a quarter past nine p.m., fitienne

Arago commanded, in the uniform of an artillery lieutenant,

a night patrol of a score of men, completely armed,

amongst whom were Bernard (de Rennes) fils, Thomas
and Ambert ; it joined forces with Bastide, Dussart,

Pescheux d'Herbinville and Sechan. The barricade

behind which I had seen Sechan alone with his rifle then

numbered nearly forty defenders. They spent the night

making fortifications. M. Thiers had arrived about the

same hour at the headquarters. He had seen the

fire near by; by chance, he dined that day at

the Rocher de Cancale with Mignet and Haubersaert;

they had been surrounded for a moment by the insur-

gents, who were concentrated in the environs of the

Goitre Saint-Merry, and had not the faintest idea that

three of the hottest partisans for Louis-Philippe were near

to them. M. Thiers had recounted so many battles in

his Histoire de la Revolution that he was something of a

general himself. Arrived at the place du Carrousel, he

made his staff out of MM. Beranger, K6ratry, Madier

de Montjau and Voisin de Gartempe, who were there,

and distributed cartridges whilst telling the deputies who
were so inclined to come and join him where he was. Only
nine answered to the invitation. ^ They knew the king was
to come, and waited for him with great impatience. They
would know what he would do by the expression of his

face. The king arrived, calm, and even smiling. As
we have said, with reference to the manner in which he

* I-ouis Blanc, Histoire de DixAns.
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possessed himself of the throne, he was by no means
audacious but he had great courage.

It was only then that the defence was organised. The
insurrection was really situated at the heart of Paris.

The rue Saint-Martin was occupied by two barricades,

one to the north at the top of the rue Maubuee, the other

to the south, powerfully fortified, almost impregnable, at

the top of the rue Saint-Merry, In the space between
these two barricades, a house had been selected by the

insurgents for use both as fortress and general quarters

and ambulance. It was Number 30. The position had
been chosen by almost as clever a strategist as M, Thiers.

It looked on the rue Aubry-le-Boucher, consequently if

people came along by that street they fell under a four-

fold fire ; if they attacked in the rear, they had to deal

with the men on the barricades, A man named Jeanne,

wearing the July decoration, who had earned a twofold

celebrity by his courage in the conflict and his steadfast-

ness before the judges, commanded this dangerous post.

Two or three old soldiers were making bullets with lead

torn from the gutters ; children went and tore down the

advertisements from the walls and brought them to make
wads. We will presently publish the narrative of one of

the children in its simplicity.

Suddenly, some one came to tell the Republicans,

half of whom were without arms, that in the courtyard

of that very house. No. 30, an armourer's shop was to be
found. This was marvellous news indeed. The shop was
open, and, without disorder or confusion, all the rifles it

contained were distributed, and all the powder was por-

tioned out in equal measures. The distribution was just

completed when several shots were heard and the cry
" To arms !

"

This is what had happened :

—

A column of the National Guard, which was recon-

noitring in the rue Saint-Martin, had come to give help to

the barricade.
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" Qui vive ? " cried the sentinel.

" Friends !
" the commander of the column hastened to

reply.

" Are you Republicans ?
"

" Yes, and we have come to help you."
" Vive la Ripublique / " the defenders of the barricade

shouted in chorus.

A friend of mine, called Rossignol, could not resist

the pleasure of being the first to shake hands with his

co-religionists ; he leapt over the barricade, and went
towards the National Guards shouting, "You are welcome !

"

But at the same instant a cry went forth from the ranks

of the National Guard

—

" Ah ! brigands ! We have got you at last."

" Fire, friends !
" cried Rossignol, " they are Philippists."

And a discharge was fired from inside the barricade, killing

five men of the National Guard.

It was the counterpart of : "A moi d'Auvergne ! c'est

I'ennemi." Only, more luckily than the Chevalier d'Assas,

Rossignol re-entered the barricade safe and sound through

a hailstorm of bullets.^

After a terrible struggle, and after returning to the

charge three times, the National Guard was repulsed,

and old men who had left off making their bullet casts,

children who had stopped making wads to take up arms,

laid their guns down and resumed their task. A lad of

twelve had been wounded in the head by the first dis-

charge
; Jeanne could not make him leave the barricade,

either in his capacity as leader or as a friend.

The National Guard went away and left their dead

and wounded ; but, as soon as the field of battle was
cleared, Jeanne and his men cleared the barricade and
picked up the wounded, whom they carried to their am-
bulances. A medical student who was one of the insur-

gents dressed their wounds, aided by two women. About
a hundred yards from the barricade of the rue Saint-Merry,

* Noel Parfait, Episodes des 5 and 6 June 1832.
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one was erected in the passage du Saumon, which had its

sentinels spread out all along the rue Montmartre. At
eight at night, Mar^chal Lobau gave orders to take it,

no matter at what cost ; he meant by daybreak the next

day to clear the rue Montmartre. They fought all night

long. Those who guarded the barricade made this oath

over the bodies of the comrades who had fallen

—

" We will either go out conquerors or be carried away
dead !

"

The ground floor or entresol of a caf6 which no longer

exists was used as an ambulance, whilst, from the windows
of the first and second storeys, from time to time, there

rained into an extended sheet cartridges thrown by un-

known hands. There were only twenty defenders of the

barricade. When, after a fight lasting nine hours, the

soldiers at last cleared the barricade, they found eight

dead men lying on the pavement, seven wounded and
disabled lying on beds on the ground floor of the

cafe, and a pupil of the iScole Polytechnique dying on the

billiard-table. The four other insurgents had succeeded

in escaping.

On the morning of the 6th, the insurrection had receded

and concentrated itself in two quarters : on the place de

la BastiUe and at the entrance to the faubourg Saint-

Antoine and in the rues Saint-Martin, Saint-Merry, Aubry-
le-Boucher, Planche-Mibray and Arcis. The Government
united its whole efforts to carry these last positions. From
the next day the place de la Concorde was crowded with

Artillery ; two battalions hurried from Saint-Cloud, and
three regiments of cavalry entered Paris from Versailles,

drawing their guns with them. As to the barricade in the

rue de M6nilmontant, it held out until daybreak ; but, as

it was too exposed on all sides, it could not hold out longer ;

those who guarded it took refuge with Bastide and Thomas,
and escaped by a little window that looked out on a small

street.

At four o'clock in the morning it was rumoured that
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everything had quietened down. After a feverish night I

got up to find out the news ; but, not being able to walk,

I took a carriage. I drove to the rue des Pyramides. I

hoped to see Arago there and learn the news from him.

But neither he nor Bernard, fils (of Rennes) had re-

turned ; M. Bernard (of Rennes) and his charming

daughters (whom I have not seen again, I believe, since

that day) were very anxious ; but whilst I was there a

vigorous ringing of the bell announced with certainty

some news either good or bad. They ran to the door and

uttered a cry of joy. The father had his son back again,

and the sisters beheld their brother again. I left the

excellent family fondling their prodigal child, and went

upstairs to Arago's rooms. He had taken off his artillery

uniform.
" What barricade have you been behind all night ?

"

he asked me, when he saw I was as pale as death.

" In my bed, unluckily. . . . And you ?
"

He related the story of the barricade in the rue de

Menilmontant.
" Is that all you know ? " I asked.
" What more do you think I know ? I left my rifle, . . .

but come to the National with me, where we shall find

news."

We went down, and, on the stairs, we met Charles

Teste, who was going to Bernard (de Rennes).
" Ah ! there you are, deserter," he said to Arago.
" How a deserter ? " exclaimed the latter. " I have

just come from fighting."

" It is just that that I mean ; but there are various

ways of deserting : you were the maire, and your place

was not behind a barricade, but at your own offices ;

when one is the head, one must not make oneself a branch.

. . . Parbleu I I too would have liked to take up my
gun, it would not have been a very wicked thing to do,

but I said to myself, * Stay, Charles ! You are the head,

and you must not take the part of an arm too !
'"



A DEPUTATION TO THE KING 299

To those who knew Charles Teste, these words
summed up the man himself in the one word—duty.

We reached the National ; it was very difficult to get

into the offices, as they were very crowded. There we
learned of the dispersion of the barricade au Saumon,
but, at the same time, we also learned that the one in the

rue Saint-Merry still held its ground. Latouche entered

at this moment in great perturbation.
" It is all over !

" he said.

" What, quite over ?"
1? ;•.

;

"Yes, quite."
" Have you come from it ?

"

" No, but I have just met some one who has."
" Good !

" said Arago, " there is hope left yet. . . . Who
will come with me ?

"

I yearned to go, but I could scarcely walk ; a capital

young fellow, a friend of ours, Howelt, wearing the July
decoration, whom I still come across from time to time,

came forward.
" Go to Laffitte's," Arago said to me, " and tell Francois,

if he is there, that I have gone to find out the news."

I went to Laffitte's. The whole gathering was in a

frightful state of confusion. They proposed to send a

deputation to Louis-Philippe to protest against the revolt

of the previous day. But let it be said that the pro-

position was rejected with horror and scorn. I recollect a
saying of Bryas, which was superb in its indignation. His
son, a pupil at the ficole Polytechnique, was among the in-

surgents. La Fayette also refused to take a step towards

the king.
" Why this aversion," cried a voice; "is not the Due

d'Orleans the best of Republicans ?
"

" Ah ! as the opportunity presents itself of denying

the proposal erroneously attributed to me," exclaimed

the noble old man, " I deny it."

Finally, they appointed three representatives, not to

make apologies in the name of the insurrection, but to



300 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

implore the clemency of the king in favour of those

who were still held. These three representatives were

Fran9ois Arago, Mar6chal Clausel and Laiiitte. Clausel

declined, and Odilon Barrot was substituted. We other

young men had not been able to get into the Committee

Room, but I had met Savary in the courtyard—Savary, a

member of the Institut, the great geometrician and

physicist and astronomer and scientist of means, of

whom death has since deprived his country before he

had lived half an ordinary life !

We were very harmonious in opinions and, as our

republic was not one shared by everybody, we at once

seized upon one another to thresh out our ideas of a

Utopia. So we had met and thus were occupied whilst

waiting there together. Arago came out first, and we ran

to him. Louis Blanc, who, in his capital Histoire de Dix

Ans, has not let a single detail of that great period escape

unnoticed, mentions our interview in these terms :

—

" As M. Arago came out, he met Savary and Alexandre

Dumas in the courtyard, a savant and a poet, both

very excited ; they had no sooner learnt what had passed

at M. Laffitte's, than they broke into passionate and

bitter speech, saying that Paris had only waited for one

signal to rise in revolt, and that the deputies who were so

ready to disclaim the efforts of the people were grossly

culpable towards their country.
" ' But is not everything at an end now ?

' asked Francois

Arago.
" ' No,' said a man of the people who was present, listen-

ing to our conversation, ' they are waiting for the tocsin

from the Church of Saint-Merry, for so long as a sick man's

death rattle can be heard he is alive.'

" I was struck with the expression and, as will be seen,

I did not forget it."



CHAPTER VII

Inside the barricade Saint-Merry, according to a Parisian child's

account—General Tiburce S^bastiani—Louis-Philippe during

the insurrection—M. Guizot—MM. Fran9ois Arago, Laffitte and
Odilon Barrot at the Tuileries—The last argument of kings

—

ttienne Arago and Howelt—Denunciation against me—M.
Binet's report

WHILST MM. Laffitte, Frangois Arago and Odilon

Barrot were on their] way to see the king, let us

see what was going on behind the Saint-Merry barricade

.

One of those strokes of good luck which at times happens
to us enables us to take the reader behind the scenes. A
child of fourteen who was there, and who has since become
a very distinguished man, sent me the following details

three years after the cessation of the insurrection, written

in his own hand, which I will reproduce in all its native

simplicity. After a lapse of nineteen years I have dis-

covered the paper creased and the ink turned yellow, but

the story exact and faithful.

"THE BARRICADE SAINT-MERRY
" On the morning of 5 June 1832 my father sent me on

an errand along the boulevard du Temple. It was the

day of the funeral of the famous General Lamarque and
there were large crowds in the place de la Bastille and
along the boulevards. Like the true child of Paris that

I am, eager to know everything, I stopped at each crowd :

they were talking hotly about politics ; several persons
were so exasperated that they broke the little trees newly
planted in place of those which had been sawed down in

1830, to make the barricades. We are well aware, they
said, that they will not be of much use against rifles and
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cannons, but they are first-rate against spies and policemen.

There was nothing for it but for me to play truant. In-

stead, then, of returning home promptly, urged on by my
insatiable curiosity I soon reached the Porte Saint-Martin

;

then I caught sight of General Lamarque's procession in

the distance. The hearse came on slowly and stopped
from time to time. I was surprised to see so few troops

at a general's funeral-cortege ; there were at the most
only enough soldiers to keep some order during the march.
At my age one judges the magnificence of a funeral pro-

cession by the number of troops which accompany it,

and as a few weeks before I had seen at Casimir Purler's

splendid cortege long and wide columns of soldiers march-
ing on both sides of the carriage, I was at first astonished

that they did not pay the same military honours to a
general as to a banker.

" There were no soldiers ; but an immense crowd
flooded the boulevards, pushing and squeezing to get

near the hearse. People were attached to it and drew
the catafalque, shouting from time to time :

' Honour to

General Lamarque !
' That cry went all through me

each time I heard it. They were quarrelling to get hands
on the ropes : every one wanted the honour of drawing
the precious burden ; it was then, for the first time, that

I heard men call each other by the name of citizens. Every
face was stamped with an indefinable electrical enthusiasm,

which was communicated through the whole of the crowd
;

a strong emotional feeling which was neither of grief nor

of reflection lit up every face. I was only fourteen then,

and I felt the enthusiasm to the bottom of my heart, and
an emotion which no language could possibly express.

" ' Bah !
' I said, ' my father will scold me, but never

mind that ! I must pull that rope ; some day, if I have
any children, I will tell them, " I too helped to draw
General Lamarque's hearse !

" Just as my grandfather is

always telling us, "I too belonged to the federation !
" '

" Hardly had I hold of the rope—and that was not in

a hurry, I can tell you,—when they stood in file ! and I

realised that the number of soldiers more or less had
nothing to do with the matter, but that it was worth more
to be a general of one's country than a minister of Louis-

Philippe. At the end of a hundred yards I had to give
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up my place to others : they would have killed me, I

believe, to take the rope from me, so I let go and planted
myself in front of one of the hedges which the people

formed all along the boulevard ; but I was violently

pushed by the surging of the crowd against a dragoon's

horse, and I had one of my big toes nearly broken. It

was horribly painful, but, upon my word, it seemed as

though enthusiasm could give me courage to bear the

pain, if not actually make me forget it, for, hopping along,

I followed the cortege as far as the place d'Austerlitz.

The vast crowds which were gathering there became more
and more menacing. A man with a long beard was har-

anguing the citizens ; he held a red flag, and wore a
Phrygian cap. They were discussing preparations for a
fight. I listened to it all without understanding much
of what it meant. Suddenly, a squadron of cavalry rushed
full tilt at the people in a terrible charge : several shots

were fired at the same time. Although wounded in the

foot, as I have said, I did not stay to be the last on the

square. As I was running away, I recognised a friend of

mine called Auguste.
" ' Where are you going ? ' I asked him.
" ' With the Republicans, of course !

' he replied.
" ' What to do ?

'

" ' To attack all the guardhouses at the barriers. Are
you coming ?

'

" ' Rather ! Yes.' And I went. A few of the guard-
houses made resistance, but nearly all surrendered without
firing. I had no arms, to my disgust. Fortunately, during
the attack on one of the positions, a young man, well

dressed and with refined manners, fired a pistol ; it was
overloaded : the butt end went one way and the muzzle
another, and the young man fell backwards. I leapt

upon the muzzle, picked it up and put it in my pocket,

intending to cock it on the sly.
" ' Good ! the Republicans have artillery,' said

Auguste.
" Meanwhile the young man of the pistol picked himself

up ; he was hurt in the hand, and blood was flowing

copiously.
" ' Where is there a piece of rag ?

' he said ;
' who has a

bit of linen ?
'
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" A boy in a blouse tore his shirt and gave strips of it

to the injured man, who kissed him.
" ' How funny it is !

' I said to Anguste. ' I have
never cried at a play and yet I am crying now.'

" In less than three hours, all the guardhouses were
taken and disarmed on the place de la Bastille. At
that moment, I thought seriously of going back to my
father, but two artillerymen of the National Guard asked
me if I would do them a kindness. I agreed, of course.

They told me to go to the top of the faubourg Saint-

Jacques to tell their mother, Madame Aumain, that her

sons were all right ; that they would probably return

home a little later, but that, meantime, she must not
be uneasy. I went with Auguste, looking upon it as a
sacred duty to give a mother news of her children, and
forgetting that my own mother might be just as uneasy
as the mother to whom I was going. I should also add
that, fearing my father's anger, I delayed as long as I could
the moment for returning. We found Madame Aumain
at the address given. The lady asked us eagerly how long

it was since we had left her sons, and where we had left

them ; then she put a host of questions to us about the

events of the day. She seemed to take the greatest

interest in the success of the Republicans, A rather tall

girl of exquisite beauty, probably the sister of the two
artillerymen, was there, listening and questioning. De-
lighted with the importance bestowed on us by our errand,

Auguste and I bragged like true children of Paris. When
the ladies had learned all they wished to know—and they
took over an hour in doing so—they urged us to return to

our respective parents promptly. In spite of our fears

of being severely scolded on our return, we decided to

follow their advice, and left Madame Aumain, resolved

not to stay on our way. Unfortunately, the traffic was
stopped. When we reached the bridges, no use ! it was
impossible to go over. Then we retreated under a door-

way with other individuals, similarly stopped short. But
the concierge turned us out at eleven o'clock. Not being

able to cross the river, and afraid of being taken up by the
patrols, we returned to Madame Aumain, who received

us as a mother would her own cliildren, and we improvised
a bed in the dining-room. Next day, at four in the
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morning, Madame Aumain woke us, and told us to go
quickly home, so as not to leave our mothers in anxiety
any longer. It was easy to say, "Go home!" but to

return from the faubourg Saint-Jacques to the faubourg
Saint-Antoine, you must pass the Hotel de Ville. More
than two thousand men were stationed on the place de
Greve ; there was no way of passing through, and we
stopped for two or three hours to watch the soldiers going
and coming. Every moment big detachments were
arriving, and succeeding one another all along the quays.
About seven, an officer ran up scared, and shouted ' To
arms !

' Then, all inquisitive people rushed towards
the rue des Arcis. We ran in common with everyone
else to see what was going on in that district. A strong
barricade was supported on one side against the corner

of the rue Aubry-le-Boucher, and, on the other, against

No. 30 rue Saint-Martin. They could see well enough
that Auguste and I were not enemies, so the Republicans
allowed us to pass the barricade. At some distance from
the first, there was a second at the top of the rue Maubuee.
In the intervening space were sixty armed men. Old
men and children were making cartridges. Women were
dealing out lint. Over each barricade a red flag floated.

One citizen held it up in his left hand, whilst brandishing

a sword in his right. One of two men shouted out to the

soldiers

—

" ' Come on, you sluggards ! We are waiting for you.'
" A detachment of soldiers appeared in the rue des

Arcis at that moment. A young girl, whose lover was
among the insurgents, and who stood watching from a
window, saw them before anybody else did, and cried,
' To arms.' At the cry of * To arms !

' uttered by the
girl, the Republicans took their places, and prepared
to repulse the soldiers. The standard-bearers remained
motionless on their barricades, ready to sustain the fire.

It did not keep them waiting long, and a standard-bearer
fell dead. The place was not long vacant ; another
sprang on the barricade, re-erected the flag and, ten
minutes later, also fell. But it seemed they had agreed
to see to it that the red flag should still stand, for a third

Republican took the place of the second, and again the
flag floated. The third was killed like the two others.

VI.—20
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A fourth took his place and fell near the three others. Then
a fifth. The sixth was a working man, a house painter

;

he seemed to be protected by a charm ; for more than an
hour he waved the flag, shouting, ' Vive la Ripuhlique !

'

At last, at the end of an hour, he slowly got down and
leant near the door of the house numbered 30, against

which Auguste and I were standing. Then he fell heavily,

heaving a sigh : he had said nothing, but he had been
hit close to the heart. His brother, who saw him fall,

dropped his gun for an instant to come and look after

him ; but, seeing he was nearly dead, and, sure that his

efforts would be useless, he kissed him repeatedly, took

up his rifle again, climbed up on the barricade, and
slowly took aim, each time that he fired shouting,
' Vive la Republique I ' Each time, the sixty men who
defended the barricade repeated the same cry, and the

cry of sixty men, surrounded by 20,000 soldiers, made
the throne of Louis-Philippe totter. Finally, both the

soldiers and the National Guard at the outskirts of the

city were forced to beat a retreat, after three hours'

struggle. Meanwhile, Auguste and I, who had not been
able to fight, climbed on to the railings of the shop of

a wine merchant, and shouted with all the strength of

our lungs
—

' A has Louis-Philippe !
' The truce was

not for long : in an hour's time, soldiers and National

Guards returned to the charge. Then the fight began
again. Meanwhile Auguste and I returned to our door-

way, and at times we made lint while at others we cast

bullets. I often put my head out of the alley to see

what was going on when the firing was hottest : then
Auguste dragged me back with all his might.

"
' Come, look here, do you want to get killed ? ' he

cried.
" Then he would look out in his turn, and it became

my turn to grab hold of him. Once, when I had pulled

him back more roughly than was permissible, he was
angry, and, whilst the people outside were fighting with
guns, we fought with our fists. We were both in the

right : death was speedy, and the whistling of the bullets

so continuous that it sounded like the noise of the wind
through a badly-fitting door. No one had yet eaten
anything from morning until three in the afternoon.
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At three, a distribution of brown bread was announced
from the house opposite that where we were hiding. Then
we ran across the street to fetch our rations in the thick

of the bullets. We were just about to bite into our loaves

as quickly as possible, when suddenly we heard the cry,
' We are lost !

' Then we saw that, whilst the defenders
of the barricade still kept possession of it, a dozen
people, as curious as ourselves, rushed into the house
to seek hiding-places. Auguste and I, who were there

already, took the lead, and, climbing the stairs four

at a time, soon reached the attic. There was a way
out of the attic through a narrow dormer-window, and
a man sat astride the roof, holding a strong arm to those

who wished to cross to the other side and who were not
afraid of attempting that aerial route. Auguste and I did
not hesitate for one moment ; from roof to roof we gained
a window, and found ourselves inside the garrets of

another house. The inhabitants of the attic helped
us to enter, to the great anguish of the landlord, who
shouted on the staircase, ' Be off with you, you scamps !

You will bum my house down !
' But, as you may well

imagine, nobody took any notice of the landlord; all

installed themselves as best they could. Things were
much worse when he saw two or three combatants, black
with powder, arrive in their turn, rifles in hand.

" ' At least fling away your weapons !
' he cried,

tearing his hair.
" ' Throw our rifles away ?

' replied the fighters.
' Never !

'

" ' But what do you mean to do ?
'

" ' To defend ourselves unto death.'
" And as they had no more bullets, but some powder

left, they tore the rods from the curtains and slipped them
up the muzzles of their guns.

" As for us, who had no arms, and whom the struggle

had not transported to such a degree of heroic exaltation as

this, we went down to the cellars, which were full of packing
cases and vegetables, and we hid ourselves as well as we
could. A dozen people descended after us, and also hid
themselves to the best of their abihty. On the cellar stairs

several Republicans planted themselves, standing ready
to defend themselves to the last extremity. At that
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moment we heard the roar of cannon, which shook the

house to its base. The paving stones of the barricade flew

into spHnters, and rebounded on the pavement. Then
only was it that I realised the extent of the danger we
were running. My first idea was that the house was going

to fall, and that we should be buried under its ruins. Then
I sank on my knees and, weeping, said all the prayers I

could remember. I asked my father and mother's forgive-

ness for having disobeyed them and for having left them
in trouble ; I fervently called upon God, and beat my
breast with all my might. Auguste showed less despair,

and waited death with more courage than I. From time

to time we pressed one another tightly in our arms. During

one of these embraces he noticed that I still had the barrel

of the pistol in my pocket, and he made me throw it to a

corner of the yard. Several voices shouted, ' Shoot him
if he will not speak !

' It was the concierge that was being

threatened thus, because he refused to tell where we were
hidden. Five minutes later, the door of the cellar was
violently broken in, and three or four soldiers sprang on
the stairs. Some shots exploded, which lit up the cellar

strangely and filled it with smoke. Then, whilst other

voices shouted * Lights !
' thirty to forty soldiers rushed

into the cellar. From that moment I saw no more ; I

only heard cries of pain, a clashing of steel, and I felt a

hand take me by the neck and shake me violently.

Then the hand lifted me two feet from the ground and
flung me against the wall. I fell in a faint on the bottom
of the cellar steps. Yet from the depths of my uncon-
sciousness, whilst unable to shake myself free from it,

I felt those who went up and down the cellar steps pass

over my body. At last I succeeded in rousing myself by
a violent effort of will. I first got up on one knee with

my head bent as though it were so heavy that I could not

hold it ; then, at last, by the assistance of the wall, I got on
to my feet. At that moment an officer caught sight of me
and sprang at me, kicking and cuffing me :

' What !

' he
exclaimed, ' are there even street urchins here ? ' At
the same time a soldier gave me a blow with the butt end
of his gun. This flung me against the wall, and instinctively

I put up my hands, otherwise my skull would have been
broken. Auguste, who followed me, was more lucky

;
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whilst they were mauling me he slipped rapidly up the

stairs and escaped a portion of the ill-treatment that

those met with who were found in the cellar. At last,

with hard cuffs, they made me go up into the yard, and,

like all the other prisoners, I was kept in sight under the

carriage gateway of No. 5. Our guard was made up
of a sergeant and two soldiers. I had been crying so

long and been so badly handled that I could scarcely

stand on my legs ; so in a few minutes I felt I was going
to faint again. I held out my arms and called for help.

The sergeant sprang forward and caught me. Whilst I

was fainting, I did not hear plainly what the good man
was saying : I gathered, however, that he was sorry for me,
and gave me into the soldier's care.

" That brought me back to my senses in a few minutes,
and I opened my eyes again. Then I told him how I came
to be there, and the circumstances which had brought
Auguste and me to this. My story bore the stamp of such
truthfulness that he was touched, and promised he would
do us no harm. We remained over half an hour under
this doorway, and during that time I was present at all

the atrocities which could be committed during a civil

war. The victorious soldiers, irritated by their losses,

wanted to shed blood in compensation for shed blood.

They fired on everybody, without troubling whether they
were Republicans or inoffensive citizens ; from time to

time a duU thud was heard : we did not even seek to

ascertain the causes of the noise. It was the wounded
being pitched out of the windows, and, as they fell, they
slid down the roofs and fell on the pavement. They
brought a Republican, taken with arms in his hand,
opposite the door and crushed him with blows from
the butt end of their guns, spitting him with bayonet
thrusts.

" ' Wretches !
' he cried, ' respect the conquered and

prisoners, or give me some sort of weapon and let me
defend myself.'

" They loosed him, knocked him over with their rifle

butts and shot him point blank.
" Oh ! monsieur, I swear that, when a child of fourteen

sees such things, he prays to God all his life he may not
see them again.
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" In No. 30, on the third floor, some soldiers seized a
wounded man by his legs and arms and threatened to

throw him out of the window. His body was already half

in space and about to be flung on the pavement, when
other soldiers below, who were firing on the roofs and
through the windows, were horrified at this action, and
threatened to fire on their comrades. The man was not

thrown down. But was he saved, for all that ? I have
no idea. Soon the sergeant with whom I had made
friends received orders to take us to the guardhouse des

Innocents. We went through the rue Aubry-le-Boucher
and by the front of the markets. As it rained at the

time, a great number of soldiers stood under the arcades
;

as we passed they reviled us, shouting to their comrades

—

" ' Knock the ruffians down ! Kill them !

'

" I never took my eyes off the good and kind sergeant,

and, whilst a crowd of curious spectators watched us pass

and the crowd made a sort of block, he made me a sign.

I slipped between the two soldiers, Auguste following me.
The crowd made way for us and closed in after us ; the

soldiers let fly a big oath as though they were furious,

though really at heart they were delighted. Our sergeant

seemed to have endowed each of his men with some of

his own kindliness of heart.
" I ran home without stopping, and fell like a bomb

into the midst of my family. My mother fainted ; my
father stood speechless. They had been told that I

had been flung over the pont d'Austerlitz into the Seine.

They thought I had died the day before. I was very ill.

My father sent me to bed and I nearly had brain fever.

I am told. Monsieur Dumas, that this story will interest

you, and I send it you.
"Ah ! You whose voice is powerful say clearly and say

often

—

" • ANYTHING RATHER THAN CIVIL WAR I '

"

What the poor child said is only too true : there were

terrible acts of vengeance done on that fatal 6 June,

by both the troops and the National Guard. It is

a happiness to mention here the name of General

Tiburce S^bastiani, whose unending kindness has
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made us forget (and even worse than forget), the

welcome his eldest brother gave us on our arrival in

Paris.

General Tiburce S6bastiani, better than any one, could

raise the bloodstained veil which we throw over those

atrocities ; for he was a providence to the wounded whom
they finished off slowly, and to the prisoners whom they

meant to shoot. Not being able to stand, I had sat down
in a chair in the Cafe de Paris, I think it was, and there I

waited for news, when, all at once, cries resounded of
" Vive le roi I " uttered by the National Guard, and the

king appeared on horseback accompanied by the Minister

of the Interior, for War and for Commerce. At the

club in the rue de Choiseul, he stopped and held out his

hand to a group of armed National Guards ; even those

who, sixteen years later, were to overthrow him, uttered

cries of savage joy at the honour he was paying them. He
then continued on his way. When I saw him pass, calm and
smihng and unconcerned about the danger he was incurring,

I felt a sort of moral vertigo, and I asked myself if the

man who saluted to these many cheers was not verily a

man elect, and if one had the right to strike a blow at a
power with which God Himself, by declaring for him, seemed
to side. And at each fresh attempt at assassination made
against him, from which he escaped safe and sound,

I put the same question to myself, and, each time, my
conviction got the better of the doubt, and I said

—
" No,

things cannot remain as they are !
" The traces of this

conviction will be discovered all through my works—in

the Epilogue to Guide et France, in my letter addressed

from Reichenau to the Due d'Orleans, in my visit to

Arenenberg, in my articles on the death of the Due
d'Orleans.

This ride seemed to open the series of attempted assassi-

nations of Louis-Philippe ; for the attempt at M. Berthier

de Sauvigny's cabriolet, on the place du Carrousel, cannot

seriously be regarded as an attempt on the king. On the
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quay not far from the place de Gr^ve, a young woman
lay with her wounded husband's rifle to her cheek

;

but the weapon was too heavy, and her hand too weak :

the weight of the gun lowered her hand and the shot was

not sent. The king returned about two o'clock. M.

Guizot awaited him in his cabinet. The statesman and

the king remained together for an hour. No one knows
what was decided during that tete-d-tete ; but we may
be sure that M. Guizot, according to the character we
know of him, would not be for conciliatory measures.

As M. Guizot left by one door, an open carriage brought

MM. Fran9ois Arago, Laffitte and Odilon Barrot. I take

the following details from the lips of our famous savant

himself. He reminded me of them as he leant on my
arm during the walk of 26 or 27 February 1848, to

the Bastille. He was then a member of the Provisional

Government which reigned for a brief space over the

kingdom of Louis-Philippe.

An open carriage, as we said, containing MM.
Arago, Laffitte and Odilon Barrot entered the Tuileries

courtyard. Scarcely had it turned the corner of the

gateway, when a stranger stopped the horses, and ran

excitedly to the window. " Do not enter," he said.

" Why not ? " asked Odilon Barrot.
" Guizot is leaving."
" Very well, what then ?

"

" Guizot is your personal enemy, and, perhaps, is

giving the order to arrest you at this very moment, as in

the case of Cabet and Armand Carrel."

The three commissioners thanked the unknown
person ; but, not believing there was any danger—or

at least, not any imminent—they went on their way, got

out of the carriage, and had themselves announced to

the king. The king soon gave orders for them to go in.

At the moment when he was just passing through the

door, M. Lafiitte turned round to his two colleagues, and

whispered to them

—
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" Let us be on our guard, gentlemen ! he is going to try

to make us laugh."

It was a strange moment to choose for fearing such

a means of controversy. But M. Laffitte boasted he

knew the king better than any body else. It was an

assumption allowable to the man who had given him
his popularity, and sold the forest of Breteuil.

The king, in fact, received the three deputies with a

tranquil face, almost smiling. He told them to be seated,

which indicated that the audience would be long, or,

at all events, would be as long as the gentlemen wished

it to be. Louis Blanc, who was informed by all three

actors in that scene, has related it in full detail. I will

not add anything, therefore, to it, but put it in dialogue

form, which makes it perhaps more vivid.

The situation was a grave one : insurrection at Lyons,

insurrection at Grenoble, insurrection in la Vendee, riots

or revolution everywhere. But there remained the ques-

tion as to what were the causes of these bloody troubles and
terrible collisions. According to the opinion of the three

deputies, it was the reaction brought about by getting

farther day by day from the programme of July. The
king said it was the spirit of Jacobinism, not properly

extinguished under the Convention, the Directory and
the Empire, which strove to revive the Days of the Terror.

He instanced the appearance of the man with the red

flag, whom the Republicans sent back to the rue de Jeru-

salem, whence he made out he had come.

A conversation based on such lines between a barrister

and a king threatened to be of long duration. A sinister

sound which was to be heard in the streets of Paris more
than once under the reign of Louis-Philippe now made
itself heard, and cut the conversation in half, as a blow
from a scythe cuts a snake in two.

" Sire, do I hear wrongly ? " asked Laffitte, trembling,
" Is that cannon ?

"

" Yes; . . . they have pushed on," said the king, " to take
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the Monastery of Saint-Merry without too great loss of

life."

" Sire," Laffitte continued, " you are less severe with

respect to the Legitimists than towards the Repubhcans."
" In what way ?

"

" Your Majesty employs strange dealings towards

them !

"

" Listen, Monsieur Laffitte," said the king, " I always

remember the saying of Kersaint :
' Charles i. was

beheaded, and his son ascended the throne
; James ii.

was only exiled, and his race died out on the continent.'
"

" Sire," said Arago, " we had hoped, however, that,

when Casimir Perier died, this system of reaction and of

persecution would stop."
" So," replied the king, laughing, " they attribute this

system to a minister ?
"

" No, but at least we hoped it was his work."
" You are mistaken, monsieur," said the king, frowning

;

" the system is mine ; M. Casimir Perier was but an

instrument in my hands, strong, and yet pliant like steel
;

my will has always been, is now and ever shall be im-

movable. Once only it gave way, as you very well know,"

added the king. "As M, de Salvandy has said, ' At my
fete du Palais-Royal we marched over a volcano—the

Revolution, which has spread its principles through

every nation in Europe—but every nation has not an

Orleans on the throne to suppress them.'

"

It was a very differently specified programme than that

of the H6tel-de-Ville. Then M. Arago rose

—

" Sire," he said, " after hearing the expression of such

opinions as that, do not ever count on my co-operation."
" What do you mean by that, Monsieur Arago ?

"

" That never, under any capacity, will I serve a king

who binds the hands of progress ; for, in my opinion,

progress is only another name for a well-conducted Re-

volution."
" Neither more nor less, sire," said Odilon Barret.
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But the king, touching him on the knee, said

—

" Monsieur Barrot, recollect that I have not accepted

your resignation."

In fact, on 24 February 1848, at seven in the morning,

M, Barrot was appointed Minister. True, at noon, he
was so no longer ! the revolution, which the king boasted

to have suppressed, carried him away as a hurricane

carries off a dead leaf.

The three deputies got up. As nothing could be done,

there was nothing to be said. They were accompanied
on their return to the Hotel Lafiitte by the report of

cannon. We have related, or, rather, a child of fourteen,

an eye-witness, has related the end of the terrible scene.

One of our friends, fitienne Arago, was among the Re-
publicans while his brother was with the king. We saw
him setting off with Howelt ; the same night, thinking

I was ill, he wrote to me as follows :

—

" My dear Dumas,—All is over, for to-day, at any
rate. The men at the Cloitre Saint-Merry fell, but as
they should, like heroes. In a word, this is what we saw
wth our own eyes : We left, as you know, with Howelt

;

we went along the boulevards, and down the rue du Petit-

Carreau. Having gone through the zone of fire which swept
the adjacent streets, we saw at the end of the rue Aubry-
le-Boucher, where] No. 30 rue Saint-Martin is visible, that
approach was possible. We had just arrived between
two attacks. We took advantage of it to proceed as
far as the barricade ; it had just been deserted. All

was concentrated at No. 30 ; both attack and defence.
We went to a herbalist's and, behind the bunches of herbs
hung in his window, we saw the taking of No. 30. The
artillery arrived. Can you not imagine my state ? I

trembled lest my brother Victor, a captain at Vincennes,
were among the artillerymen. When I meet you, I

will tell you what we saw. Finally ! . . . We only left

the street at half-past six. I returned to the Vaudeville,
where I came across Savary ; he had met you, he told
me, at Lafl&tte's, and there you had both spoken with my
brother Francois.
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" I received word from Germain Sarrut to warn me
that a warrant had been issued against me,—Yours,

" fixiENNE Arago"

I was not too easy on my own account. I had been

seen and recognised in artillery dress by everybody on

the boulevard ; I had distributed arms at the Porte-

Saint-Martin ; finally, I knew that, in the December of the

preceding year, a denunciatory epistle against me had
been addressed to the king. It was a strange document !

it was discovered in 1848 among Louis-Philippe's papers,

and fell into the hands of one of the unknown friends

of whom I often speak and for whose friendship I am
grateful. That friend sent it to me. It is a report dated

2 December 1831, bearing the number 1034. ^ ^^^^

transcribe it exactly, although I truly hold a secondary

and episodic place in it. It will prove that what I say of

my opinions, which are always the same, is not exaggerated.

Besides, I think the moment is not very opportunely

chosen to brag of being a Republican. It is an authentic

report, and bears M. Binet's signature. I need hardly say

that I had not the honour of that gentleman's acquaint-

ance. {See Appendix.)



BOOK V

CHAPTER I

Le Fils de I'Amigri—I learn the news of my premature death—I am
advised to take a voyage for prudence and health's sake

—

I choose Switzerland—Gosselin's hterary opinion on that

country—First effect of change of air—From ChSlon to

Lyons by a low train—The ascent of Cerdon—Arrival at

Geneva

ON the morning of 7 June, Harel came to my house.
" Come," he said, " dear friend, you must lose no

time. Peace is re-established ; as is the case after all

great upheav'als, there is going to be a reaction in favour

of the theatres. People must forget the cholera and the

riotings ; the cholera has died a natural death ; the in-

surrection is killed ; which proves that Louis-Philippe is

stronger than Broussais. Where have you got to in Le
Fils de VEmigre ?

"

" My dear friend, three acts are done."
" Done . . . written out ?

"

" Done and written out ! but I declare to you that, for

the moment, I am unequal to set to it again. I am broken
down with fatigue, consumed with fever and have lost

all appetite !

"

" Finish Le Fils de VEmigre, and then go a journey. . . .

You will make prodigious sums of money this simimer

;

you can very well take a httle rest !

"

" Have you any money to give me ?
"

" How much do you want ?
"
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" A thousand francs or so . . . two perhaps . . . and
authority to draw upon you for as much."

" Give me my two last acts and I will give you the

money and a draft."

" You know I think it execrable."
" What ?

"

" Le Fits de I'EmigrS."
" Bah ! You told us the same about La Tour de Nesle.

. . . Georges is delighted with the prologue, and Provost

also."

" All right, when you go, ask Anicet to come and see

me. ... I will try to do my best."

Anicet came to me in a quarter of an hour's time.

He is a conscientious worker and an indefatigable hunter-

up of things ; no one could do his part more generously in

a collaboration. I have already said that he brought me
the plan of Teresa almost entirely done. I gave him the

idea of AngHe ; and, at the same time, it was he who dis-

covered not Muller medecin but Muller malade de la

poitrine, namely, the profoundly melancholy side of the

work. The idea of Le Fils de VEmigre was his ; the

execution—specially in the three first acts—was entirely

mine. We did the two last acts together during 7 and
8 June.

On 9 June I read in a Legitimist newspaper that I

had been taken with arms upon me in the affair at the

Cloitre Saint-Merry, judged by court-martial during the

night and shot at three in the morning. They deplored

the premature death of a young author of such hope-

ful promise ! The news wore such a stamp of truth ; the

details of my execution, that I had, by the way, borne

with the greatest courage, were so circumstantial ; the

information was derived from such a good source that, for

the moment, I had my doubts and felt myself all over.

For the first time the newspaper said something nice of

me ; but then the editor believed I was dead. I sent

him my card and wrote on it, " Avec tons tnes retnercimenls."
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As my messenger went out, another came in, bringing a

letter from Charles Nodier. It was couched in these

terms :

—

" My dear Alexandre,—I have at this moment read
in a newspaper that you were shot on 6 June at three in

the morning. Be so good as to tell me if it will prevent
you from coming to dine to-morrow at the Arsenal, with
Dauzats, Taylor, Bixio and in fact our usual friends.

—

Your very good friend, Charles Nodier
" who will be dehghted at the opportunity to ask you for

news of the other world."

I made answer to my beloved Charles that I had just

read the same news in the same paper ; that I was not

sure myself whether I was alive ; but that, body or shade,

I would be with him next day at the hour named. How-
ever, as I had not eaten much for the last six weeks, I

added that it would be more a question of my shadow
than my body ; I was not dead, but distinctly very ill

!

Moreover, I had been warned by an aide-de-camp of the

king that the possibility of my arrest had been seriously

discussed ; I was advised to go and spend a month or

two abroad, then to return to Paris, and on my return no

more would be said. My doctor gave me the same advice

in hygiene as His Majesty's aide-de-camp gave me in

politics. I had always had a great desire to visit Switzer-

land. It is a magnificent country, the backbone of Europe,

the source of three great rivers which flow to the north,

east and south of our continent. Further it is a republic,

and, small as it was, I was not at all sorry to see a republic.

Moreover I had a notion I should be able to turn my
travels to account.

I went in search of Gosselin, to whom I offered to write

a couple of volumes on Switzerland. Gosselin shook
his head : according to him, Switzerland was a played-out

country about which there was no more to write ; every-

body had been there. It was in vain I told him that if

everybody had been there everybody would go, and that,
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supposing those who had been there would not read my
book, I should at all events be read by those who were

going ; but I could not succeed in convincing him. I,

therefore, decided to regard the two or three months I was

to spend in Switzerland as time wasted. I sent Harel

the last two acts of the Fils de I'Emigre ; he gave me
the 3000 francs promised, and I received a draft to draw

upon him for another 2000 francs. At last, provided

with a proper passport, I started on the night of 21 July.^

As will be well understood, I have no intentions of

beginning over again here my Impressions de Voyage

:

I will only tell in my Memoirs what has not found a

place in my first narrative, it will not be much for

frankness is one of my qualities : it has made me many
enemies, but I do not thank God any the less for having

given me this virtue. The reader may, then, make himself

easy : I am going to take him as rapidly as possible over

the route on which, in my Impressions de Voyage, I was
obliged to stop at every step.

The day after my departure from Paris, I arrived at

Auxerre. The change of air began to produce its effect

upon my health ; at Auxerre, seated at the table where

the diligence dinner was served, I regained a little appetite.

An enormous dish of cray-fish drove away all my doubts !

I ate, so I should not be long before I was better. I slept

at Auxerre, wishful to give the good fairy we call Sleep

time to complete his work. The ancients called Sleep

the brother of Death ; but, exact as they were in their

definitions, in my opinion, they are ungrateful to Sleep :

it is the restorer of strength ; the source whence youth

derives its energy, and health conceals its treasury. Ah,

good gentle sleep of youth ! how well one feels that thou

art life ! Lose love, lose fortune, even hope, if only sleep

comes : for the time being, it will return to you all that

you have lost. For the moment, I say, indeed ; but it is

exactly by means of the sorrow you take up again directly

1 ' See Appendix.
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you open your eyes that you understand how sweet and

potent sleep is !

We stopped afresh at Chalon. A friend who was there

suggested to me that, instead of the urban curiosities,

the great cellars like catacombs, we should visit a freak

of nature and a ruin made by time : the Reaux-Chignon

and the chateau de la Roche-Pot. I have described the

one and told about the other ; it will all be found in my
Impressions de Voyage. The drought had interrupted the

service of steamboats for some time ; however, on return-

ing to Chalon, we learnt that a boat drawing eighteen

inches of water only was going to attempt the voyage.

We embarked next day about noon, and reached Macon,

indeed, but it was impossible to go further : it was too

much to expect eighteen inches of water of the Saone.

Places in the carriages had been reserved for three days past.

I was very simple-minded at that period. Alas ! I must
say I have kept that silly characteristic intact. Boatmen
came seeing my predicament, and as the wind was favour-

able, proposed to row me to Lyons in six hours. I allowed

them eight ; they deemed there was no need for such an
addition of time, and that I had been too generous. Con-

sequently, we settled the fare, and they took me to a big

boat in which a dozen innocents like myself were packed
together. Among them were three or four who had
a double right to this title—some poor babies of five or

six months old, accompanied by their nurses. I made
a grimace when I saw the company into which I was
brought ; but bah ! six hours are soon passed ! It was
one o'clock in the afternoon, by seven we should be at

Lyons. But, instead of starting at one, we did not leave

till three. Our boatmen thought us too comfortable,

seated on top of one another as we were, and they pro-

bably counted on putting a second row across us. Luckily,

they did not succeed. After two hours of fruitless waiting,

they at last unmoored. The wind kept the promise it

fd
made us on starting pretty much for an hour, and

VI.— 2

1
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during that hour we made a league or a league and a half.

Then the wind fell. I had thought that, should occasion

arise, our boatmen would apply themselves to the oars ;

but no ! we descended the Saone at the same rate as a

drowned dog which floated twenty paces from us ! Next

day, at three in the afternoon, just at the same time as

our drowned dog, which kept us company faithfully, we
recognised the ile Barbe. We reached Lyons fifty minutes

later. My health must have been already much stronger

to withstand the night I had just passed on the Saone.

We stayed three days in Lyons, and, on the third, at three

in the afternoon, we took carriage for Geneva. At six

in the morning the conductor opened the carriage door,

saying, " If the gentlemen would like to do a bit of the

way on foot they will have time." It was an invitation

offered us by our horses who found that the carriage was

quite heavy enough to pull up the incline of Cerdon

without us. This climb begins the first slopes of the

Alps ; it leads to the fort de I'Ecluse, posted astride the

road, under the arch of which they scrutinise passports.

After three hours' walk, on coming from Saint-Genis

the conductor, whom I had begged to tell me the exact

moment when I got into Switzerland, turned round

towards me and said

—

" Monsieur, you are no longer in France."
" How far are we from Geneva ?

"

" An hour and a half's walk."
" Then let me get out and I will walk the remainder

of the way."

The conductor complied with my request and, at the

end of an hour and a half's walk, I entered the birthplace

of Jean-Jacques Rousseau and of Pradier.



CHAPTER II

Great explanations about the bear-steak—Jacotot—An ill-sounding

epithet—A seditious felt hat—The carabiniers who were too

clever—I quarrel with King Charles-Albert over the Dent du

Chat—Princes and men of intellect

I
RETURNED to Florence in 1842 for a very sad and

distressing ceremony ; I returned to attend the

funeral of the Due d'Orl^ans,

It is one of the singular features of my life to have

known all the princes ; and, with the most Republican

ideas imaginable, to have been attached to them with

the deepest affection of my heart. Now, who informed

me at Florence of the death of the Due d'Orleans ? Prince

Jerome-Napoleon. I had just dined at Quarto—a charming

country-house four miles from Florence—with the father of

the ex-King of Westphalia, when, taking me aside, he said

—

" My dear Dumas, I am going to tell you news which

will cause you much pain."

I looked at him with anxiety.
" Monseigneur," I said to him, " I have received news

of my two children this morning ; they are well ; except

for accidents which may have happened to them, I am
prepared for anything."

" Well, the Due d'Orleans is dead !

"

I confess this came upon me like a thunderbolt. Uttering

an exclamation and bursting into tears I threw myself

into the prince's arms.
" Oh ! monseigneur," I said to him, " I have cared for but

I

NO princes, for him and for you. For him more than for

ou, I frankly admit; now I have but you to care for."

Was it not a strange thing to see a man weeping
3»3
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for a duke of Orleans in the arms of a Bonaparte ?

I left for Livorno that same night, and next day
I went on board the steamer at Genoa. The sea

was rough, and landed me quite done up in the City

of Palaces ; I found at table d'hote a friend who had
arrived from Naples more tired even than myself : he

offered to return with me by post-chaise, but on condition

we crossed by the Simplon, which he had never seen. I

accepted. We hired a sort of cariole and started. When
we had crossed the Simplon and got clear of the Valais, we
pulled up at the door of the Poste inn at Martigny. The
host, hat in hand, politely came and invited us to take

a meal in his house in passing. We thanked him and said

we had dined at Sion, so he retired as politely as he had come.
" What a delightful inn-keeper !

" my friend said to me.
" You think so ?

"

" Why, yes."
" If I told him my name I think I should probably be

obliged to give him a drubbing while we waited for our

relay of horses."
" Why ?

"

" Because, instead of making capital out of a joke I

played on him, he had the silliness to be vexed at it and
to wish I was dead."

" You ?
"

" Oh yes, me !

"

" Bah !

"

" Just recall it to him and tell him that we will stay a

little time if perchance he can give us a beef-steak of

bear flesh."

" Hi ! Monsieur ! . . . Monsieur le mattre de Vhotel !
"

exclaimed my friend, before I had had time to stop him.

The maitre de I'hotel turned round.
" My companion here says he will stop for dinner with

you if you have by chance a steak of bear flesh."

I have seen many faces express agitation in my life

;

in consequence of terrible news, unexpected accidents,
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serious wounds . . . but I never saw any face more
concerned than that of the unfortunate maitre de poste

at Martigny.
" Ah !

" he exclaimed, seizing his hair with both hands,
" again ! always the same cry ! ... Is no traveller to

pass by without making the same joke ?
"

"Yes!" resumed my companion, "I read about it

in M. Alexandre Dumas's Impressions de Voyage . .
."

" The Impressions de Voyage by M. Alexandre

Dumas !
" shrieked the wretched inn-keeper ;

" are there

still people who read it ?
"

*' Why should they not read it ? " I ventured to ask.
" Because it is an atrocious book, full of lies

;
people

have been burned at the stake who did not deserve it as

much as that man. ... Oh ! M. Alexandre Dumas !

"

went on the unlucky vendor of soup, passing from rage to

exasperation, " if only I ever get hold of him in private

one of these days ! but I shall have to go to Paris to get

even with him. He will not go through Switzerland again,

he dare not ! he knows I am waiting to strangle him : I

have told him so. All right ; if you see him, if you know
him, tell him once more from me, tell him every time you
meet him, tell it him over and over again."

He went into his house like a madman, like one furious

and driven to despair.
" What is the matter with your master ? " I asked

the postilion. . . .

" Ah ! people say he has been infected with a sort of

craze, which a gentleman from Paris caused him when
he passed by here."

" And so he wishes to kill the gentleman from Paris ?
"

" Yes, he wishes to kill him."
" Outright."
" Without mercy."
" Suppose the gentleman from Paris suddenly said

to him, ' Here I am !
' What would he do."

" Oh ! he would fall down dead in a fit, without a doubt."
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" All right, postilion. When you return, you tell your
master that M. Alexandre Dumas has passed by, that he
wishes him long life and all kinds of prosperity. Now start

!

"

" Ah ! that's a good joke !
" said the postilion, setting

off at a galop. Ah ! Yes, I'll tell him, indeed ! he shall

know it, and how he will tear his hair at not having recog-

nised you. . . . Come ! Grise, come, gee up !

"

My companion was very thoughtful.
" Well," I asked him, " a penny for your thoughts ?

"

" I am trying to discover the reason for that man's
hatred against you."

" You do not understand it ?
"

"No."
" You remember the bear beef-steak in my Impressions

de Voyage ?
"

" Of course ! it is the first thing that I read in it."

" Well, it was at that good fellow's house that the

incident of M. Alexandre Dumas eating a bear-steak

in 1832 happened."
" Well ?

"

" Many others like you read of the bear-steak ; so,

one fine day, a traveller, more curious, or with less appetite,

than others said, when he looked at the menu

—

" ' Have you any bear ?
'

" ' Excuse me ? ' the host replied.

" ' I asked if you had any bear.'

" ' No, monsieur, none.'

" And, for the moment, the incident was closed. Then

one, two days or a week later, a second traveller puts his

alpenstock in the corner behind the door, flings his hat on

a chair, shakes the dust from his shoes and says to the

maitre de I'hdtel—
" ' Ah ! I am at Martigny, surely ?

'

" ' Yes, monsieur.'

you' At the Hotel de la Poste ?
'

I iXhis is the Hotel de la Poste.'

in consequeie one can get bear to'eat then.'
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" * I do not understand.'
" ' I say that this is where one can taste bear.'

" The maitre de I' hotel looked at the traveller in amaze-

ment.
" ' Why here more than anywhere else ? ' he asked.
" ' Because it was here that M. Dumas had it.'

" ' M. Dumas ?
'

" ' Yes, M. Alexandre Dumas. ... Do you not know
M. Alexandre Dimias ?

'

" • No.'
" ' The author of Henri III., of Antony and of La

Tour de Nesle ?
'

" ' I have not the pleasure of his acquaintance.'
" ' Ah ! he says, in his Impressions de Voyage, that he

ate bear at your inn . . . but, as you have none in the

house at the moment, we will not trouble about it : we
will have it some other time. Come, what have you got ?

'

" ' Monsieur can choose for himself, here is the menu !

'

" ' Oh ! I cannot be bothered ! Give me what you
like : since you have no bear, I don't care what it is.'

" And, with a disgusted air, finding it all very poor,

the second traveller ate the dinner they served him.
" Next day, or the day after, or the following week, a

traveller came in who, without saying anything, put his

knapsack down, seated himself at the first table he

came to and knocked against a glass with a knife, shouting

—

" 'Garden!
'

" The waiter came.
" ' What can I do for you, monsieur ?

'

" ' A bear-steak.'
" ' Ah ! ah !

'

" ' Be quick and let it be underdone !

'

" The waiter never budged.
" ' Well, don't you understand me, donkey ?

'

" ' Only too well.*

" ' All right then, order my steak.'
" ' But monsieur seems to want a special sort of steak.'
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" ' A steak of bear's flesh.'

Yes . . . We haven't it.'

What, you haven't any ?
'

No.'

Go and fetch your master.'

But, monsieur, my master . .
."

Go and fetch your master !

'

But, monsieur.'
" ' I tell you to go and fetch your master !

'

" The traveller rose with such imperiousness that the

waiter saw there was only one thing for him to do—to

obey. He disappeared saying

—

" ' I am going to fetch him. I am going.'

" ' You asked to see me, monsieur,' said the maiire

de I'hotel in five minutes' time.
'" Ah ! that is all right !

'

" ' Had I only known monsieur specially wished to

speak to me . .
.'

" ' I wished to see you because your waiter is such a

fool !

'

" ' That is possible, monsieur.'
" ' An impertinent fellow.'

" ' Has he had the impudence to neglect monsieur ?
'

" ' He is an idiot, and he will ruin your establishment.'

" ' Oh ! oh ! this is becoming serious. ... If mon-

sieur will tell me what he has to complain of.'

" ' Well ! I ask him for a bear-steak and he pretends

not to understand.'
'" Ah ! ah ! it is . .

.'

" ' Have you bear or have you not ?
'

" ' Monsieur, allow me . .
.'

" ' Have you bear ?
'

" ' Really, monsieur . .
.'

" ' Bear or death. Have you bear ?
'

" ' Really, monsieur, no.'

" ' You should have admitted it at once then,' said

the traveller, reloading his knapsack.
'
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' WTiat is the matter, monsieur ?
'

' I am going.'

" ' Why are you going ?
'

' Because I am going.'

' But why ?
'

' Because I only came to your cookshop to taste

bear. As I find you haven't any, I am going to look for

it elsewhere.'
" ' Still, monsieur . .

.'

" ' Come, furth !
' and out the traveller went, saying,

' It seems you show special favour to M. Alexandre

Dumas ; but it also seems to me that a traveller in Bur-

gundy wines is worth much more attention than a man
of letters.'

" The inn-keeper stands dumbfounded.
" Now, you know, my dear fellow, that blessed Impres-

sions de Voyage has been widely read, printed and re-

printed : not a day passed but some eccentric traveller

would ask for a bear-steak. French and English appear

to have gone to the Hotel de la Poste to drive the unlucky

inn-keeper to distraction. Never was Pipelet, when he

refuses to give his hair to Cabrion, to Cabrion's friends

and acquaintances, more unhappy, tormented or desperate

than the unhappy, tormented and desperate maiire de

poste of Martigny. A French inn-keeper would have taken

the bull by the horns and changed his signboard ; instead

of the words Hotel de la Poste, he would have put, Hotel

du Bifteck d'Ours. He would have bought up all the bears

in the surrounding mountains ; and, when they fell

short, he would have provided beef, wild boar, horse,

anything, so long as it was flavoured with some unknown
sauce or other. He would have made his fortune in

three years' time and retired at the end of it, bu5nng his

btocks to the extent of 100,000 francs, and he would have
blessed my name. The present man made his fortune

all the same, but more slowly, and through such incessant

fits of anger that he mined his health

—

and cursed my name.
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" What harm has that done you ?
"

" It is always disagreeable to be cursed, my friend."

" But, after all, what truth is there in your bear-steak

story ?
"

" Some and none ?
"

" What do you mean by some and none ?
"

" Three days before I went by, a man had been on the

hunt for a bear and had wounded it mortally ; but,

before it died, it had killed the man and devoured part

of his head. In my capacity of dramatic poet, I put the

thing into a scene, that is all. The same thing happened

to me as did to Werner at the inn of Schwartzbach, to

his drama of Vingt Quatre Fevrier."
" What happened to Werner ?

"

" Ah ! upon my word, my dear friend, you ought to

buy my Impressions de Voyage and open the first volume
and you will know."

Whereupon, we continued on our way.

That, dear readers, is the pure truth, revealed for the

first time, concerning the bear-steak which made such a

stir in the world twenty years ago. Ah, well ! I have

never been fortunate with my strokes of fame.

One of my creations, which had almost as European
a celebrity as the bear-steak, was Jacotot ; not the in-

ventor of the famous method of orthography ; but a

Jacotot of my own ; the Jacotot of my Impressions de

Voyage.
" Ah ! yes, yes, the waiter in the caf^ at Aix."

Precisely, dear readers
;
you see, indeed, how celebrated

Jacotot is since you remember his name."
" Who doesn't remember the name of Jacotot !

"

" I can, then, say openly, that I made Jacotot's fortune,

for he is rich and has retired
;

Jacotot has a town-house

in Aix and a country-house on the lake of Bourget. Yet,

like the master of the posting-inn at Martigny, Jacotot

holds me in execration, he loathes me and curses me !

The reason for such ingratitude ? I wounded his amour
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propre; again because of putting him in my book; the

number of enemies my dramatic talent has made me is

incalculable ! Any man who is not, like myself, overcome
with a passion for the picturesque, any writer who does

not feel compelled to paint when he writes, who had
occasion to bring Jacotot upon the scenes for the first time,

would have said simply, ' Jacotot comes on.' He would
not have thought it necessary to state whether Jacotot

was beautiful or ugly, well dressed or ill, young or old.

But to me ' Jacotot enters ' seemed insufificient, and I

had the misfortune to say, ' Jacotot entered ; he was
nothing but a coffee-house waiter.' This was the first

wounding epithet for Jacotot who, it is true, was a coffee-

house waiter, but who, no doubt, desired to be taken for

a solicitor's clerk. I went on : 'He stopped in front of us,

a stereotyped smile on his fat, stupid face, which must have
been seen to have been appreciated.'

"

That was what really embroiled me with Jacotot, the

physical portrait I drew of him ; all the good I was able

to say of him, which has immortalised him, has not effaced

from his memory the unhappy epithet I applied to his

face.

In the year of grace 1854, nearly a quarter of a century

after the publication of the unlucky Impressions de

Voyage which fell foul of many susceptibilities, there

was a traveller on the road to Aix who had a desire to

know Jacotot : he went to the cafe and did as I had
done. He called Jacotot : the maitre du cafe came to

him.
" Monsieur," he said, " the person for whom you are

inquiring has made his fortune and retired."
" Ah ! diable / " said the traveller. " I wanted to see

him,"
" Oh ! you can see him."
" Where ?

"

" At his home."
" Oh ! but to disturb him, solely and simply to say
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that I have a desire to see him is perhaps really a little

too inquisitive."
" Eh ! stay though, you can see him without disturbing

him."
" How ?

"

" That is he, over there, against his door, with his hands

in his pockets and his body in the sun."
" Thanks."

The traveller got up, went across to the other side

of the square and passed two or three times in front of

Jacotot. Jacotot perceived that it was he whom the

traveller wanted ; and, as he was a capital fellow,

when his amour propre is not over-excited, he smiled at

the traveller. The traveller was emboldened by the

smile.

" You are M. Jacotot, I believe ? " he asked him.
" Yes, monsieur, at your service."

"So you have retired ?
"

" Two years since, as you see ! . . . I am a citizen, a

good citizen now," and he struck his stomach with the

palms of his two hands.
" I offer you my congratulations. Monsieur Jacotot."
" You are indeed good."
" I know some one who has not been injured by your

bit of good fortune."
" Who, monsieur ?

"

" Alexandre Dumas, the author of the Impressions de

Voyage."

Jacotot's face became discomposed.
" Alexandre Dumas," he repeated.
" Yes."
" Is it because he said I had a stupid face ? " exclaimed

Jacotot, slamming the door violently as he went into his

house.

The traveller had paid his farewell call on Jacotot, for,

from that moment, if Jacotot caught sight of him on one

side, he turned away in another direction.
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In the same country I have a third enemy, very much
more serious than the two others, and for a thing of almost

as httle importance, and he is His Majesty Charles-Albert,

King of Sardinia. Diu^ing my sojourn at Aix I made two

excursions : one to Chambery and the other to the Dent
du Chat. Both were made noteworthy : one by an act

of great imprudence, the other by a serious accident

;

imprudence and accident would probably have passed

over unnoticed had I not pointed them out in those fatal

Impressions de Voyage. The imprudence was to go into

the capital of Savoy wearing grey hats, as my companions

and I did. You will ask, dear readers, what imprudence

there was in wearing grey hats instead of black felt ones.

There would have been none in 1833, but it was very

unwise in 1832 ; and here is an extract of a few lines

from my Impressions de Voyage—
" At four p.m. of the same day we reached Chambery.

I will say nothing about the public monuments of the

capital of Savoy ; I was not able to enter into any of

them because I wore a grey hat. It seems that a dispatch

from the Tuileries had called forth the strictest measures
against the seditious felt, and that the King of Sardinia

did not wish to be exposed to a war against his beloved
brother Louis-Philippe d'Orleans over such a futile matter.

As I insisted, and declaimed energetically against the

injustice of such a proceeding, the Royal Carabiniers, who
were on guard at the palace gate, said facetiously to me
that, if I absolutely persisted, there was at Chambery
a building inside which they were allowed to take me,
namely, the prison. As the King of France, in his turn,

would probably not wish to be exposed to a war against

his dear brother Charles-Albert, over so imimportant a
personage as his ex-Ubrarian, I replied to my interlocutors

that they were doubtless very charming for Savoyards
and very witty for carabiniers, but I would insist no
longer."

Savoy is a singiilar country : Jacotot was angry because

I said an injurious thing about him ; the carabiniers were
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angry because I paid them a compliment. So much for

the imprudence. Let us now pass to the accident.

After supper, a dozen bathers, joyous companions, four

of whom, alas ! are now dead, proposed, in order not

to leave one another, to go and see the sun rise from the

top of the Dent du Chat. It is a sharp-pointed mountain

peak which owes its name to its shape, and its bare,

verdureless cone looks down upon Aix. The suggestion

was acceded to ; they put on their boots and dressed for

the journey, then they set out. I did the same as the

others, although I have not much taste for making ascents
;

I suffer from giddiness ; and, to be high up, even if there

is no danger, is more painful to me than actual danger

which may present itself under quite another form. As
in the case of Chambery, let me be permitted to quote

a few passages from my Impressions de Voyage ; it will

absolve the reader from turning back to it

—

" We began to climb at half-past twelve midnight ; it

was a strange sight, that march by torchlight. At two,
three-quarters of our way were done, but the remaining
part was so dangerous and difficult that our guides made
us halt to wait for the first rays of dawn. When this

appeared we continued our way, which soon became so

steep that our breasts nearly touched the slope on which
we were walking in single file. Each one displayed his

skill and strength, clinging, with his hands, to the heath
and little shrubs and, with his feet, to the roughness of

the rock and to the inequalities in the ground. We
heard the stones which we loosened roll down the slope

of the mountain, which was as steep as a roof ; and then
we followed them with our eyes till we saw them fall into

the lake, with its blue sheet, which lay stretched out a
quarter of a league below us. Our guides themselves
could not help us, as they were busy trying to discover

the best way ; but, from time to time, they advised us
not to look behind us for fear of turning faint or giddy :

and their admonitions, made in short, concise tones, told

us the danger was very real. J^:|^*#i'J 1 rf

jiSj" Suddenly, one of our comrades who followed im-
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mediately after them uttered a cry which made our flesh

creep. As a means of support he had tried to place his

foot on a stone already shaken by the weight of those
who had preceded him. The stone broke away and the
branches to which he had also clung, not being strong
enough to bear the weight of his body aJone, broke between
his hands.

" * Catch hold of him !
' shouted the guides.

" But this was easier said than done. Each one of us
had already great difficulty in holding himself up. So
he passed by us without a single one of us being able to
stop him ; we thought he was lost and, with the perspira-
tion of terror on our brows, we watched him breathlessly
until he was close to Montaigu, the last of us all, and he
stretched out a hand and seized him by the hair. For
one moment it was doubtful if both would not fall ; it

was a short but awful moment, and I will answer for it

that none of those who were there will forget the length
of the second, while we watched the two men swaying
over a precipice of two thousand feet depth, not knowing
whether they were going to be precipitated over, or succeed
in catching hold of the ground again.

" We reached at last a httle fir wood which, without
making the path less steep, made it more comfortable
because of the facility the trees offered us of catching
hold of their branches or leaning against their trunks.
The opposite border of the little forest almost touched
the base of bare rock, whose shape has given its name to
the mountain ; holes irregularly hollowed out in the stone
afforded us a sort of staircase which led to the summit.

" Only two of us attempted this last chmb; not that
the journey was more difficult than that we have just
accomplished, but it did not promise us a more extended
view, and the one we had in front of us was far from com-
pensating us for our fatigue and bruises. We therefore

left them to climb up their steeple and we sat down to
extract stones and thorns from ourselves. Meanwhile,
the climbers reached the top of the mountain, and, as
proof of having captured it, they lit a fire and smoked
their cigars round it.

" They came down in a quarter of an hour, taking good
care to put out the fire they had lit, curious though they
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were to know if the smoke had been noticed down below.
We ate a small meal, then our guides asked us if we wanted
to return by the same route, or to take another and a
longer one, but much easier. We unanimously chose the

latter. By three o'clock we were in Aix, and, in the

centre of the square, the gentlemen had the proud pleasure

of still seeing the smoke of their beacon lire. I asked
them if, now that I had had so much enjoyment, I might
be allowed to go to bed. As every one probably felt the

need of doing the same, they told me there was no objec-

tion. I believe I should have slept for thirty-six hours
on end if I had not been awakened by a great noise. I

opened my eyes, it was dark ; I went to the window, and
I saw all the town of Aix in a commotion. The population,

including children and old people, had come out on the

public square, as in former times they did during riotings

in Rome. Every one was talking at once, and snatching
at glasses, and looking up into the air fit to break their

spines ; I thought there must be an eclipse of the moon.
I dressed quickly to go and see my share of the pheno-
menon, and went down armed with my spy-glasses. The
whole atmosphere was coloured with a red reflection, the

sky seemed inflamed ; the Dent du Chat was on fire !

The fire lasted for three days. On the fourth, they brought
our smokers in a bill of 37,500 francs odd. The smokers
thought the sum a little too strong for a dozen arpents of

wood, the situation of which made it impossible to get at.

Consequently, they wrote to our ambassador at Turin to

try to get something cut down in the bill. He must have
managed it very well, because the bill returned to them
in a week's time to be paid was reduced to 780 francs.

" Thanks to my grey hat, which had aroused the

susceptibilities of the Chambery . Carabiniers, and to the

part I had taken in the excursion and the firing of the Dent
du Chat the states of King Charles-Albert were shut
against me for six years."

I told in due place how, in 1835, 1 was shamefully driven

out of Genoa and how triumphantly I returned there

in 1838. May I be permitted a slight digression here

on princes and ship captains ?

I have noticed that, in general, neither of them like
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men of intellect. Indeed, if a man of cultivated mind
find himself at a prince's table, at the end of ten minutes,

without complete dumbness on his part, it is the man
of mind who will be the true prince, to whom people will

address their conversation, it is he who will be made to

speak, it is he to whom they will listen. The prince by
birth is completely annihilated—he no longer exists as

such, and is only distinguishable from other guests in

two ways : whilst other guests are talking he is silent

;

whilst they laugh he sulks. You will say, in such a case,

if the cultured man is really clever he will keep silence

in order to let the prince assert his princehood. But then

the clever man will be no longer such—he will be a courtier.

Numbers of clever men have been disgraced because of

their abilities. Cite me one instance of a fool disgraced

for his folly. It is the same with ship captains as with

princes.

Whenever a clever man is on board and the weather

is fine, the captain is nowhere. People crowd round the

man of intellect, whilst the captain paces alone on the

poop. It is true, that, if there is a storm the captain

becomes captain once more, but only so long as the storm

lasts. You tell me there are princes who have intellect.

Of course ! I have known, and still know, some ; but

their estate compels them to hide it. It was impossible

to have a more charming, delicate or graceful mind than

that of M. le due d'Orleans ; and yet no one could hide

it better than he could. One day, when he had made
one of those delightful repartees with which his conver-

sation abounded when he had to do with artists, I asked

him

—

" Mon Dieu, monseigneur, how is it that you, who are

one of the wittiest men I know, have so little reputation

for being a wit ?
"

He began to laugh.
" How delicious you are !

" he said ; "do you suppose

I allow myself to show wit to everybody ?
"

VI.—22

I
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" But, monseigneur, you show it to me, and at your

very best too."
" Parbleu ! because I know you are equally witty,

you are always as witty as, if not more than, I ; but with

imbeciles, my dear Monsieur Dumas ! . . . I have enough
to do to make them forgive me for being a prince, without

giving them more to forgive by being a man of wit. . . .

So it is agreed that, when you wish, not so much to give

me pleasure as to do me a service, you must say that

I am an imbecile !

"

Poor dear prince !



CHAPTER III

22 July 1833

THE day after the magnificent fire, one of our bathers,

who had returned from ChamWry, entered the room

where we met together, sajing

—

" Messieurs, have you heard the news ?
"

" No."
" The Due de Reichstadt is dead."

The Due de Reichstadt had, indeed, died on 22 July, at

eight minutes past five in the morning, the anniversary

day on which letters-patent from the emperor had ap-

pointed him Due de Reichstadt, and on which he had

learnt of the death of his father the Emperor Napoleon.

His last words had been

—

" Ich ggfu unUr! MuHer! MutUriy (I am sinking

—Mother! Mother!)

Thus it was that, in a foreign language, the child of

1811 bid adieu to the world !

The inquiries we made concerning the young prince,

that pale historic figure which faded from day to day
whilst the phantom figure of his father grew bigger and
bigger, enable us to give a few details about his brief

life and sad death that are perhaps not known.
Victor Hugo, the man to whom one must always turn

when it is a question of measuring the giant Napwleon,

wrote the ix)etic history of the young prince in a few

-trophes. Let us be permitted to quote them. To say
we love the exiled poet, comforts our heart ; to say that

I
—""""

239
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but, perhaps, exile is even still more dear. Our voice is

one that our friends will hear in the grave and in exile.

Yesterday, the Due d'0rl6ans ; to-day, Hugo.

" Mil hiiit cent onze !—6 temps oii des peuples sans nombre
Attendaient, prostemes sous un nuage sombre,

Que le ciel edt dit oui !

Sentaient trembler sous eux les l^tats centenaires,

Et regardaient le Louvre, entour6 de tonnerres

Comme un mont Sinai !

Courb6s comme un cheval qui sent venir son maltre,

lis se disaient entre eux : ' Quelqu'un de grand va naitre ;

L'immense empire attend un heritier demain.

Qu'est-ce que le Seigneur va donner k cet homme
Qui, plus grand que Cesar, plus grand mgme que Rome,
Absorbe dans son sort le sort du genre humain ?

'

Comme ils parlaient, la nue dclatante et profonde

S'entr'ouvrit, et Ton vit se dresser sur le monde
L'homme pr6destin6 !

Et les peuples beants ne purent que se taire ;

Car ses deux bras lev6s presentaient k la terre

Un enfant nouveau-n6 !

"

The child was the King of Rome,—the one who had

just died. When his father had shown him on the Tuileries

balcony, as Louis xiii. had shown Louis xiv. from the

balcony of Saint-Germain, he was the heir to the most

powerful crown in existence ; at that period, the emperor

drew after him in his orbit one half of the Christian popula-

tion ; his orders extended and were obeyed over a space

which included nineteen degrees of latitude ; and eighty

millions of men cried " Vive Napoleon ! " in eight different

tongues.

But let us return to the poet

—

" O revers, 6 lemons ! Quand I'enfant de cet homme
Eut re<;u poiir hochet la couronne de Rome

;

Lorsqu'on I'eut revfitu d'un nom qui retentit ;

Lorsqu'on eut bien montr6 son front royal qui tremble

Au peuple, 6merveill6 qu'on puisse tout ensemble

fitre si grand ct si petit I
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Quand son p^e eut, pour lui, gagnd bien des batailles

;

Lorsqu'il eut epaissi de vivauites murailles

Autour du nouveau-ne, riant sur son chevet ;

Quand ce grand ouvrier, qui savait comme on fonde,

Eut, 4 coups de cognee, k peu prds fait le monde
Seloo le songe qu'il rdvait

;

Quand tout fut prepare par les mains patemelles,

Pour doter I'humble enfant de splendeurs etemelles,

Lorsqu'on eut de sa vie assure les relais ;

Quand, pour loger un jour ce maitre h6reditaire.

On eut enracin6, bien avant dans la terra,

Le pied de marbre des palais

;

Lorsqu'on eut, pour sa soif, p>os6 devant la France

Un vase tout rempli du vin de I'esp^rance . . .

Avant qu'il edt goUte de ce poison dore,

Avant que de sa Idvre il efit touche la coup>e,

Un Cosaque survint, qui prit I'enfant en croupe,

Et I'emporta tout effare !

"

The story of the poor child can only be made up out

of contradictory evidence. Let us borrow from M. de

Montbel a letter which tells of the impatience with which

the announcement of his birth was waited for in the

imperial city of Vienna

—

"Vienna, 26 March
" It would be difficult to do justice to the impatience

with which they here expected the news of the delivery

of Her Majesty the Empress of the French. On Sunday
the 24th, at ten in the morning, uncertainty was at an
end : the telegraphic dispatch which announced the
happy news was transmitted to the Ambassador of France
four days and one hour after that event, by Major Robel-
leau, first aide-de-camp to General Desbureaux, Com-
mandant of the Fifth Military Division. The report of it

soon spread abroad and caused general joy,
" M. de Tettenborn, aide-de-camp to Prince de Schwart-

zenberg, left Paris by day, and, arriving fourteen hours
after Chevalier Robelleau, confirmed the happy news.
Finally, a courier from the French Cabinet arrived on
the morning of the 25th, bearing the official letter by
which the Emperor Napoleon announced the birth to
his august father-in-law. His Majesty's satisfaction was
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extremely great, and was shared by the whole Court.

The Ambassador of France being at home indisposed,

the first Secretary to the Embassy went to the palace,

was taken to the emperor's cabinet and had the honour
of handing to His Majesty his Master the Emperor's
letter. On that same Sunday, the day chamberlain
was sent by the emperor to the Ambassador of France
to congratulate him. The ambassador received the con-

gratulations equally of M. le comte de Metternich, and of

the whole diplomatic corps.
" To-morrow, there will be a grand drawing-room at the

Court on the occasion of the birth of the King of Rome.
Every one says it will be a very brilliant gathering."

Perhaps it will be interesting to compare the con-

gratulation of M. le comte de Metterinch to the Ambassador

to France—dated 25 March 181 1—with the information

given on 31 October 1815 by the same Comte de Metternich,

to M. le baron de Sturmer, Commissary to His Imperial

and Apostolic Majesty at the Isle of Saint-Helena

—

" The allied powers having agreed to take the most
particular measures to render any enterprise on the part

of Napoleon Bonaparte impossible, it has been concluded

and decided between them that he shall be taken to the

Isle of Saint-Helena, that he shall there be entrusted to

the care of the British Government ; that the Courts of

Austria, of Russia and of Prussia shall send their agents

to reside there, to make sure of his presence but without

being charged with the responsibility of guarding him
;

and that His Most Christian Majesty shall also be invited

to send a French agent to the place of Napoleon Bona-
parte's detention.

" In consequence of this decision, sanctioned by special

agreement between the Courts of Austria and Russia,

and Great Britain and Prussia, dated from Paris, 2 August

1815, His Majesty the Emperor, our august master, has

condescended to appoint you to reside at Saint-Helena

in the capacity of his representative.

"The guarding of Napoleon Bonaparte being specially

Lofl to the British Government, you are not charged

Au jTtfts^Jonsibility on that head ; but you can make
fitfJice by what means and in what manner
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you like in concert with the governor. You must be
careful to be convinced of his existence by the evidence

of your own eyes, and you must draw up an oflftcial report,

which must be signed by you and your colleagues and
countersigned by the governor ; each of the agents wil

be expected to submit a copy of this report every month
to his Court, furnished with their signatures and a counter-

sign from the governor.
" You will take the greatest care to avoid any sort of

communication with Napoleon Bonaparte and the indi-

viduals of his suite. You will positively refuse any over-

tures they might seek to set up with you ; and, in case

they allow direct approaches, you will immediately report

such to the governor.
" Although you will not be at all responsible for the

guarding of Bonaparte, nor of the persons comprising his

suite, if it comes to your knowledge that they are employ-
ing means to evade or to keep up communications outside,

you will warn the governor without delay.
" Your functions will be confined to those indicated

in the present instructions. You will abstain \vith most
scrupulous punctiliousness from all solitary action, our
positive intention being that you act in concert with your
colleagues and always in accord with them and with the

governor. You will make use of every opportunity that

may present itself to convey your reports direct to us."
" Metternich "

" Paris. 31 October 1815
"

So much for the political view : now let us look at the

poetic

—

" Oui, I'aigle, un soir, planait aux vofites eternelles,

Lorqu'un grand coup de vent lui cassa les deux ciiles ;

Sa chute fit dans I'air un foudroyant sillon ;

Tous alors sur son nid fondirent avec joie ;

Chacun selon ses dents se partagea la proie

:

L'Angleterre prit I'aigle, et I'Autriche Taiglon.

Vous savez ce qu'on fit du g6ant historique.

Pendant six ans, on vit, loin derriSre TAfrique.

Sous les verrous des rois prudents,

—Oh ! n'exilons personne ! oh ! I'exil est impie !

—

Cette grande figure en sa cage accroupie,

Ployee et les genoux aux dents.
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Encor, si ce banni n'eiit rien aime sur terre !

Mais les coeurs de lion sont les vrais coeurs de p6re ;

II aimait son fils, ce vainqueur !

Deux choses lui restaient dans sa cage infeconde :

Le portrait d'un enfant et la carte du monde.
Tout son genie et tout son cceur !

Le soir, quand son regard se perdait dans I'alcove,

Ce qui se remuait dans cette tete chauve,

Ce que son ceil cherchait dans le passe profond,
Tandis que ses geoliers, sentinelles placees

Pour guetter nuit et jour le vol de ses pensdes.

En regardaient passer les ombres sur son front,

Ce n'etait pas toujours, sire, cette epopee
Que vous aviez nagudre ecrite avec I'epee,

Arcole, Austerlitz, Montmirail
;

Ni I'apparition des vieilles pyramides,

Ni le pacha du Caire et ses chevaux numides
Qui mordaient le votre au poitrail

;

Ce n'6tait pas ce bruit de bombe et de mitraille

Que vingt ans sous ses pieds avait fait la bataille

Dechainee en noirs tourbillons,

Quand son souffle poussait sur cette mer troublee

Les drapeaux frissonnants penches dans la mfilee,

Comme les m3,ts des bataillons ;

Ce n'6tait pas Madrid, le Kremlin et le Phare,

La diane au matin fredonnant sa fanfare,

, Les bivacs sommeillant dans les feux 6toiles,

Les dragons chevelus, les grenadiers epiques,

Et les rouges lanciers fourmillant dans les piques,

Comme des fieurs de pourpre en I'epaisseur des bids
;

Non, ce qui I'occupait, c'est I'ombre blonde et rose

D'un bel enfant qui dort la bouche demi-close,

Gracieux comme I'Orient ;

Tandis qu'avec amour sa nourrice enchant6e,

D'une goutte de lait au bout du sein rest6e,

Agace sa Idvre en riant 1

Le p6re, alors, posait les coudes sur sa chaise ;

Son cceur plain de sanglots se d6gonflait k I'aise ;

II pleurait d'amour eperdu . . .
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Sois b6ni, pauvre enfant, tfite aujourd'hui glac6e,

Seul 6tre qui pouvait distraire sa pens6e

Du trone du monde perdu !

Tous deux sont morts ! Seigneur, votre droite est terrible !

Vous avez commence par le maltre invincible.

Par I'homme triomphant ;

Puis vous avez enfin compl6t6 I'ossuaire.

Dix ans vous ont suffi pour filer le suaire

Du p^re et de 1' enfant !

Gloire, jeunesse, orgueil, biens que la tombe emporte I

L'homme voudrait laisser quelque chose k la porte ;

Mais la mort lui dit : ' Non !

'

Chaque element retoume ou tout doit redescendre I

L'air reprend la fum6e et la terre la cendre
;

L'oubli reprend le nom."

I decidedly prefer poetry to politics. Do you not agree

with me, dear reader ? Now, how did the poor exiled

child live and die ; the poor eaglet that fell out of its

nest ? That is what we are going to tell in the following

chapters.



CHAPTER IV

Edict unbaptizing the King of Rome—Anecdotes of the childhood

of the Due de Reichstadt—Letter of Sir Hudson Lowe announc-

ing the death of Napoleon

IT was at Schonbriinn, in the same palace in which

the emperor lived during 1805, after Austerlitz, and,

in 1809, after Wagram, that Marie-Louis and her son

were received by the Imperial family of Austria. As the

first care of England had been to despoil Napoleon of his

title of Emperor, so the first care of Francis n. was to

take away the name of Napoleon from his grandson.

On 22 July 1818 the Emperor of Austria published the

following edict :

—

" We, Francis n., by the grace of God, Emperor of

Austria ; King of Jerusalem, Hungary, Bohemia, of

Lombardy and of Venice, of Dalmatia, Croatia, Escla-

vonia, Gallicia, Lodomeria and Illyria; Archduke of Austria,

Duke of Lorraine, of Saltzburg, Styria, Carinthia, Carniola,

the high and low Silesia ; Grand-Prince of Transylvania ;

Margrave of Moravia ; Count-Prince of Hapsburg and
of the Tyrol, etc. etc. ; would have it known that—As
we find that, in consequence of the act of the Vienna
Congress and the negotiations which have since taken

place in Paris with our principal allies, in putting into

execution in the matter of determining the title, rank and
personal relations of Prince Fran9ois Joseph-Charles, son

of our beloved daughter Marie-Louise, Archduchess of

Austria, Duchess of Parma, of Plaisance and of Guastalla,

we have accordingly decreed as follows :

—

" I. We give to Prince Francois-Joseph-Charles, son of

our beloved daughter the Archduchess Marie-Louise, the
346
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title of Due de Reichstadt, and we at the same time com-
mand that in future all our authorities and every private

person shall give him, when addressing him either by
word of mouth or in writing, at the beginning of the

speech, or heading of a letter, the title of Most Serene
Duke, and in the text that of Most Serene Highness.

" 2. We permit him to have and to make use of special

armorial bearings : to wit, gules with fesse of gold, two
lions passant with their backs turned to the right, one in

chief the other in point ; one oval placed on a ducal
mantle and stamped with a ducal crown ; for support
two grif&ns, sable armed, picked out and crowned with
gold, holding banners on which the ducal arms shall be
repeated.

" 3. Prince Fran9ois Joseph-Charles, Due de Reichstadt,
will take rank in the Court and throughout the whole
extent of our Empire, immediately after the princes of our
family and the Archdukes of Austria.

" Two identical copies of the present declaration and
ordinance, signed by us, have been dispatched to inform
every one whose business it is to conform to them. One
copy has been deposited in our private family archives

of Court and State. Issued in our capital and residence

of Vienna, the 22nd of July of the year 1818, the twenty-
seventh of our reign. Franxois "

It was, as one can see, impossible better to conceal this

poor intruder, of which the family was ashamed. There

was no more mention of his being a Frenchman, or his

name of Napoleon, than if France had not existed or

than if it had never had an Empire. He will no longer

have any family name : he will have the name of a duchy
;

he will not have that of Majesty or Sire ; he is to be

Most Serene Highness. Of the French Eagle, the eagle

which in 1804 flew from the Pyramids to Vienna, which

in 1814 flew from steeple to steeple as far as the towers

of Notre-Dame, there is no more question than of the name
of the nationality ; the Duke of Reichstadt will have

two lions d'or -passant upon gules, like a count of the

Holy Empire—not even the Buonaparte star ; not even
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the bees of the isle of Elba. He will take rank at

Court after the princes of the Imperial family. Thus,

he is not even a prince of the Imperial family in his own
right through his mother !—Silence as to his father !

He has no father and never had ; moreover, the father

he might have had calls himself simply, or is so called

by Sir Hudson Lowe, General Bonaparte. True, there is

a future for the poor disinherited one in the love of his

grandfather, who worships him ; if he behaves himself

well, he will be a colonel in an Austrian or a Hungarian

regiment ! There was also the future of Marcellus and the

one that Providence is keeping for him out of its profound

pity ! And yet the poor child remembered ; and that was

his martyrdom. One day—he was scarcely six years

old—he came up to the emperor, leant against his knees,

and said

—

" Dear grandfather, is it not true that when I was in

Paris I had pages ?
"

" Yes," replied the emperor, " I believe you had."

"Is it not true, too, that they called me the King of

Rome ?
"

" Yes. You were called King of Rome."
" Well, then, grandpapa, what does being King of

Rome mean ?
"

" It is useless to explain it to you, as you are no longer it."

" But why am I not ?
"

" My child," replied the emperor, " when you are grown

up, it will be easy to instruct you on that point. For

the moment, I will just tell you that, in addition to my
title of Emperor of Austria, I join that of King of Jeru-

salem, without having any sort of power over the city.

Very well, you are King of Rome as I am King of Jeru-

salem."

Another time the young prince was playing with

lead soldiers, amongst which were a good number of

irregular Cossacks. A painter, M. Hummel, who was

painting his portrait, came to him.
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" Have you ever seen Cossacks, monseigneur ? " he

asked.
" Yes, certainly, I have seen them," replied the child :

" they were Cossacks who escorted us when we left

France."

The painter asked M. Dietrichstein, his tutor, when
the prince's portrait was finished, " With what order

ought I to decorate His Highness, Monsieur le Comte ?
"

" With the Order of Saint-Stephen, which His Majesty

the Emperor of Austria sent him in his infancy."
" But, Monsieur le Comte," said the child, " I have

many others besides that !

"

" Yes, monseigneur ; but you do not wear them any

longer."
" Why ?

"

" Because they have been abolished."

Poor child ! it was not the orders that had been abol-

ished ; but his fortune which had fallen.

At that age, the Due de Reichstadt was perfectly beauti-

ful, with great blue eyes and rose-leaf complexion, and

long, fair, curly hair falling on to his shoulders. All his

movements were full of grace and prettiness ; he spoke

French with the accent peculiar to Parisians. He had

to learn German, and it was a great business and a daily

and hourly struggle and difficulty.

" If I speak German," he said, " I shall not be French

any more."

However, the Due de Reichstadt was obliged to resign

himself to learn M. de Metternich's tongue, and it was
the one he constantly spoke when he had learned it with

the princes of the Imperial family.

One day, a courier from M. de Rothschild arrived in

Vienna ; he brought great news, news which, in former

times, would have been announced by comets and earth-

quakes : Napoleon had died on May 1821 ! The news

reached Vienna on 22 July—the day on which, three

years previously, the Due de Reichstadt had lost his
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name ; the day on which, eleven years later, he was to

lose his life.

The Comte de Dietrichstein was absent, and the em-
peror charged M. Foresti with the telling of the fatal

news to the young duke, who had just reached his tenth

birthday. M. Foresti adored the prince ; he had been

with him since 1815. He broke the news with all kinds

of circumlocution, but, at the first words he uttered,

the prince said

—

" My father is dead, is he not ?
"

" Monseigneur ..."
" He is dead ?

"

" Indeed, yes !

"

" How could one want him to live . . . over there!
"

exclaimed the child, bursting into tears.

Contrary to the custom of Imperial etiquette, he wore
mourning for a year ; he insisted on it when they tried

to make him give it up. They appealed to the emperor,
who replied

—

" Leave it to the child's own heart."

If you wish to know in what fashion the news was
officially announced to the Court of Vienna, see the

original letter of Sir Hudson Lowe to Baron Stunner

—

"Saint-Helena, 27 May 1821

" Monsieur le Baron,—He is no more ! A disease
which, according to the opinion current in his family,
was hereditary, carried him to the grave on the 5th of

this month : tumour and cancer of the stomach near the
pylorus. On opening the body, with the consent of

the persons of his entourage, they discovered an ulcer
close to the pylorus which caused adherence to the liver

;

and, on opening the stomach, they could trace the pro-
gress of the disease. The interior of the stomach was
almost entirely a mass of cancerous disease, or of scirrhous
portions advancing the cancer. His father died of the
same disease at the age of thirty-six ; it should have
struck him down when he was on the throne of France
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at the hour fixed by fate, according to his own way of

thinking on the subject. He was not confined to his room
until 17 March ; but a change had been noticeable in him
since last November, an unusual pallor and a peculiar

way of walking. He, however, took exercise twice a day,

generally in a little carriage ; but his paleness and weak-
ness seemed always to persist.

" He was offered the advice of English doctors, but he

would not receive any visit from them until i April, the

month before his death. It was Professor Antomarchi
who attended him before this period and continued to do
so to his decease : it was he, too, who opened the body
in the presence of nearly every doctor on the island. Dr.

Amott, of the 20th Regiment, a very clever and experienced

man, was called in to see him on i April, and continued

to attend him to the last. He has notified his gratitude

to him by bequeathing him a gold snuff-box, the last he

used, on which he engraved with his own hand the letter

N. He has also left him a sum of money (five hundred
pounds).

" Comte Montholon is the principal depositary of his

last wishes ; Comte Bertrand only came second.
" He had strongly urged Comte Bertrand to do his

utmost to make peace with me, saving always his sense

of honour : I was not even told of this. He made ad-

vances, and, as I have no rancour in my disposition (as

far as a person can judge of himself), I did not repulse

them.
" It was, however, all along more on account of the

pretensions of the great marshal and his wounded pride,

rather than those of the emperor, that caused matters to

go wrong here from the very first ; and from information

received, it is evident that towards the end the emperor
began to see this.

"There is a codicil to his will by which all the effects

here are left to Comtes Bertrand and Montholon and to

Marchand. Montholon is the principal executor. They
knew nothing, or they said they knew nothing, of the will.

" In view of the time you spent here, I am induced to

think that these few details will be specially interesting

to you, and I will not make excuses for intruding them
upon you. Give my compliments and those of Lady
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Lowe to Madame la baronne de Sturmer, and, believe me
always, Your faithful and obedient Servant,

" H. Lowe, M.P."
" P.S.—Bonaparte had himself guessed the cause of

his illness. Some time before his death, he desired that

his body should be opened, in order, as he told Bertrand
and Montholon, to discover if there were any means of

saving his son from the malady.
" Excuse my scrawl.

" H. L."

Do you notice that, in no part of the letter is the name
of the dead man used ? It is only in the postscript that

it falls from the pen of the herald of death.

Was it not because the gaoler was ashamed to pro-

nounce the name of his captive ; the executioner felt

remorse in pronouncing the name of the sufferer ? When
Napoleon was dead the whole world turned its attention,

which had been divided between Schonbriinn and Saint-

Helena, solely towards Schonbriinn.



CHAPTER V

Prince Mettemich is appointed to teach the history of Napoleon

to the Due de Reichstadt—The duke's plan of poUtical con-

duct—The poet Barthelemy at Vienna—His interviews with

Count Dietrichstein—Opinion of the Due de Reichstadt on
the poem Napolion en ^gypte

PRINCE METTERNICH," says M. de Montbel,
" was expressly charged to teach the Due de

Reichstadt the exact and complete history of Napoleon."

What irony ! To charge the man who signed the

instructions of M. de Sturmer, the representative of Austria

at Saint-Helena, to teach the son the exact and complete

history of the father whose name the son no longer bore,

whose title and arms he no longer carried !

Poor prisoner ! Could they but have added this torture

to thy agony by saying to thee, " Thy son only knows
thee through the appreciation and according to the

narrative of M. de Mettemich !

"

" I desire," said the Emperor Francis to the Prime

Minister, " that the duke should respect the memory of

his father, take example from his great qualities and learn

to know his faults in order to avoid them and be warned
against their fatal influence. Speak to the prince about

his father as you would like people to speak of you to

your own son. Do not, because of that, hide the truth

from him, but instruct him, I repeat, to honour his

memory."
" Henceforth," says M. de Montbel, with an artlessness

which might very well be intended more for sarcasm than

simplicity, " M. de Mettemich directed the Due de Reich-

VI.—23
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stadt in his superior historical studies. By putting before

him unexceptionable documents, he accustomed him to

know the good faith of factions and the justice of party

spirit ; he tried to form his mind to habits of sane criticism,

to enlighten his reason by teaching him to appraise actions

and events from their causes as well as judge them from re-

sults. The Due de Reichstadt received this advanced educa-

tion with great enthusiasm : the justice and penetration

of his mind made him fully appreciate its importance.

In proportion as he read works relative to the history

of our days he consulted the Prince Metternich in all his

doubts, he loved to question his experience and his recog-

nised cleverness in many great events in which he had
taken an active part. From this time the young duke
displayed habitual eagerness to be near M. de Metternich."

The poor child's whole life was henceforth to be con-

tained in the few lines we have just quoted.

Once, when he met the emperor and the prince together,

he went up to them and said

—

" The chief object of my life ought to be that I should

not be unworthy of my father's renown ; I shall attain

this noble end, as far as it is in my power. I shall some day
succeed in making one of his high qualities my own by
avoiding the rocks they made him encounter. I shall fail

in the duties his memory lays upon me if I become the

plaything of factions and the tool of intrigues. The son

of Napoleon can never descend to the despicable role of

an adventurer !

"

From the moment the Due de Reichstadt showed such

reasonableness, M. de Metternich and the Emperor of

Austria had henceforth nothing more to fear.

It was about this time, and when the political education

of the young prince had been finished by M. de Metternich,

that M6ry and Barth^lemy published, on lo November
1828, their poem. Napoleon en Egypte. The tremendous
success of the poem is well known. Henceforward one

pious idea sprang up in their hearts and in their minds ;
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one of them would go to Vienna and offer to the young

duke the epic poem, the hero of which is his father.

Barthdlemy went. We will let him describe his pilgrimage,

and will afterwards relate the effect his presence produced

in Vienna.

" The object of my journey being to be presented to the

Due de Reichstadt and to offer our poem to him, you
may imagine I neglected no possible means of attaining it.

Among the numbers of people who testified some interest

in the matter, some were entirely without influence, others,

with some reason, feared to mix themselves up in an
affair of this nature. So I found myself reduced to being

my own adviser and protector. I thought that, instead

of making use of roundabout ways, which would have
drawn down serious suspicions as to my peaceful inten-

tions, it would be better to approach the object of my
journey at Vienna. Accordingly, I presented myself to

the Comte de Czemin, who is the emperor's Oherhof-

meister, an office which I believe answers to that of grand
chamberlain. The venerable old man received me with
a kindness and complaisancy which touched me much

;

and when I propounded to him the object of my visit,

he did not seem at all surprised at it : only he told me to

address myself to Comte Dietrichstein, who was specially

responsible for the young prince's education, and he even
wished me to introduce myself under his auspices. I did
not lose a moment, on quitting Comte de Czemin, but
presented myself immediately to M. Dietrichstein. It

gave me genuine pleasure to be in the company of one of

the most amiable and highly accomplished lords of the

Court of Vienna. To the office of first tutor to the Due
de Reichstadt he added the office of director of the library,

and, in view of this latter title, I could boldly put forward
my condition as a man of letters. He indeed told me
that our names and works were known to him ; that he
had even taken the trouble to send to France for all the
brochures which we had published up to that time,

and that he was impatiently awaiting our last poem.
As I had armed myself with a copy ready for any
opportunity, I hastened to offer him one, and*even Tto

write and sign a dedication to him inside |it,1 which
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appeared to please him much. Encouraged by this

reception, I thought it a propitious moment to make a

decisive overture.

"'Monsieur le Comte,' I said to him, 'as you have
shown such great kindness to me, I will venture to pray
you to help me in the business that has brought me to

Vienna. I have come with the sole object of presenting

this book to the Due de Reichstadt ; no one can second
me better in my design than his head-tutor. I hope that

you will indeed accede to my request.'
" At the first words of this humble, verbal request,

the count's face assumed an expression not so much of

displeasure as of uneasiness and constraint ; he seemed
to be amiable enough to have emboldened me to make
the demand, and, no doubt, he would have preferred not to

be under the necessity of answering me. After a few
minutes' silence, he said to me

—

" ' Is it really true that you have come to Vienna to

see the young prince ? . . . Who can have encouraged
you in such a proceeding ? Is it possible that you have
reckoned on your journey being successful ? They must
indeed have false, and even ridiculous, notions in France
about what goes on here ? Do you not know that the

politics of France and those of Austria are equally opposed
to it, and that no stranger whatever, especially not a

Frenchman, can be presented to the prince ? What you
ask is, therefore, totally impossible. I am truly sorry

that you have taken such a long and troublesome journey
without any chance of success,' etc., etc.

" I replied that I had no commission from anybody
to come to Austria ; that it was my own action, and that

I had decided on the journey without outside pressure ;

that in France it was generally thought not to be difficult

to be presented to the Due de Reichstadt, and that they
had even been assured that he received the French with
most particular kindliness ; that, besides, the pre-

cautionary measures which kept foreigners away did not
seem to me to apply to me, simply a man of letters, or to

an inconspicuous citizen, who had never filled any political

role or office.
" ' I perceive,' I added, ' that my zeal may seem ex-

aggerated to you
;

yet reflect that we have just pub-
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lished a poem on Napoleon. Is it, then, strange that
we should wish to present it to his son ? Do you think
a literary man has a hidden object ? You only have to

convince yourself to the contrary. I do not ask an inter-

view with the prince without witnesses : it shall be before

you, before ten persons if you like, and if a single word
escapes from me which can alarm the most suspicious

political feeling, I consent to end my days in an Austrian
prison.'

" The tutor replied that all the rumours spread abroad
through France on the subject of persons presented
to the Due de Reichstadt were completely false : that
he was persuaded that the object of my journey was
purely hterary, and detached from all political thought

;

but that, nevertheless, it was impossible for him to go
beyond his orders ; that the strictest guard prevented
this kind of interview ; that the measures taken were not
the result of momentary caprice, but of a constant system
adopted by both the Courts ; that it was not applicable

to me alone, but to all who attempted to approach the

prince, and that I should be wrong to feel myself especially

hurt on account of it.

" ' In fact,' he added, ' these rigorous measures should
be excused on the ground of fear of an attempt upon
his person.'

" ' But,' I said to him, ' an attempt of that nature is

always to be apprehended on behalf of the Due de Reich-
stadt, for the duke is not surrounded by guards. A
resolute man could always gain access to him, and one
second would suffice to commit a crime ! Your watchful-

ness is, therefore, at fault in this respect. Now you, perhaps,

fear that too free conversation with foreigners may reveal

secrets to him or inspire him with dangerous hopes
;

but, with all your power. Monsieur le Comte, is it possible

for you to prevent a letter, a petition, some warning,
being transmitted to him, openly or clandestinely, whether
during a walk, or at the theatre, or in any other place ?

For instance, if, instead of having frankly applied to

you, I had posted myself in his way ; if I had boldly gone
up to him, and, in your very presence, had handed him
a copy of Napoleon en Egypte . . . you can very well

see how I could have ruined all your precautions, and
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I could have fulfilled my object, though, I confess, it

would have been by violent means ; but then, it is none
the less true that the prince would have received my
copy, and would have read it, or, at least, would have
known the title of it.'

" M. Dietrichstein made me a reply which froze me
with astonishment

—

" ' Listen, monsieur ; be very sure that the prince only
hears or sees or reads what we wish him to read or see or

hear. If he received a letter, an envelope, a book, which
had evaded our vigilance, and it came to him without
passing through our hands, believe me, his first care

would be to hand it to us before opening it ; he would not
decide to look at it until we had pronounced he could do
so safely.'

" ' After that. Monsieur le Comte, it seems to me that

the son of Napoleon is very far from being as free as in

France he is supposed to be !

'

" Answer— ' The prince is not a prisoner . . . but he
is in a quite peculiar position. Please do not press me
any further with your questions : I cannot satisfy you
thoroughly : give up the plan which brought you here.

I repeat, it is an absolute impossibility.'
" ' Very well, you take away all hope from me ! I

can certainly not apply to any one else after your de-

cision, and I feel it is useless to renew my entreaties
;

but, at all events, you cannot refuse to give him this

copy in the name of the authors. He has no doubt
a library, and the book is not dangerous enough to be
placed on the Index.'

" M. Dietrichstein shook his head irresolutely. I

saw it was painful to him to overwhelm me with two
refusals on the same day ; so, not wishing to compel him
to be too explicit, I bade him good-bye, begging him to

read the poem, to convince himself that it contained

nothing seditious, and hoping that, being convinced, he

would consent to favour my second request.
" About a fortnight later, I returned to the head-tutor

and resumed my former importunities. He was amazed
at my persistency.

" ' I really do not understand you !
' he said to me

;

' you place too much importance on seeing the prince.
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Be satisfied to know that he is happy, that he is without
ambition. His career is all mapped out : he wiU never
go near France ; he a;iU not even think of doing it. Repeat
all this to your compatriots ; disabuse their minds, if it

be possible. I do not ask you to keep what I have told
you secret

;
quite the reverse : I beg you, on your return

to France, to announce it, and even to write of it if you
like. As for the placing of your copy, do not count on it.

Your book is extremely beautiful as poetry ; but it is

dangerous for the son of Napoleon. Your style is full of
imagination and vivacity of description ; these qualities,

and the colouring you give to history, all might excite
enthusiasm in his young head and vivify the germs of

ambition, and these, not being able to produce any result,

would only serve to disgust him with his actual position.

He knows aU he ought to know about history,—that is to
say, dates and names. You must see, after this, that
your book cannot be suitable for him.'

" I still insisted for some time ; but I soon saw that the
head-tutor only listened to me out of civility. I did not
wish to exhaust myself over useless prayers, and therefore,

disabused of my innocent chimera, I looked upon the
visit as a farewell audience and only thought of returning
to France.

" Up to the moment of my departure I continued to
visit the persons who had testified to so much interest

in me. At one of these peaceful gatherings they repeated
to me a suggestion of the Due de Reichstadt which struck
me particularly. I had it from a reliable source, and if

I were not afraid of damaging the fortune of that person,
I would mention her here ; but we will content ourselves
with the statement that she saw the prince in familiar

intercourse every day. Latterly, the odd youth seemed
absorbed by one rooted idea ; he was entirely distracted
during his lessons. Suddenly he struck his forehead
impatiently, and let slip these words :

—

" ' But what do they wish to do with me then ? Do they
think I have a head like my father's ? . .

.'

" One must conclude, therefore, that the living

rampart which surrounded him had been cleared ; that
a letter or an indiscreet envelope had been sprung upon
him, and for once he had violated the orders which they
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prescribed him, of not reading anything without the consent
of his teachers."

The poet not being able to see the Due de Reichstadt

privately, at least did not mean to leave Vienna without

seeing him in public. He learnt, one day, that the prince

was to go that night to the theatre ; he took a stall and
seated himself opposite the Court box.

His lines will tell better than my prose what effect

that appearance made upon him :

—

" Bientot, dans une loge ou nul flambeau ne brille,

Arrivent gravement C6sar et sa famille,

De princes, d'archiducs, inepuisable cour,

Comma I'aire d'un aigle ou le nid d'un vautour.

On lisait sur leurs fronts, dans leur morne attitude,

Les ennuis d'un plaisir use par I'habitude.

Un lustre aux feux mourants, descendu du plafond,

Mglait sa lueur triste au silence profond ;

Seulement, par secousse, a Tangle de la salle,

R6sonnait quelquefois la toux imperiale.

Alors, un leger bruit rfeveilla mon esprit ;

Dans la loge voisine, une porte s'ouvrit,

Et, dans la profondeur de cette enceinte obscure,

Apparut tout k coup une pdle figure . . .

Eteinte dans ce cadre au milieu d'un fond noir,

EUe 6tait immobile, et Ton aurait cru voir

Un tableau de Rembrandt charge de teintes sombres,

Ou la blancheur des chairs se d^tache des ombres.

Je seutis dans mes os un etrange frisson
;

Dans ma tete siffla le tintement d'un son ;

L'ceil fixe, le cou roide et la bouche entr'ouverte,

Je ne vis plus qu'un point dans la salle deserte :

Acteurs, peuple, empereur, tout semblait avoir fui
;

Et, croyant 6tre seul, je m'ccriai :
' C'est lui !

'

C'6tait lui I Tout a coup, la figure isol6e

D'un coup d'oeil vif et prompt parcourut I'assemblee.

Telle, en eclairs de feu, jette un reflet pareil

Une lame d'acier qu'on agite au soleil.

Puis, comme reprimant un geste involontaire,

II rendit ^ ses traits leur habitude austdre,

Et s'assit. Cependent, mes regards curieux

Dessinaient k loisir I'^tre mystdrieux :
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Voyant cet ceU rapide ou brille la pens6e,

Ce teint blanc de Louise et sa taille elancee,

Ces vifs tressaillements. ces mouvements nerveux,

Ce front saillant et large, om6 de blonds cheveux ;

Oui, ce corps, cette tfete ou la tristesse est peinte,

Du sang qui les forma portent la double empreinte !

Je ne sais toutefois . . . je ne puis sans douleur

Contempler ce visage eclatant de paleur ;

On dirait que la vie k la mort s'y melange I

Voyez-vous comme moi cette couleur etrange ?

Quel germe destructeur, sous I'ecorce agissant,

A sitot ddflore ce fruit adolescent ?

Assailli, malgre moi, d'un effroi salutaire,

Je n'ose pour moi-meme eclaircir ce mystere.

Le noir conseil des cours, au peuple defendu,

Est un profond abime oil nul n'est descendu :

Inx-isible d6p6t, il est, dans chaque empire,

Une 6nigme, un secret qui jamais ne transpire ;

C'est ce secret d'etat que, sur le crucifix,

Les rois, en expirant, rev^lent 4 leurs fils !

Faut-il vous rep6ter un effroyable doute ?

£coutez . . . ou plutot que personne n'ecoute !

S'il est vrai qu'4 ta cour, malheureux nourrisson,

La modeme Locuste ait transmis sa le9on,

Cette horrible p&leur, sinistre caractere,

Annonce de ton sang le mal hereditaire ;

Et peut-etre aujourd'hui, methodique assassin,

Le cancer politique est d6jci dans ton sein !

Mais non ! mon dme, en vain de terreurs obsedee.

Repousse en frissonnant, une infernale idee ;

J'aime mieux accuser I'etude aux longues nuits,

Des souvenirs amers ou de vagues ennuis.

Comme une jeune plante a la tige legdre.

Que poussa I'ouragan sur la terre etrangdre.

Loin du sol patemel languit et ne produit

Que des fleurs sans parfum et des boutons sans fruit.

Sans doute, I'orphelin que la grande tempete
Emporta vers le Nord dans son berceau de fdte,

Aujourd'hui, comprimant de cuisantes douleurs,

Toume vers I'Occident des yeux charges de pleurs ! . .
."

The poet had collected as much as he could during his

voyage : he had seen the poor Imperial child from afar.
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at the back of a box ! He went away predicting, as we see,

a precocious and early death.

If we believe M. de Montbel, after the departure of

Barthelemy Napoleon en Egypte was read by the Imperial

family in the presence of the Due de Reichstadt, who
listened to the reading with the profoundest indifference :

he merely contented himself with saying that they had

done right not to let the author of such a work have access

to him.

Was he really so indifferent, so deceitful and ungrateful ?



CHAPTER VI

Journey of the Due de Reichstadt—^M. le Chevalier de Prokesch

—

Questions concerning the recollections left by Napolion en
Egypte—The ambition of the Due de Reichstadt—The Comtesse
Camerata—The prince is appointed Ueutenant-colonel—He
becomes hoarse when holding a review—He falls ill—Report
upon his health by Dr. Malfatti

IN the month of June 1830 the Emperor of Austria

left Vienna, as was his custom every year, to visit

some of his provinces ; this year it was St3aia's turn to

be honoured with the emperor's tour. His Majesty took

with him Maxie-Louise and her son, and they arrived at

Grat2. There they found Lieutenant-Colonel Prokesch
of Osten, who had just been travelling in Greece, Asia

Minor, the Holy Land, Eg5^t and Nubia. He was a

distinguished man, both by birth and by personal qualities ;

he had published several military treatises ; among
others one on the campaign of 1812 and one on that of

1815. The emperor invited him to dinner, and he was
placed at table next to the Due de Reichstadt. The
prince addressed him first.

" I have known you for a long while," he said to him,
" and I am very much interested in you."

" How have I managed to deserve such interest on
your part, monseigneur ? " asked the Chevalier de
Prokesch.

" I have read and studied your work on the battle of

Waterloo, and I was so pleased with it that I have trans-

lated it into French and Italian."

After dinner, the prince addressed numerous questions
363
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about the East to the traveller, about its actual condition

and the character of its inhabitants.
" What do they remember of my father in Egypt ?

"

he asked.
" They remember him as a meteor which passed

dazzlingly through their country."
" You are talking, monsieur," the duke replied, " of

men of superior ideas like Mohamet-Ali, Ibrahim-Pacha
;

but I am speaking of the people, the Turks and Arabs

and Fellahs ; I ask you what all those folk think of General

Bonaparte ? Having had to bear the evil effects of the

war, do they not harbour a deep resentment ?
"

" Yes, doubtless. At first there was unfriendly feeling
;

but, later, it gave place to other sentiments, and there

now only remains a great admiration for the memory of

your illustrious father. The hatred which exists between

the Turks and the Arabs is so great that, to-day, present

evils have totally effaced the memory of the evils they

had to endure at another period."

"I am aware of that explanation," said the duke;
" but the multitude generally considers a great man after

the manner in which it looks at a beautiful picture, without

the power to account for what goes to constitute its merit

:

so the impression he leaves in their memories must be

but ephemeral. Only superior minds can appreciate

great men and preserve the memory of them."
" You are mistaken in this case, monseigneur : the people

are faithful to their religion. Great men are gods who
do not permit other divinities, or who discuss them before

admitting them. The people judge by their feelings,

and not by mental appreciation ; and they worship the

immortals from enthusiasm."

The Due de Reichstadt often spoke of the captains of

antiquity, preferring Caesar to Alexander, and Hannibal

to Caesar. The following is the eulogium which, according

to the Chevalier de Prokesch, he gave on the conqueror

of the Trebia, Trasimena and of Cannes.
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" He is the finest military genius of antiquity ; the

cleverest man in strategy of his age. He has been re-

proached—by whom ? by academic p>edants and library

strategists,— for not knowing how to take advan-

tage of the success he had obtained ; but conceive

the difference there existed between Hannibal, chief of

an empire, freely disposing of his resources, and the

simple general of a jealous republic ? of a senate made up
of those who envied him, and of narrow minds which,

by shameful schemings, refused the means of assuring the

triumph of his arms ? Hannibal has the merit of having

trained Scipio for his victories ; and one of the greatest

phenomena of ancient times is to see this general, by his

genius, make a nation of shopkeepers successful for so

long as a military people."

We will not criticise these ideas beyond saying that

they are a little stilted, after the classical style. Did the

son of the man whose incoherent style strode with giant

steps or with lion-like leaps, bursting ever into images,

talk thus ? M. de Montbel and M. le Chevalier de

Prokesch vnll reply. And then the style of the lines we
have just read will explain what follows.

" You have a noble aim before you, monseigneur,"

said M. de Prokesch to the young duke. " Austria has

become your adopted country. . . . (Poor child, he remem-
bered the Cossacks because they had brought him out

of France !). Austria has become your adopted country,

and with your talents you can prepare yourself to do it

immense services in the future !

"

" I feel it as you do, monsieur," replied the Due de

Reichstadt. " My ideas must not demean themselves

by disturbing France ; I do not wish to be an adventurer,

I do not particularly wish to serve as the instrument and
laughing-stock of Liberal views. It will be a sufficiently

noble ambition for me to try some day to walk in the

footprints of Prince Eugdne de Savoie. But how am I

to prepare myself for so great a role ? How am I to attain
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to such a height ? I want to find round me men whose
talents and experience will facilitate the means, if possible,

of providing this honourable career."

Is this in the very least the style you would have sup-

posed the son of the man of the proclamations of Marengo,

of the Pyramids and of Austerlitz to have used ! True,

when we borrow from Reichstadt through M. de Montbel

it is translated from Carlism, and when he borrows from

M. de Prokesch it is translated from the Austrian.

The revolution of July came and made itself heard

throughout the whole world. This time the eyes of a

whole party turned towards Napoleon ii., and, strange

to say, it was M. de Talleyrand who took upon himself

to be the organ of that party at Vienna ! Needless to

say, all proposals were rejected. Then a woman of

sturdy courage, of the Napoleon family, both in spirit

and in face, tried to arouse in the young prince's mind
something of what Ulysses meant to demand from Achilles,

lost amongst the daughters of Deidamia. This woman
was the Comtesse Camerata, daughter of ]^lisa Bac-

ciochi. She arrived in Vienna one day, and lodged at

the Hotel du Cygne in the rue de Carinthia.—It was about

the beginning of November 1830. One night, when return-

ing to the house of M. d'Obenaus, his tutor, the Due de
Reichstadt found a young woman, wrapped in a Scotch

plaid, waiting for him on the staircase landing. When
she caught sight of the due, she moved quickly towards
him, took his hand, pressed it and then carried it to her

lips with an expression of the liveliest tenderness. The
prince stopped, amazed.

" Madame," M. d'Obenaus asked, who accompanied
the Due de Reichstadt, " what are you doing, and what
do you want ?

"

" Who shall prevent me from kissing the hand of the

son of my sovereign ?
"

Then she vanished. A few days later, the duke found
a letter in an unknown writing on his table, and opened it.
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It was dated 17 November, and contained the following

lines :

—

" Prince,—I write to you for the third time. Tell me
if you have received my letters, and whether you mean
to act as an Austrian archduke or as a French prince. In
the first case, deliver up my letters : by destroying me you
will acquire a more lofty position, and this act of devotion
will redound to your glory. But if, on the contrary, you
take advantage of my advice, if you play the man, you
shall see how obstacles will give way before a calm and
strong will. You will find a thousand means of speaking
to me, which I cannot compass alone. You can only
have hope in yourself : do not let the thought of putting
confidence in some one else even enter your mind ! You
know that if I asked to see you even before a hundred
witnesses my request would be refused

;
you know that

you are dead to all that is French and to your family.

In the name of the horrible tortures to which the king
of Europe has condemned your father ; in thinking of

that anguish of banishment by which they have made
him expiate the crime of being too generous towards
them, remember that you are his son, that his dying looks
were settled on your face ; steep yourself in these
horrors, and impose upon them the punishment of seeing
you seated on the throne of France ! Take advantage
of this chance, prince ! . . . I have perhaps said too
much : my fate is in your hands, and I can tell you that
if you make use of my letters to destroy me the thought
of your cowardice will give me more suffering than any-
thing they may make me endure ! The man who hands
you this letter is commissioned also to bring back your
reply. If you are honourable you will not refuse me one.

" Napoleone Camerata "

This letter frightened the young prince dreadfully :

it was an appeal straight, clear and positive. " Are you
an Austrian archduke or a French prince ? " That was
the question. The duke opened his heart to the Chevalier

de Prokesch concerning this incident and the uneasiness

it caused him.
" You know very well," he said to him, " that I shall
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not take as guide of my conduct, and as guarantors of

my future, persons of so exalted a character ; but I find

myself in a genuinely embarrassing position. It is due to

my feelings towards the emperor (when the Due de

Reichstadt talks of the emperor he always means the

Emperor Francis ii.), as also to the dignity of my situation,

that I should not hide either my troubles or my doings
;

it would seem acting wrongly to him to be silent about

this circumstance. On the other hand, I do not wish to

injure the countess ; she is wanting in prudence, but she

has a right to my consideration. . . , Besides, she is a

woman. Yet my first duty is towards the emperor.

Could you not go to the Comte de Dietrichstein for me,

and confide to him what has happened, and ask him to

settle matters so that the Comtesse Camerata shall not

be put to any persecution or any unpleasantness and
not be compelled to go away from Vienna ?

"

After looking carefully into the affair, the Chevalier

de Prokesch approved of the prince's resolution, and
willingly undertook the mission His Highness had con-

fided to him. Next day he received a note as follows :

—

" Since I saw you I have received a fresh letter from
the Comtesse Camerata. It was d'Obenaus' valet de
chambre who put the first one on my table, which I con-
fided to your care—send it me back ; it is expedient and
necessary for me to speak of it to Obenaus. I will arrange
things so as to avoid all mischief-making and scandal

;

but I will not reply. Let there be no further question
about that. I hope to see you at six o'clock to resume
our reading. Franjois de Reichstadt"

Although the Comtesse Camerata had received no reply,

she did not look upon herself as beaten. At the risk of

what might happen to her, she still remained for three

weeks in Vienna, putting herself everywhere in the prince's

path : at the theatre, at Prater and at Schonbriinn.

But the Due de Reichstadt showed no signs of knowing
her 1 Tired of this silence, she finally went away to
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Prague. The prince's conduct met with its reward :

that same month the emperor—the Emperor Francis 11.

of course—made him a heutenant-colonel ; but, as though

fate wished to make him understand that he must be

Caesar or nothing

—

A tit CcBsar aut nihil—at the first words
of command he tried to utter his voice became hoarse,

and he was obliged to discontinue his duty. A frequent

cough followed the hoarseness. The prince fell ill of the

disease which was to cause his death.

Let us hear what his own doctor said about it—Dr.

Malfatti :—

" I was called in by^the Due de Reichstadt as his

regular doctor in the month of May 1830. I succeeded
three men of high reputation : the celebrated Frank
and Drs. Goelis and Standenheimer. M. de Herbeck
had filled the ofi5ce of surgeon-in-ordinary to the prince.

These doctors had not left any diary of the young duke's
health. M. le Comte de Dietrichstein was good enough
to supply this deficiency by informing me of many par-

ticulars which it was indispensable to know.
" The prince ate very little, and without appetite

;

his stomach seemed too weak to bear the nourishment
which his singularly rapid and even alarming rate of

growth required : at the age of seventeen he had attained
the height of five feet three inches ! He suffered from
slight throat ailments from time to time ; he was subject
to a habitual cough and a daily discharge of mucus.
Dr. Standenheimer had already manifested great anxiety
about the prince's predisposition towards phthisis of

the trachea. I made note of the prescriptions that had
been used against these disquieting symptoms.

" I was guided in my early research by the personal
knowledge that I possessed of a morbid hereditary dis-

position in the Napoleon family, and I ascertained the
existence of a cutaneous affection (herpes farinaceum).
I could not approve the use of cold baths and swimming,
which the surgeon, M. de Herbeck, had also fought against,

probably solely because of the knowledge he had dis-

covered of the weak constitution of the prince's chest.

With the object of acting on the cutaneous system, I

VI.—24
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made use of muriatic baths and seltzer water mixed with
milk. Thejprince was to go into the army the following

autumn ; there lay all his hopes and desires : he had
obtained the much-solicited leave. I did not commend
myself to his good graces, as you may imagine, when I

positively opposed this change of living. I disclosed

my reasons to his august parents in a memorandum,
which I addressed to them on 15 July 1830. I stated that,

in his excessive rate of growth, out of proportion to the
development of the various organs and the general disposi-

tion to weakness, especially of the chest, any additional

illness might be extremely dangerous, whether now or

in the future, and that, consequently, it was imperative
to protect the prince from every possible atmospheric
influence, and any effort of voice, to which he would be
continually exposed in military service.

" My memorandum was well received by the emperor,
and the entrance upon military service was adjourned
for six months. By means of assiduous care and arti-

ficial methods of diverting the disease, the alarming
symptoms visibly subsided. The winter passed by
happily, but he still continued to grow.

" In the spring of the year 1831 the prince entered
upon his miUtary career. From that moment he threw
aside all my advice ; I was merely a spectator of an uncon-
trolled enthusiasm and an unbridled excitement over his

new duties. He would henceforth not listen to anything
but his passion, which led his feeble body into privations

and fatigues absolutely beyond his strength. He looked
upon it as a shame and cowardly to complain when under
arms. Besides, in his eyes I had committed the grave
offence of delaying his military career : he seemed to fear

my professional observations might yet stop it. So,

although he treated me with extreme kindness in social

relations, as a doctor he did not tell me a single word
of the truth. It was impossible for me to make him
continue the use of sea-water baths and mineral waters
which had been very valuable to him during the previous
year. He said he hadn't time. Several times I caught
him by surprise at the barracks, in a state of extreme
fatigue. One day, especially, I found him lying on a sofa,

exhausted and worn out. Not able to deny, then, the
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painful condition to which I saw he was reduced, he said

to me

—

" ' I am annoyed with my wretched body, which cannot
keep up with my mental energies !

'

" ' It is, indeed, trying,' I replied, ' that your Highness
has not the power of changing your body as you change
your horses when they are tired. But I entreat you, mon-
seigneur, to take heed that you have an iron spirit in a

body of crystal, and that the abuse of your will can only

be disastrous to you.'
" His hfe was then, indeed, Uke a consuming fire. He

scarcely slept for four hours, although, naturally, he
needed much sleep ; he ate hardly anything ; his life was
wholly concentrated on tactical manoeuvres and all

kinds of military exercises. He took no rest, his growing
tallness did not stop him ; he gradually became thinner,

and his complexion became livid in colour. To all my
questions he always replied

—

" ' I am perfectly well !

'

'' In the month of August he was attacked by a

violently feverish catarrh, and the only thing I could get

him to do was to keep to his bed and room for one day.

We conferred with General Comte Hartmann upon the

necessity of putting a stop to a regime that was very
dangerous for his frail existence. You will remember
the dire period of the invasion of cholera in Vienna, the

misfortunes which followed upon the first outbreak of

that scourge, the generous conduct of the inhabitants

of Vienna, the wise precautions of those in authority,

the help and example the emperor and the members of

the Imperial family gave, impervious to the fear to which
the disease gave rise on its appearance. The Due de
Reichstadt would not be separated from his soldiers or

leave their barracks ; the emperor could not but appreciate

this sentiment, which was but compatible with the duties

of a prince ; but we had a sacred and urgent duty on
our side, to rescue this young man from a position which
evidently tended to his destruction. I put to him the

imminent dangers he could allay by a speedy change of

his way of living and absolute rest ; in a situation so

critical as his the least attack of the prevailing disease

would be fatal. Comte Hartmann undertook to present
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this report to the emperor, who sent orders I was to come
and repeat it verbally in the presence of the Due de Reich-

stadt, at the end of the military review he was to conduct
next day at Schmolz, near Vienna. I went punctually
at the appointed hour, to the field where the manoeuvres
were held, where the emperor, wishful to reassure people

against their terror of contagion, was mingling with his

troops and subjects. When the review was over, I went
to His Majesty and repeated my report. The emperor
then addressed the young prince

—

" ' You have heard what Dr. Malfatti says. You will

immediately go to Schonbriinn.'
" The duke bowed respectfully in token of obedience,

but, when he stood up again, he flung me an indignant

glance.
" ' It is you, then, who have had me put under arrest ?

'

he said angrily, and he walked rapidly away."

But he was obliged to obey the emperor's commands
all the same, and that was what Dr. Malfatti desired.



CHAPTER VII

The Due de Reichstadt at Schonbrunn—Progress of his disease

—

The Archduchess Sophia—The prince's last moments—His

death—Effect produced by the news at Paris—Article of the

Constitutional upon this event

THE Due de Reichstadt's stay at Schonbrunn was

favourable to his health. The prince went on

horseback daily to the great manoeuvres, but with the

commander-general ; this was the emperor's expedient for

saving his grandson from using his voice and tiring his

lungs. Once only, when the emperor was present at the

re\iew, the duke urged to be allowed to take the command
of his battalion and obtained leave to do so.

The hunting season came, and the emperor expressed

a desire that his grandson should not be exposed to the

fatigue of long chases and to the inclemency of the chilly

autumn days ; but the Due de Reichstadt insisted and

followed the hounds. At the second he was obliged to

return without being present at the " gone away," and

the old symptoms again appeared. These were an irritat-

ing cough, principally from the trachea and bronchial

tubes ; weakness, which led to constant desire to sleep

;

and dyscrasia of the whole cutaneous system. Hence-

forward Dr. Malfatti advised the prince most carefully to

avoid all efforts of any nature, and principally those of the

vocal organs. This advice meant a complete breaking off

of all the prince's military habits ; so he hid his sufferings

as much as possible, and had, at least, strength of will

enough not to show it if he could not prevent being ill.

Several times the duke urged the emperor to let him take
373
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up his military service again, but the emperor always

opposed it. Three important men died at Vienna towards

the end of the year : Comte de Giulay, Baron de Fremont

and Baron de Siegenthal. The young prince, who for

some days had pretended to be much better, begged the

emperor's leave to follow Baron de Fremont's funeral

cortege with the troops. The Emperor yielded, and a

fresh indisposition was the result of this condescension.

Finally, for the last time—it was at General de Siegenthal's

funeral service—the prince appeared with his troops on

the place Joseph. The temperature was very cold; in

the middle of the commands he was giving to his battalion

he lost his voice. When he returned home he felt ill

enough to allow the doctor to be called in, and confessed

that he had gone out that morning when he was in a high

state of feverishness. It was found to be rheumatic,

bilious and catarrhal fever, and soon took an acute form

;

it reached its crisis on the seventh day, after which it

passed from the nature of sub-continuous fever to that of

intermittent quotidian fever. Dr. Malfatti decreed that,

as soon as the season allowed, the prince should go to

the waters of Ischl. At last, once more, they succeeded

in arresting the fever ; but fresh imprudent actions revived

the disease.

" It seemed," said the doctor, in despair, " as though

this unfortunate young man was possessed of a fatal

obsession, which compelled him towards suicide !

"

The spring was still more disastrous to the invalid than

the winter had been ; it was impossible to stop him from

going out. Overtaken two or three times by rain, he was
taken with shivering fits, which led to fever and congestion

of the liver.

In the month of April his pulse quickened, shiverings

came on and he grew visibly thinner and thinner. Drs.

Raiman and Vichrer, who were called in to take the place

of Dr. Malfatti, who was ill with gout, were frightened :

in concert with the prince's ordinary physician, they
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prescribed baths of soup : the wasting away on account

of the failure of the digestive powers compelled them to

this method, which was to feed the invalid by means of

absorption. Again signs of improvement showed them-

selves, and after a while the duke was well enough for

the emperor to allow him, on the advice of the doctors,

to take the air on horseback and in a carriage, but only

on condition these exercises should be indulged in most

moderately. He submitted to these orders for some days
;

then, having persisted in going out in cold and damp
weather, he was tempted by the invigorating air to put

his horse to the gallop instead of returning home. That

same night, when he should have gone to bed and kept

warm, he drove to the Prater in an open carriage. The
Prater is situated on an island in the Danube, and is ex-

tremely damp ; but that did not prevent the prince from

staying there until after sunset. This imprudence resulted

in such weakness on his return that, when a wheel of his

carriage broke and he sprang out on the road, he had not

strength enough to hold himself up and fell on his knees.

Next day inflammation of the lungs set in, and the prince

became deaf with the left ear. The situation was so

serious that Dr. Malfatti asked that Drs. Vivenot, Vichrer

and Turcken might be called in for consultation. He
was charged from the emperor to tell them that, without

troubling themselves about political considerations, which

until then had restricted the Due de Reichstadt's journey-

ing to Austria, they might order him a voyage to any

country which they might deem suitable to restore his

health, except France. They prescribed a journey to

Italy and a stay at Naples. The invalid could not believe

such a favour had been granted him, and sent Dr. Malfatti

to M. de Metternich to make certain from the lips of the

minister that no embargo would be put upon his travels.

" Tell the prince," replied M. de Metternich, " that

with the exception of France, the gates of which it does not

depend on me to open, he can go into whatever country
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he likes, the emperor putting the restoration of his grand-

son's health before all other considerations."

The invalid had cause for fear : soon he grew so weak
that there could not even reasonably be any question of

travelling for him. They informed the Archduchess

Marie-Louise of the state of her son, and told him that the

moment for receiving the viaticum had come.

The etiquette of the Court of Vienna decreed that the

princes of the Imperial family should take part in this

sad ceremony in the presence of the whole Court. No
one dared speak of it to the duke, not even Michel Wagner,
the palace chaplain, who had been his religious director

in his youth, so strict a matter was it at the Court of

Vienna. A woman it was who undertook both to warn
the invalid, and also to put the news in a form which

should hide part of the horrible truth from the prince.

This woman was the Archduchess Sophia.

She told the prince that, as she was soon going to com-
municate, she wished to do so by his bedside, in hope

that her prayers to heaven for his cure might be more
efficacious when made during the mysterious act of the

Eucharist ; and she begged the sick man to take the

sacrament at the same time as she did, so that their

prayers might go up to heaven together.

The Due de Reichstadt acceded.

It can be imagined how profound was the meditation and

how sad the ceremony. The prince prayed for the safe

delivery of the Archduchess Sophia, who was near her

accouchement ; she prayed for the cure of the Due de

Reichstadt, who was near his death ! The invahd, who
was then at Vienna, desired to be moved to Schonbriinn,

and the return of spring having warmed the air the doctor

supported the prince's wish. The removal took place

without serious accident, and the prince even seemed

a little better after it. Unfortunately, one day, in spite

of all the entreaties that could be made to prevent him,

he wanted to drive to Laxenbourg, two leagues from
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Schonbriinn, and in an open carriage. He stayed out

an hour, and received the respectful greeting of the ofl&cers,

talked much, and came back through a violent storm.

During the night following this day of imprudent acts

he was seized by a feverish attack, accompanied with a

burning thirst ; obstinate coughing brought on expectora-

tion, almost a vomiting of blood, and, for the first time,

the prince complained of sharp pain in his side.

A fresh consultation was held, and the doctors looked

upon the invalid's condition as hopeless.

The Archduchess Marie-Louise arrived. She had

passed through Trieste in order to see the emperor, who
was there at the time ; she there fell ill herself, and had

been obliged to stay for fifteen long days. Still ill, her

anxiety, however, overcame her weakness. She continued

her journey, and arrived on the evening of 24 June. The
prince wished to go to his mother, but at the first attempt

at locomotion he realised his strength was inadequate.

Nevertheless the joy of seeing his mother once more had

a happy effect upon him ; there had been a sensible im-

provement in the disease for the last three weeks, at

any rate there was an arrest of the malady ; the fever

lessened, the nights passed over without very great per-

spirations, and the prince could lie on either side without

pain. But the crafty and deceptive course of disease

of the lungs is well known, usually fastening upon young

and vigorous constitutions who do not want to die ; the

disease seems at times, like the invalid himself, to have

need of rest and to stop fatigued ; but nearly always

this moment of stoppage is made use of by the direful

miner to dig a fresh sap, and the subterranean work is

revealed suddenly by fresh symptoms, which show that,

during the feigned halt, the disease has made cruel

progress. The heat had become very great and the fever

redoubled its efforts ; the cough became more obstinate

than ever; a second haemorrhage happened, and the

prince threw up blood in quantity.
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The population of Vienna took a very lively interest

in the fate of this unhappy lad ; they stopped any one
in the streets whom they knew belonged to his house-

hold ; from all parts letters arrived pointing out remedies.

These innocent empirics at least showed anxious sym-
pathy, though they were deficient in scientific knowledge.

A terrible storm broke out during the night of 27 June ;

one of those storms which the pride of kings believed to

have been let loose by the hand of the Lord because of

them ; the lightning struck one of the eagles on the

palace of Schonbriinn. From this time the people's

opinion coincided with that of the doctors, and they gave

up hope. As the lightning had struck an eagle, the son

of Napoleon was going to die. The prince went out no

more ; only when the fighting for breath, which was
almost continuous, made him think that he would find

some relief in the outer air, did they carry him out on the

balcony. Soon it was impossible for him to leave his

bed ; at the least movement of his body he fainted away.

Then he began to talk of his approaching death, and to

show the distaste he had always had for an existence

which had opened out with a vast horizon, whilst fate

had forced him to vegetate in a narrow circle. Was it

actual disgust with life, or was it a desire to comfort those

around him ? Only on 21 July did he confess that he

was suffering dreadfully, and murmured several times,
" O my God ! my God ! when shall I die ?

"

His mother entered when one of these outcries was
escaping him, and he at once repressed the expression

of pain which had spread over his face, received her with

a smile and, to her questions about his health, replied

that he was doing well, and made plans with her for the

journey to the north of Italy. That evening Dr. Malfatti

announced that he feared a mortal crisis would take place

during the night ; Baron de Moll watched in a neigh-

bouring room, unknown to the prince, who had never

allowed any one to sit up with him. About one o'clock
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in the morning he seemed to be dozing ; but at half-past

three he sat up suddenly, and, after violent and vain

efforts for breath, he exclaimed

—

" Mutter f mutter ! ich gehe unter ! " (" Mother ! mother

!

I am dying !
")

At this cry the Baron de Moll and the valet de chambre

entered and seized him in their arms, trying to quieten

him ; but he was battling with death.

" Mutter ! mutter / " he repeated.

Then he fell back. He had not expired, but he was

in that twilight state which separates life from death.

They hastened to tell the Archduchess Marie-Louise and

the Archduke Frangois, in whose arms the Due de Reich-

stadt had expressed a desire to die. All the princes came

hurriedly ; Marie-Louise had not strength to stand, nor

even to reach him ; she fell on her knees and crawled

the few steps between herself and her son. The sick

man could not speak any more ; but his nearly-closed

eyes could still settle on his mother, and he showed her

by a look that he recognised her. Five o'clock in the

morning struck ; he seemed to hear the vibrations of

the pendulum, and to count the strokes. Eternity had

just sounded for him on the bronze ! He soon made a

sound of farewell ; the priest who was present showed

him heaven opening before him and, at eight minutes

past five, without a convulsion or a struggle, without

even any pain, he gave up his last sigh. He had lived

for twenty-one years, four months and two days. His

life had been obscure ; his death made a less vivid sen-

sation in France than might have been expected. To
the French, and in the eyes of the French, the prince was

an Austrian.

Our nation is a proud one ; not even at the cost of its

throne would it have let the Emperor Maximilian, even

if he had been the Son of God, give it to his eldest son
;

It did not at all like such a prince to show no expression

of regret, and preferred the man who, to reconquer it, made
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almost mad efforts, to the one who lay down quietly in

resignation to the decrees of Providence.

By a singular freak of fate the Due de Reichstadt, as

we have already mentioned, died in the same bed that

Napoleon, as conqueror, had slept in twice : the first

time after Austerlitz, the second after Wagram ! The
father and son slept their last sleep in it with a space of

eleven years between them, and now they slept on the

bosom of their common mother—only, the ocean rolled

between their two dead bodies.

Perhaps our readers will be curious to know how, after

the lapse of twenty-two years, the French press appre-

ciated this event, which contained something both fatal

and providential in it, and happened at the moment
when a new king was trying to found a new dynasty on
the soil of France, a country ever rebellious against

dynasties. The news was only known in Paris on i August.

We will open a newspaper which we had sent for for

another purpose, and we there read the article we are

about to place before our readers. The paper is the

Constitutionnel ; we do not know by whom the article is

written, but it seems a good one.

" Paris, i August

" The son of Napoleon is dead. This news, which had
been long expected, has produced in Paris a sorrowful
but calm sensation. So obscure an end to a life which
gave promise of a splendid destiny, a pale, last ray
of vast glory, such as that which has just died out,

affords a melancholy subject for meditation ! The people
will mourn deeply and seriously, for it is in the people
especially that the memories of Imperial glory have left

enduring traces.
" The details of the last moments of Napoleon's son

are still wanting to us ; his death has been surrounded
by mystery, as was his life. We are, however, assured
that he saw the approach of death with a fortitude worthy
of his father. When he realised that the fatal hour had
come, he disposed of the few remaining worldly goods
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which he had left, in conformity with the wishes previ-

ously expressed by the Emperor of the French, in favour
of young Louis-Napoleon, son of the ex-King of Holland,
who fought in the ranks of the last defenders of Italian

liberty. We understand that a letter written by the

illustrious dying man to inform his cousin of the bequest
contains evidence of the troubles which poisoned and,
no doubt, shortened his existence.

" It must indeed have been a bitter one ! Tom away
from the cradle, from his country and his family, to be
confined in a sumptuous prison ; deprived of guidance
at the age when his mind had much need of direction ;

submitted to tyrannical etiquette ; a stranger in the midst
of a Court, which beset him with doubtful loyalty, to

whom could he confide if not in the watchful attend-

ants commissioned to deceive him, perhaps to corrupt
him ? From whom could he obtain information of

what he most wanted to know—of his fate, his future,

his duties ? His tutors, we are assured, left him for a

long time in ignorance of his father's history ! If the
few friends he had been allowed to meet are to be believed,

the young Napoleon had been endowed by nature with
an upright mind and a generous heart ; barren gifts,

which only served to make his loneliness more crushing
and death a welcome boon ! His life has ended oppor-
tunely for the honour of the name he bore : he will

not have dragged that great name through a long time
of inaction ; he will not have dishonoured it in the
service of politics, of courts or of party intrigues ; he
will not have played the ridiculous and odious role of a
pretender, and history will not have to reproach him
with having been a scourge to his country.

" The young Napoleon has, in the hands of Austria,

been both an object of terror to herself and a bugbear to

the France of the Restoration. His name alone, uttered
by M. de Mettemich, would have made Louis xviii.

and Charles x. tremble, and been sufficient to repulse

every attempt that was contrary to Austrian politics
;

and yet, prudence would never have let them realise the
menace contained in such a name. Such menace would,
perhaps, not have been without effect, even after the
Revolution of 1830, on the statesmen who have con-
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trolled our politics, although it would not have been

more serious now than at any other period.
" Austria, therefore, is delivered from her fears, and

robbed of the instrument of trouble which she had at

her disposal against us.
" Napoleon ii. had, in France, at least, a number of

partisans, if not exactly a party. It is a heritage factions

will dispute over amongst themselves and with the

government, a heritage which will remain to those who
know best how to rally the popular masses to a sense of

the true interests of the country."

The rest of the paper contained a manifesto from the

English press, telegraphic despatches about Don Pedro's

expedition and an analysis of Mademoiselle de Liron—

a

novel by M. E. J. Del^chuze.



BOOK VI

CHAPTER I

Lucerne—The lion of August lo—M. de Chateaubriand's fowls

—

Reichenau— A picture by Conder— Letter to M. le due
d'Orl^ans—A walk in the park of Arenenberg

I
HAVE already said that I have no intention of begin-

ning over again my account of my peregrinations

through Switzerland. However, I will ask my reader's

leave to place before him three small extracts from my
Impressions de Voyage, which are indispensable to the

course of these Memoirs. They were published in 1834,

and concern M. de Chateaubriand, Monseigneur le due

d'Orleans and Her Majesty Queen Hortense ; they contain

my own independent opinions ; and some strange light

will be shed now and then on the future of the poet. If

a statesman had written what I am about to quote, he

would have been looked upon as a prophet.

Let us follow the order of my visits to Lucerne, to

Reichenau and to Arenenberg, and begin by M. de Chateau-

briand.

A tout seigneur, tout honneur.

"M. DE CHATEAUBRIAND'S FOWLS
" The first news I learned on arriving at the Hotel du

Cheval blanc was that M. de Chateaubriand was living in

Lucerne. It will be recollected that, after the revolution

of July, our great poet, who had dedicated his pen to the
defence of the fallen dynasty, voluntarily exiled himself,

and did not return to Paris until he was recalled to it by
383
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the arrest of the Duchesse de Berry. He lived at the

Hotel de I'Aigle. I soon dressed myself with the intention

of going to pay him a call. I did not know him personally

:

at Paris I had not dared to present myself, but, out of

France, at Lucerne, isolated as he was, I thought it might
be some pleasure to him to see a compatriot. I therefore

boldly presented myself at the Hotel de I'Aigle. I asked
the hotel waiter for M. de Chateaubriand. He replied

that he had just gone out to feed his fowls. I made him
repeat it, thinking I had heard wrongly ; but he made
me the same reply the second time. I left my name, at

the same time asking the favour of being received the

next day.
" Next morning a letter was handed to me from M. de

Chateaubriand, sent the previous evening : it was an
invitation to breakfast at ten o'clock ; it was nine then,

so I had no time to lose. I leapt out of bed and dressed.

For a very long time I had wanted to see M. de Chateau-
briand ; my admiration for him was the religion of my
childhood ; he was the man whose genius had been the

first to stray out of the beaten paths to mark out for our
young literature the road it has since followed ; he had
alone excited more hatred than all the cenacula put
together ; he was the rock against which the jealous

waves, still stirring against us, had beaten in vain for

fifty years ; he was the file on which the teeth were used
which had tried to bite us.

" So, when I put foot on the first step of the staircase,

my heart nearly failed me. Entirely unknown, I felt

that I should be at least crushed under such immense
superiority ; for at that time the point of comparison was
wanting by which to measure our respective heights, and
I had not resource enough to say, as Stromboli might to

Monte Rosa, ' I am only a hill, but I contain a volcano !

'

When I reached the landing I stopped. ... I believe I

should have hesitated less to knock at the door of a con-

clave. Perhaps at that moment M. de Chateaubriand
thought I was keeping him waiting out of politeness, while

I dared not go in from feelings of veneration. Finally, I

heard the waiter coming up the stairs ; I could not stay

any longer outside the door, so I knocked. M. de Chateau-
briand himself came and opened it ; he must have formed
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a strange opinion of my manners if he did not attribute

my embarrassment to its true cause. I stuttered like a
country bumpkin ; I did not know whether I ought to

go in in front of him or behind. I think that, hke M.
Parseval before Napoleon, if he had asked me my name,
I should not have known what to reply. But he did
better than that : he held out his hand to me.

" During breakfast we talked. One after the other he
reviewed all the political questions which were being dis-

cussed at that period, from the tribune to the club, with
the lucidity of a man of genius who went to the bottom
of things, and like a man who estimates principles and
interests at their right value and has no illusions about
anything. I was convinced that M. de Chateaubriand
looked upon the party to which he belonged as henceforth

lost, believing that the whole future rested in a socialistic

Republicanism, and that he remained attached to his

cause more because he saw it was unfortunate than because
he thought it good. It is thus with all great souls : they
must devote themselves to something ; when it is not to

women, it is to kings ; when not to kings, then to God.
I could not resist remarking to M. de Chateaubriand that

his theories, though Royalist in form, were fundamentally
Republican.

" ' Does that surprise you ? ' he said, smiUng. ' It

surprises me still more ! I have progressed without
willing it, like a rock rolled along by the torrent ; and
now, behold ! I find I am nearer to you than you are

to me ! . . . Have you seen the Lion of Lucerne ?

'

" ' Not yet.'
" ' Well, let us go and see it. . . . It is the most im-

portant monument in the town. You know upon what
occasion it was erected ?

'

" ' In memory of 10 August.*
" ' That was it.'

" ' Is it a beautiful thing ?
'

" ' It is better than that : it is a beautiful idea !

'

" ' There is but one drawback : the blood shed for the

monarchy was bought from a repubhc, and the dead Swiss
Guards were but the strict payment of a bill of exchange.'

" ' That is no less remarkable in a time when there were
many people who let their bills be protested.'

VI.—25
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" As will be seen, we differed in our ideas on that point

;

that is the misfortune of opinions which are divided into

two opposite principles ; every time necessity brings them
together, they understand one another in theory but they
separate over facts.

" We reached the monument, which is situated at some
distance from the town, in General Pfyffer's garden. It

is a rock cut perpendicularly, with its base bathed by a
circular pool ; a grotto forty-four feet long by forty-eight

feet high has been hollowed out in the rock, and in this

grotto a young sculptor from Constance, named Ahrorth, has
carved a colossal lion after a plaster model by Thorwaldsen.
Pierced through by a spear, with the broken fragment
left in the wound, the lion is dying, covering with its body
the fleur-de-lis emblazoned shield which it can no longer
defend. Above the grotto are the words, ' Helvetiorum

fidei ac virtuti,' and below this inscription the names of

the officers and soldiers who perished on lo August. The
officers numbered twenty-six and the soldiers seven
hundred and sixty. This monument, moreover, acquired
a greater interest from the fresh revolution which had
just taken place, and from the renewed fidelity displayed
by the Swiss. Yet it was an odd thing ! the disabled

soldier who watches over the lion spoke much to us of

10 August but did not say a word of 29 July. The
more recent of the two catastrophes was that which
he had already forgotten. It is quite simple : 1830 had
but driven a king away, 1792 had driven out royalty.

I pointed out to M. de Chateaubriand the names of those
men who had done honour' to their signature, and I

asked him which names would be inscribed on the grave-

stone of royalty to balance these popular names if a
similar monument were raised in France.

" ' Not one !
' he replied.

" ' Do you really mean that ?
'

" ' Perfectly ; the dead do not get themselves killed.'

" The history of the July Revolution lay entirely in

those words :
' Nobility is loyalty's true buckler ; so long

as she has worn it on her arm, she has driven back
foreign warfare and smothered civil war ; but, from the

day when, in anger, she imprudently breaks it, she is

defenceless. Louis xi. had slain the great vassals

;
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Louis XIII. the grand seigneurs and Louis xiv. the aristo-

crats, so that, when Charles x. called to his aid the
d'Armagnacs, the Montmorencys and the Lauzuns, his

voice only called up shades and phantoms.'
" ' Now,' said M. de Chateaubriand, * if you have seen

all you want to see, we will go and feed my fowls.'
" ' By the way, that reminds me of something; when I

called yesterday at your hotel the waiter told me you
had gone out to fulfil that country occupation. Does
your scheme of retirement go so far as make you a farmer ?

'

" ' Why not ? A man whose life has been like mine,
driven by caprice, poetry, revolutions and exile over the
four quarters of the globe, will be happy, I think, to

possess—if not a chalet among the mountains (I do not
like the Alps)—a meadow in Normandy or a farm in

Brittany. I am decidedly of opinion that this is the
vocation for my old age.'

" ' Allow me to doubt it. . . . You remember Charles
Quint at Saint-Just ; you are not one of the emperors who
abdicate or one of the kings whom people dethrone : you
are one of those princes who die under a canopy and are
interred like Charlemagne, with his feet on a shield, his

sword by his side, a crown on his head and a sceptre in

his hand.'
" ' Take care ! it is so long since I have been flattered,

and I am quite capable of letting myself be carried away
by it. Come, let us go and give the chickens their food.'

" Upon my honour, I could have fallen on my knees
before this man, so simple and yet at the same time so
great was he. We went by the bridge of la Cour, which
crosses an arm of the lake ; after Rapperssweil's bridge,

it is the longest covered one in Switzerland. We stopped
about two-thirds of the way across, at some distance from
a spot covered with reeds. M. de Chateaubriand drew a
piece of bread from his pocket which he had put there
after breakfast, and began to crumble it in the lake. Soon
a dozen water-fowls came out from a kind of isle formed
by the reeds, and began hastily to fight over the repast
prepared for them by the hand that had written the
Genie du Christianisme, les Martyrs and Le dernier des

Abencerrages. For a long while, without saying anything,
I watched the singular spectacle of this man leaning over
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the bridge, his lips curved in smiles, but with sad, grave
eyes. Gradually his occupation became mechanical, his

face assumed an expression of deep melancholy, his

thoughts passed across his broad brow as clouds across
a sky ; among them were memories of country, family
and tender friendships, more gloomy than others. I

guessed that this moment was reserved by him wherein
to meditate on France, and I respected his meditation
as long as it lasted. In the end, he made a movement
and heaved a sigh. I went nearer, and he remembered I

was there and held out his hand.
" ' But if you regret Paris so much,' I said to him, ' why

not go back to it ? Nothing exiles you from it, and every-

thing calls you back.'
" ' What would you have me do ? ' he replied. ' I

was at Cauterets when the July Revolution took place.

I returned to Paris : I behold one throne in blood and
another in the mud, lawyers drawing up a charter and a
king shaking hands with rag-and-bone men. ... It was
sad unto death, especially when, as in my case, one is

filled with great traditions of the monarchy. I went away
from it all.'

" ' From some words you let drop this morning, I

believe you recognise popular sovereignty ?
'

" ' Yes, there is no doubt it is good from time to time
for royalty to be tempered again at its source, which is

election ; but, this time, they knocked off a bough of the

tree, a link of the chain : it was Henri v. they should have
elected and not Louis-Philippe.'

" ' You are wishing but a sad wish for the poor child,'

I replied. ' Kings of the name of Henri are unlucky in

France : Henri i. was poisoned, Henry ii. killed in a
tournament, Henris in. and iv. were assassinated.'

" ' Very well, but, at all events, it is better to die by
poison than in exile ; it is sooner over and one suffers

less !

'

" ' But shall you not return to France ?
'

' " ' If the Duchesse de Berry, after having committed
the madness of returning to la Vendue, commits the

foolishness of letting herself be captured there, I shall

return to Paris to defend her before her judges, if my
advice has not prevented her from appearing there.'
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" ' If not ?

'

' ' If not,' pursued M. de Chateaubriand, crumbling up
a second piece of bread, ' I shall continue to feed my
birds.'

"

Two hours after this conversation, I left Lucerne in

a boat rowed by two rowers. Some time afterwards, I

was at the Grisons, not far from the little town of Reichenau,

whose name awakened in my memory a singular recol-

lection.

During my term in the oflSces of the Due d'Orleans I

had been for a long time instructed to give tickets to

persons desirous of visiting the apartments of the Palais-

Royal or of walking in the park at Monceaux. They
could see the rooms on Saturdays and walk in the park

on Thursdays and Sundays. On the days when the

apartments were visited, the duke and duchess and Madame
Adelaide and the rest of the princely family kept them-
selves to one or two rooms, where they lived in retirement

from ten in the morning till four in the evening, and yet

it often happened that some inquisitive visitor, whilst

the footman was engaged in another direction, would turn

a key, half open the door, stretch out his head and plunge

into the ducal retreat. The first thing people went to

see above everything else was the picture gallery—not that

all the pictures were good, far from it, indeed ! but there

were several which were the cause of talk at the time
;

these were the battle-pictures by Horace Vernet, four

masterpieces, marvellous productions, to which I have
already referred— the battles of Montmirail, Hanau,
Jemmapes and of Valmy. There was one point par-

ticularly in the Battle of Montmirail which attracted

attention : in the background, under a grove of trees,

hidden in the mist, was a horseman trotting on a white
horse. Horse and rider between them were only four

inches in breadth by two in height, and yet that little

white-and-grey spot had been enough to exclude the
picture from the Salon of 182 1. The microscopic cavalier
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was, as we said when we were specially occupied with

Horace Vernet, no other than the Emperor Napoleon.

When they had looked well at these four battle-pictures,

for which they had come on purpose to the Palais-Royal,

the footman said, " Messieurs et mesdames, will you come
this way, please ? " They followed him, and he took the

inquisitive ones to a little genre painting, representing a

handsome young man in a blue coat and leather breeches,

with his eyes raised to heaven, pointing out, to a dozen

children who surrounded him, the word France written

on a terrestrial globe. This fine youth was the exiled

Due d'Orleans, giving geography and mathematical

lessons at the Reichenau College.

I saw that small picture by Couder once again ; I was,

as I have said, a few miles from Reichenau, and I decided

to go and see the room in which the actual King of France

had spent one of the most honourable years of his life,

earning 5 francs per day. I have often heard it said that,

in spite of his sixteen millions from the Civil List, and his

Chateau des Tuileries, perhaps even because of these, he at

times would murmur, " O Reichenau ! Reichenau! . .
."

I therefore did those few miles—two or three followed

the banks of the Rhine, which is slate colour at this spot

and yet blue in Germany—and I reached Reichenau. I

wrote the following letter the same day to the Due
d'Orleans, which will be found produced in its entirety

in my Impressions de Voyage :
—

" MoNSEiGNEUR,—The date of this letter and the place

from whence it is sent will readily explain the sentiment
to which I am yielding in addressing Your Highness. I

am not speaking to the royal hereditary prince of the

crown of France, of His Majesty King Louis-Philippe,

now reigning, but to the Due de Chartres, pupil of

Henri iv., of the Due d'Orleans, teacher at Reichenau.
I write to Your Highness from the very room in which
your exiled father taught arithmetic and geography

;

or, rather, from that same room, pressed by the post time.
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I send to Your Highness the page I have just torn from
my album."

"REICHENAU
" The httle Orisons village is in no way remarkable

except for the strange story with which its name is associ-

ated. Towards the end of last century burgomaster
Tschamer, from Coire, had set up a school at Reichenau.
They were looking out in the canton for a teacher in

French, when a young man presented himself to

M. Boul, headmaster of the establishment, bearing a
letter of recommendation signed by baihe Aloys Toost of

Zizers. The young man was French, spoke his mother
tongue, EngUsh and German, and, besides these three
languages, could teach mathematics, physics and geo-
graphy. The find was too marvellous and too rare for

the headmaster of the college to let him escape ; besides,

the youth was modest in his claims. M. Boul settled with
him to come at 1400 francs per annum, so the new professor

was immediately installed and entered upon his duties.

This yoimg professor was Louis-Phihppe d'Orleans, Due
de Chartres, to-day King of France.

" It was, I admit, with emotion intermingled with
pride that, in this very place, in the room situated in

the middle of the corridor, with its folding door, its

flower-painted side doors, its comer chimney-places, its

pictures of Louis xv. surrounded with gilt arabesques
and its decorated ceiling ; it was, I say with keen emotion,
that, in this room, where the Due de Chartres had taught,
I gathered information concerning the strange vicissitudes

of a royal personage who, not wishing to beg the bread
of exile, worthily bought it with his work.

" One single teacher, a colleague of the Due d'Orleans,
and a single scholar, one of his pupils, still lived in 1832,
the period at which I visited Reichenau. The teacher
was the novel-writer Zschokke, and the scholar was
burgomaster Tschamer, son of the man who had founded
the school. The worthy bailie Aloys Toost died in 1827,
and was buried at Zizers, his native village. Now, there
remains nothing more of the college where a future King
of France had taught save the schoolroom we have
described and the chapel adjoining the corridor with
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its reading-desk and altar surmounted by a crucifix

painted in fresco. i.The rest of the buildings have
been turned into a kind of villa belonging to Colonel
Pastalluzzi, and this memorial, so honourable for every
Frenchman that it deserves to rank among our national
memorials, threatens to disappear with the generation
of old men who are dying out, were there not living a
man of artistic feeling, who is noble and great, who will

not, we hope, let anything be forgotten which is honourable
for himself and for France. That man is yourself, Mon-
seigneur Ferdinand d'Orleans, who, having been our school-
fellow, will also be our king

;
you who, from the throne

which you will one day ascend, will lay one hand on
the old monarchy and the other on the young republic

;

will inherit the galleries which contain pictures of the
battles of Taillehourg, Fleurus, Bouvines and of Ahoukir,
of Agincourt and of Marengo

;
you who are ignorant that

the fleurs-de-lis of Louis xiv. are the lance-heads of Clovis
;

you who know so well that all the glories of a country
are glorious no matter when they saw birth, or what
sun made them flourish

; you, in fact, who by your royal
fillet can bind together a thousand years of memories,
and assume the consular dignity of the lictors who will

march in front of you !

"So it will be a delight to you, monseigneur, to
recall the little lonely port, the voyager beaten by the
sea of exile, the sailor driven by the wind of proscription,
where your father found a noble shelter against the
tempest ; it will be worthy of you, monseigneur, to give
orders that the hospitable roof shall be again raised for

hospitality, and, on the very site where the old building
fell in ruins shall be erected a new one, destined to receive
every son of exile who shall come, staff of exile in hand,
to knock at its doors as your father came, irrespective

of his opinions and country ; whether he be threatened
by the anger of peoples or pursued by the hatred of kings

;

for, monseigneur, the future, though serene and blue for

France, which has accomplished its revolutionary work,
is big with storms for the rest of the world ! We have
sowed the seeds of liberty so broadcast in our excursions
through Europe that, on all sides, they spring up like

corn in May ; so well that it only needs a ray of sunshine
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to ripen the most distant harvests. . . . Throw your

glance back over the past, monseigneur, and then con-

centrate it upon the present. Have you ever felt more
shaking of thrones, or encountered more discrowned

travellers on the highways ? You see, indeed, that it

will be necessary, some day, to found an asylum, were

it but for the sons of kings whose fathers cannot, like

yours, be teachers at Reichenau !

"

I wish to return from Reichenau by way of Arenen-

berg. The comparison of a teacher of mathematics King

of France with an exiled Queen of Holland pleases the

imagination of poets. Besides, indeed, when quite a

chUd, I had heard much ill spoken of Napoleon and much
good of Josephine ! Now what did I see in Queen Hortense

but Josephine's case over again ? I persisted, therefore,

in seeing Queen Hortense, and any detour, however long,

was but nothing compared with that desire. But, since

I do not wish these lines to be taken for tardy flattery

—

I insist on being thought incapable of flattering any one

but exiles or dead people—I will write here what I wrote

about Queen Hortense in 1832. I copy the following

passage from my Impressions de Voyage :

—

" As the chateau d'Arenenberg is only a league's dis-

tance from Constance, I was seized by a great desire to

pay my homage at the feet of fallen majesty and to see

what remained of a queen in a woman when fate has

torn the crown from her head, the sceptre from her hand
and the robes from her shoulders ; from that queen,

moreover, who was the gracious daughter of Josephine

Beauharnais, sister of Eugene, and the diamond in

Napoleon's crown.
" I had heard so much of her in my youth as a beauteous

and good fairy, most gracious and charitable, from the

daughters to whom she had given a dowry, the mothers
whose children she had redeemed, and the prisoners for

whom she had obtained pardon, that I worshipped her.

Add to this, the remembrance of the romances which

my sister sang about the queen, which were so impressed

on my heart by memory that even now, although it is
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twenty years since I heard these lines and music, I could

repeat both without forgetting a word, and I could jot down
the music without transposing a note. These romances
about a queen are sung by a queen ; a combination which
can only be seen in the Thousand and One Nights, and
which has remained in my mind like a glad surprise." ^

I had no letter of introduction to the Comtesse de Saint-

Leu ; but I hoped that my name was not entirely un-

known to her ; I had already written at that time Henri

III., Christine, Antony, Richard Darlington, Charles III.

and La Tour de Nesle.

When I reached Arenenberg, it was too early in the

morning to present myself to the queen. I left my card

with Madame Parquin, reader to the Comtesse de Saint-

Leu, and sister of the noted barrister of that name, and

I took advantage of a fine storm which had just risen to

go for a sail on the lake. On my return, I found an invi-

tation to dinner awaiting me at the hotel ; then a letter

from France had found me out there, an act of cleverness

which was a great achievement on the part of the Swiss

post : it contained the manuscript ode by Victor Hugo
on the death of the King of Rome. I went on foot to

the queen's residence and read the letter as I went.

All the details of that gracious hospitality which the

queen made me accept for three days can be seen in

my Impressions de Voyage. I merely wish to reproduce

here a conversation which revealed an odd profession

of faith in the present—if it be borne in mind that the

present of that time corresponded with September 1832

—

and a singular forecast of the future.

"A WALK IN THE PARK AT ARENENBERG
" The queen and I took about a hundred steps in silence.

I was the first to interrupt it.

" ' I believe you have something to tell me, Madame la

Comtesse ?
' I asked.

^ Do not let it be forgotten that these lines were written under

Louis-Philippe, at the time when the Bonapartes were exiled.
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" ' True,' she said, looking at me ; 'I wanted to talk

to j'ou of Paris. What news was there when you left

it?'
" ' Much bloodshed in the streets, many wounded in

the hospitals, too few prisons and too many prisoners.'
" ' You saw the 5th and 6th of June ?

'

" ' Yes, madarae.'
" ' Pardon, I am perhaps going to be inquisitive ; but,

from some words which you said yesterday, I believe you
are a Republican.'

" I smiled.
" ' You are not mistaken, madame ; and yet, thanks

to the sense and to the colour which the papers representing

the party to which I belong and am in sympathy with

(though not with all its methods) have given to that word,
before accepting the qualification which you give me,
I will ask your permission to lay bare my principles before

you. To any other woman such a profession would be
absurd ; but you, Madame la Comtesse, as queen, must
have heard so many serious speeches, and, as woman, so

many frivolous ones, that I shall not hesitate to tell you
at what point I join myself to Republican Socialism

and where I am at variance with revolutionary Re-
publicanism.'

" ' You are not, then, agreed among yourselves ?
'

" ' We have the same hopes, madame, but the means
by which each one of us wishes to act are different. Some
talk of chopping off heads and dividing properties ; these

are ignorant and insane. . . . You are surprised that I

do not employ a stronger term by which to designate

them ... it is unnecessary : they are neither afraid

nor to be feared ; they think themselves strongly in

advance and are totally behind the times ; they date

from 1793 and we are in 1832. Louis-Philippe's govern-

ment makes a show of being in great fear of them, and
would be much vexed if they did not exist ; for their

theories are the quiver from whence they derive their

weapons. These are not Republicans, they are believers

in a commonwealth. Others there are who forget that

France is the oldest sister among the nations, who do not

remember that her past is rich with traditions, and go
searching about among the constitutions of Switzerland
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and England and America for that one which shall be
most applicable to our country. They are dreamers and
Utopians : wrapped up in their cabinet theories, they
do not perceive in their imaginary applications that the

constitution of a people can only last so long ; that it is bom
but of its geographical situation, that it springs from its

nationality and that it is in unison with its customs.
The result is that as no two people under heaven have the

same geographical position or have identical national

characteristics and habits, the more perfect a constitution

is, the more individual it is and the less, consequently,

is it applicable to another locality than that which gave
it birth. These people are not any longer Republicans
but Repuhlicists. Others there are who think that an
opinion only means a light blue silk coat, a large lappelled

waistcoat and a flowing tie and pointed hat : they are the

parodists and the brayers. These excite riots, but take

good care to keep out of them; they erect barricades

and leave others to get killed behind them ; they com-
promise their friends and hide themselves thoroughly as

though they themselves were the compromised. These are

not Republicans, they are Repuhliquets ! But there are

others, madame, to whom the honour of France is sacred,

and not to be touched ; to whom a promise is a sacred

engagement which they will not suffer to be broken by
either king or people ; a noble and immense fraternity

which extends to every country that is suffering, every
nation that is waking up ; these have shed their blood
in Belgium, Italy and Poland, and returned to be killed

or captured at the Cloitre Saint-Merry : they, madame,
are Puritans and martyrs. A day will come when not
only will the captives be released from prisons but when
the bodies of the dead will be looked for in order to raise

tombstones above them. The only wrong they can be
accused of is of having been in advance of their age, and
been born thirty years too soon. These, madame, are

the true Republicans.'
" * I have no need to ask you,' the queen said to me;

* you belong to that party.'
" ' Alas ! madame,' I replied, ' I cannot wholly boast

of that honour. . . . Certainly, all my sympathies are

with them ; but, instead of letting myself be carried away
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by my feelings, I have appealed to my reason ; I want to

do for politics what Faust did for science : go down and
touch the bottom. I was for a year plunged in the depths
of the past ; I entered it with instinctive opinion, I left

it from reasoned-out conviction. I saw that the revolution

of 1830 had brought us a step forward, it is true, but
that it had simply led us from the aristocratic monarchy
to the bourgeois monarchy, and this bourgeois monarchy
was an era which must be exhausted before it could arrive

at popular magistracy. Henceforth, madame, without
doing anything to bring myself nearer to the government
from which I had parted company, I have ceased to be an
enemy to it ; I watch it tranquilly running its period, and
I shall probably see the end of it ; I applaud what good
it does, I protest against the evil ; but, at the same time,

without either enthusiasm or hatred. I neither accept
nor reject it : I submit ; I do not look on this as good
fortune, but I believe it to be a necessity.'

" ' But to hear you talk, there will be no chance for it to

change.'
" ' No, Madame . . . not for long years at least.'

" ' Suppose, however, the Due de Reichstadt had not
died, and that he had made an attempt.'

" ' I believe he would have failed.'

" ' True, I forgot that, with your Republican opinions,

Napoleon must appear to you a tyrant.'
" ' I beg your pardon, madame, I look at it from another

point of view. In my opinion Napoleon was one of those

men who were elected from the beginning of time, and
have received a providential mission from God. One
judges such men not according to their own will-power,

which has made them act as they did, but according to

the degree of divine wisdom which has inspired them
;

not according to the work they have done, but according
to the result it has produced. When this mission is

accomplished, God recalls them, and they believe they
are dying, but they really go to render their account.'

" ' And, according to you, what was the emperor's
mission ?

'

" ' One of liberty.'
" ' Do you know that others quite different from me

will ask you for proof of your statement ?
'
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" ' Even to you will I give it.'

" ' Proceed ! you have no idea how deeply I am interested
in all this !

'

" ' When Napoleon, or, rather, Bonaparte, appeared
before our fathers, madame, France was emerging from
a revolution, not from a Republic. In one of its fits of

political fever it was flung so much in advance of other
nations that it had disturbed the world's equilibrium.
It needed an Alexander to deal with this Bucephalus, an
Androcles with this lion ! The 13 Vend6miaire brought
them face to face : and the Revolution was beaten. The
kings, who should have recognised a brother in the cannon
of the rue Saint-Honore, thought they had an enemy in

the dictator of 18 Brumaire ; they mistook the Consul
of a Republic in him who was already the head of a
monarchy, and, insane as they were, instead of keeping
him prisoner in a general peace, they made European
war upon him. Then Napoleon rallied round him all

the youth, courage and intellect of France, and spread
them abroad over the world. A reactionist, as far as we
were concerned, wherever he passed among other nations
he was in a state of advance, and flung the seeds of revolu-
tion broadcast : Italy, Prussia, Spain, Portugal, Poland,
Belgium, Russia herself, turn by turn, called their sons to
the sacred harvest ; and he, like a tired labourer after his

day's work, folded his arms and watched them gathering
it in, from the top of his rock at St. Helena. Then it was
that he had a revelation of his divine mission, and there
dropped from his lips a prophecy of a future Republican
Europe.'

" ' Do you believe, then, that, if the Due de Reichstadt
had not died, he would have continued his father's work ?

'

" ' In my opinion, madame, men like Napoleon have
neither fathers nor sons : they are born like meteors in

the twilight of the dawn, and light up the sky from one
horizon to the other as they cross it before they are lost

in the twilight of the night.'
" ' What you are saying is not consoling to those of his

family who preserve some hope.'
" ' It is as I say, madame ; for we have only given him

a place in our heavens on condition that he did not leave
any heir on the earth.'
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" ' But he bequeathed his sword to his son.'
" ' The gift was fatal, madame, and God broke the

bequest.'
" ' You terrify me, for his son, in turn, bequeathed it

to mine.'
" ' It will be heavy for a simple officer of the Swiss

Confederation to bear !

'

" ' Yes, you are right, for the sword is a sceptre.'
" ' Take care lest you go astray, madame ! I am,

indeed, afraid that you only live in the deceptive and
intoxicating atmosphere which exiles carry away with

them ; the times which continue to march for the rest of

the world seem to stand still to outlaws : they still see

men and things as they left them. Yet men's faces change
and so do the aspect of things ; the generation which saw
Napoleon pass as he returned from the isle of Elba is

d>ang out daily, madame, and that miraculous march is

already more than a memory : it is a historical fact.'

" ' So you think it is hopeless for the Napoleon family

to return to France ?
'

" ' If I were king, I would recall it to-morrow.'
" ' That is not what I meant.'
" ' Otherwise, there is very little chance.'
" ' What advice would you give to a member of that

family who should dream of the resurrection of the glory

and power of the Napoleons ?
'

" ' I would counsel him to wake up.'
" ' If he persisted in spite of that first advice (which

in my opinion is the best), and asked you for a second

piece of advice ?
"

" ' Then, madame, I would tell him to obtain the can-

celling of his exile, to buy a plot of ground in France and
to make use of the immense popularity of his name to get

himself elected a deputy, to try by his talent to win over

the majority of the Chamber, and to use it to depose
Louis-Philippe and become elected king in his stead.'

" ' You think,' said the Comtesse de Saint-Leu, with a
melancholy smile, ' that all other methods would fail ?

'

" ' I am convinced of it.'

" The comtesse sighed. At that moment the breakfast

bell rang and we took our way back to the chateau, pensive

and silent. The comtesse did not address a single word
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to me as we returned, but, when we reached the door, she
stopped, and, looking at me with an indefinable expression
of anguish, said

—

" ' Oh ! I wish my son were here and could have heard
what you have been saying !

'
"



CHAPTER II

News of France—First performance of Le Fits de Al'migri—What
Le Constitutionnel thought of it—Effect produced by that play

on the Parisian population in general and on M. V6ron in

particular—Death of Walter Scott

—

Pirinet Leclerc—Sic vos

non vobis

AS I have said, I stayed three days at Arenenberg.^

I had found French newspapers there, which I

had missed since my departure from Aix, and I posted

myself up in the news of France. M. Jay had replaced

M. de Montesquieu at the Academy. Faithful to its

traditions, the Academy, having a choice between M.

Jay, a mediocre pohtical writer, and M. Thiers, an eminent

historian, had chosen M. Jay. The Institute had done

pretty much the same thing : M. Lethidre, that dear good

friend of my father, author of Brutus condamnant ses fits,

having died, MM. Paul Delaroche, Schnetz and Blondel

were put on the hsts to succeed him. You would have

betted, would you not, dear readers, on Schnetz or on

Delaroche ? Well, you would have lost : MM. Schnetz

and Delaroche each had three votes, and M. Blondel

had eighteen.

Mademoiselle Falcon had come out in the role of Alice in

Robert le Diable. A pupil of Nourrit, she had had a

splendid success. Poor Com^Ue ! her success was to be

as short as it had been great : two years after her d^but

an accident took away her voice !

Then, pohtical lawsuits had followed, one after another

:

the Seine Court of Assizes had delivered two death

' See Appendix.

VI.—26
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sentences, one against a man named Cuny, and the other

against one called Lepage. These two sentences had

moved the Parisian public profoundly : since the death

of Louis XVIII., it had become unaccustomed to capital

punishments for political offences. Next had come the

less serious sentence against the Saint-Simonians ; then,

the affair of the man with the red flag. I have tried to

paint the effect the appearance of this man produced at

the funeral of General Lamarque. He was condemned

to a month's imprisonment ! Solicitor-General Delapalme,

who had nearly given up the prosecution, to the great

surprise of everybody, only extricated himself by arguing

that the accused man was out of his mind. The Republicans

interpreted the thing differently, the man with the red

flag was looked upon by them as an agent to provoke

an insurrection : hence the indulgence of the public

government. The last news that I read was less interesting

to others, but brought a feeling of remorse to my mind

:

the performance of Le Fits de I'Emigre was announced

to come on next at the Porte-Saint-Martin. I did not

fail, therefore, to ask at each inn where I stopped, " Have
you a French paper ? " On arriving at Koenigsfelden,

the place where the Emperor Albert was assassinated by

Jean de Souabe, his nephew, I renewed the question.

" Yes, monsieur," mine host replied ; "I have Le Con-

stitutionnel."

Le Constitutionnel, it will be recollected, was my old

enemy. It had declared war upon me over Henri III.

and I had replied to its cannonading by Antony ; it was I

who had invented the famous announcement of the dis-

continuing of subscriptions ; so I could not have re-

ceived news of my natural son through a more evil-inclined

channel ; but, as I had left it in the hands of Anicet

without acknowledging it in any way, and it was a condition

sine qua nan, that I should not be named, I thought the

news would be indirect.

I opened Le Constitutionnel, then, with quite a steady



LE FTLS DE V^MIGR^ 403

hand. Great was my surprise to read at the head of the

article

—

" Theatre de la Porte-Saint-Martin

Le Fits de VEmigre

Drama by MM. Anicet Bourgeois and Alexandre
Dumas . .

."

I realised at once that, from the moment my name
appeared, the play had been a failure. I was not mis-

taken. If, however, you wish to see how Le Constitu-

tionnel deals with the performance, read the following

lines, which will give an idea of the urbanity with which

the cricitism was inserted in MM. Jay and Etienne's

journal. It is true, the article was not signed. Moreover,

as I register my successes with a naivete which, at times,

is looked upon as conceit, I am not sorry to register an

out-and-out failure. I have had two such in my life :

Le Fits de I'Emigre at the Porte-Saint-Martin and Le

Laird de Dumhicky at the Od^on ; but, as I was present

at the latter, I will myself undertake to give an account

of it when the suitable moment comes. I shall be more

polite to mjrself than is the anonymous critic in the

Constitutionnel ; but I shall not take further trouble

about it ; my readers may rest perfectly easy on that

point.

So I summoned to my aid all the philosophy I possessed,

and I read

—

" Theatre de la Porte-Saint-Martin

Le Fils de I'Emigre

Drama by MM. Anicet Bourgeois and Alexandre
Dumas

" Le Comte Edouard de Bray, a French ^migr^, takes

refuge in Switzerland ; there he has taken service in the

Austrian Army, which attempts to invade France from

that quarter. The count has chosen his allies badly : beaten

with them (since our brave armies do beat their enemies

utterly), he takes to his legs and shelters in an armourer's
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shop at Brientz. The armourer, Gr^goire Humbert, a
man of honour and of humanity, takes in the fugitive,

whom he desires to save from the pursuit of the Re-
pubhcans. Humbert is the more zealous and devoted
because he knew Comte Edouard : the comte is several

months at Brientz, and even leaves Gr^goire Humbert
under the table after an orgy, Humbert's virtue and sobriety

having gone somewhat astray on that day. The worthy
armourer has not forgotten this memorable escapade of

drunkenness ; so he helps Comte Edouard to escape out
of the window, whilst the French soldiers' rifles are beating
at his door.

" Comte Edouard de Bray thus saved, you would
imagine that he would feel the very liveliest gratitude

for the brave man who saved him from being shot or hung.
Oh ! nothing of the kind ! Our real, our great drama,
it is said, is not so juvenile as to accustom us to such
natural and middle-class sentiments ; it must, of course,

have something quite different—something detestable,

ignoble and ridiculous forsooth !

" This is what the Comte de Bray does in conformity
with the triple requirements of great drama. Scarcely out

of danger, he writes to Gregoire Humbert :
' You think

yourself a happy father and husband
;
you are deceived,

Humbert. During the night of the orgy I spent with you,

your wife was waiting for you in her bed : I slipped into

your place ; the son she is to present you with is not yours.'
" If you ask for an explanation of the Comte de Bray's

infamy, you will learn that he has sworn implacable

hatred to the people, and that he begins to put it into

operation upon his benefactor. It is out of such subjects

as these that writers have the presumption to make plays

nowadays, and drama which is to move and interest

people !

" The comte's letter throws Humbert into despair

;

he takes a dagger and wants to kill his wife. ... At
this moment, the back of the stage reveals the scene of

an accouchement, which follows upon the dagger scene ;

' I have the honour of announcing to you the birth of

the 6migr^'s son.' The priest blesses the newly born
infant ; mother and child are doing well. This spectacle

disarms Humbert, who sheathes his dagger ; but he
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must kill some one, so, instead of Madame Humbert
and her dubious offspring, he means to kill Edouard.

Unfortunately, he is too late, Edouard is far away. The
armourer does not give up his revenge on that account ; he

will beget a second son by his wife, a son who shall be

his to kill the father of the first son, with the responsibility

of whom he is obliged to saddle himself, ' 7s pater est

quern nuptia demonstrant.' Humbert, certainly, under-

stood revenge as well as anybody possibly could ; to

beget a chUd by Madame Humbert solely to avenge him-

self is the supremest kind of cleverness. These lovely

things I have just laid before you form what is nowadays
called a prologue ; it was formerly simply called the first

act.
" Twenty years pass over. Humbert died ruined, pursuing

Edouard, whom he has never been able to meet with
;

for twenty years he had been unlucky in his search !

Otherwise, his project of vengeance had succeeded to

perfection : the second son was bom, grew up and, in

place of the dead Humbert, Pietro, his faithful servant,

teaches the son to handle a sword, in readiness for the

moment when Comte Edouard shall be encountered, and
when he shall kill him. There is a family of armourers for

you, and they could give points on matters of revenge

to the ancient Greek families, whose fury our tragic

authors have put before us for some time past. Humbert
and his faithful Pietro had not found Edouard. I, who
had nothing to do with him, found him in Paris, where he

was exercising the noble profession of spy : as a count and
secret agent of the Superior Police. The drama preserves

and maintains to us something of interest and elevation.

Besides his pleasures as a spy, Edouard continues to

cultivate his hatred against the people : he has seduced

a young girl, with whom he has been living for two years ;

item, he has carried away a young man called Georges

Bums from his artisan work and made him his secretary ;

his object is to corrupt Georges, as he has corrupted

Th^r^se, out of hatred to the people. We could not have
believed in such madness, if we had not seen and heard

it. But we are not at the end, there is"yet another story.
" This Georges Bums is none other than the son of

Edouard and of Madame Humbert. Georges changed
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his name after his putative father had died bankrupt.
Georges is proud and does not wish to resume the name
of his supposed father until after he has paid all his debts.

Edouard, who does not know the clue to this enigma, looks
upon the youth as merely Georges Burns. From this

juncture, we enter upon an incredible chaos of ignominy
and absurdities ; we are at first tempted to laugh at

the crude combination of style, incoherence of scenes and
pell-mell of persons and to take it for a parody. I frankly
thought it was meant as a parody .

" These two clever people, I said, want to make fun
of the monstrosities which degrade our theatres, and to

avenge good feeling and taste and language by a good
satire. ... As caricature and satire exaggerate the
absurdities or the vices of those at whom they want to

strike, our satirists have piled up in their parody
crudity upon crudity, mountain upon mountain, crime
upon crime, filth upon filth, to bring the more shame upon
our licentious dramatists. But I have been assured that
Le Fits de I'Emigre was written seriously as a great drama.

" Then, no longer being able to laugh, I have no resource
left but ennui and disgust—an ennui and disgust with
which I do not desire to oppress my readers by dragging
them step by step through that den of slavery, murder
and prostitution : I might just as well invite them to

spend a day at Poissy, at the Madelonnettes, at la Con-
ciergerie, the place de Greve or the private cabinet of

M. Vidocq, with the executioner's minions; for there is

nothing else in this ignoble play. Comte Edouard de
Bray, whom you know to be a spy, blunders unpardonably
and breaks burglariously into houses.

" Th^rdse, the young girl he has carried o&, becomes
a prostitute very quickly and goes from man to man with
wonderful facility. Georges Burns, or, rather, Georges
Humbert, steals from his mother 30,000 francs meant for

the payment of her husband's debts, and assassinates

Th^rese, whom he had lived with after Comte Edouard
had done with her.

" To crown these lovely performances, you have a
condemnation to the galleys and a sentence of death.
Edouard is sent to the galleys for forgery ; Burns to the
scaffold for murder. In the prison, between the branding
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and the guillotine, father and son recognise one another,

and Georges learns the secret of his birth. You would
hink the authors would stop short there, and have
ome pity on us. Poor folk ! who think that people will

respect you more than the general opinion, and everything
which has hitherto been respected in good and healthy
literature ! No, you have not had enough of this hideous
spectacle : you must see the galley-slave bound to his

chains, the condemned with his hands tied behind his back
and head shaved, marching to . . . Here the public rose

in a body and would not see or hear any more ; they turned
sick with disgust ; the women rose or turned their eyes
away to hide the sight of the head about to be cut off

;

they hooted, they shouted down these shameful doings,

and justice was done. Criticism of such plays as these

is impossible ; one leaves them as quickly as one can,

as one kicks aside a repulsive object. What have we
come to, when a talented man puts his name to this

drama as to a sign-post ? It is true that the author has,

this time, found his punishment in the very offence itself
;

his talent seems to be completely dead."

So I was assassinated by he Constttutionnel, exactly on

the same spot where the Emperor Albert had been assas-

sinated by his nephew. Unfortunately, I doubt whether

that assassination was as valuable to the future as the

fine scene one can read in the fifth act of Schiller's Wilhelm

Tell, which takes place between the murderer of Gessler

and the assassin of the emperor.

I returned to Paris towards the beginning of October.

All the newspapers had copied the example of Le Con-

stitiUionnel ; they had gone for me tooth and naO, the

kill was complete ; they did not leave a shred of flesh on

my bones. I met Veron, who delivered me a lecture on

my immorality which I shall never forget. He had asked

me for something for La Revue de Paris, of which he was

editor ; but, after Le Fils de VEmigre, he had no room
for my name among the company of decent people. I also

came across several theatrical managers who had become

short-sighted during my absence and did not recognise
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me. I have had these falls two or three times during

my life— not reckoning others still awaiting me—

I

have always risen above them, thank God ! and I hope
that, if it happens again, God will extend the same grace

to me. My private motto is " J'ayme qui m'ayme," and I

could perfectly well add, " Je ne hais pas qui me hait "
;

but our family motto is " Deus dedit, Deus dabit " (" God
has given, God will give ").

So I gave up the theatre for a time. Besides, I had
begun my book on Gaule et France, and I wanted to finish

it. The execution of this book was a singular thing.

I sought learning myself in order to teach others ; but I

had a great advantage : in going thus by chance through

history, it happened to me as it happens to a man who does

not know his way and gets lost in a forest ; he is lost, it

is true, but discovers things unknown, abysses where no
man has descended, heights none have scaled.

Gaule et France is a historical book full of mistakes
;

but it ends by the strangest prophecy which has ever

been printed sixteen years beforehand. We will see what
it was in due time and place.

Towards the end of September, we heard in France of

the death of Walter Scott. That death made a certain

impression on me ; not that I had the honour of knowing
the author of Ivanhoe and of Waverley, but the reading

of Walter Scott, it will be recollected, had a great in-

fluence on my early literary life. Beginning by preferring

Pigault-Lebrun to Walter Scott, and Voltaire to Shake-

speare, a twofold heresy from which my well-loved Lassagne

had redeemed me—Lassagne who, since I talked of him
to you, has gone where half my friends have gone,

—

having, I say, preferred Pigault-Lebrun to Walter Scott,

I had come to saner views, and, not only had I read all

the Scottish author's romances, but I had tried to make
two plays out of his works : the first, we know, with

Fr^d6ric Souli6 ; the second by myself. Neither was
played, and neither was suited to the stage.
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Walter Scott's qualities are not at all dramatic ; admir-

able as a painter of manners, costumes and characters,

Walter Scott is completely incapable of painting the

passions. With manners and characters one can concoct

comedies, but there must be passion to make dramas.

Scott's only impassioned romance is Kenilworth Castle
;

so it is the sole one which provided a really successful

drama, and yet three-quarters of the success was due to

the denoutnent, which was put on the stage, and which
brutally flung in the eyes of the public the terrible spectacle

of Amy Robsart's fall over the precipice. But my work
on Scott had not been useless, although it had remained

fruitless ; one only understands the structure of a man
by dissecting dead bodies ; so one only understands the

genius of an author by analysing it. The analysis of

Walter Scott had made me understand the novel from

another point of view than that of our country. A similar

fidelity to manners, costumes and characters, with more
lively dialogue and more natural passions, seemed to me
to be what we needed. Such was my conviction, but I was
far enough yet from suspecting that I should attempt

to do for France what Scott had done for Scotland. I

had only then published my historic scenes, Le Chevalier

de Bois -Bourdon, Isabel le Bavibre and Pdrinet Lederc,

and, as we shall see, the thing had succeeded badly

enough, or was but a very poor success. One has such

luck at times.

'

I published my Scenes historiques in La Revue des

Deux Mondes ; so no one read them. In my absence,

Anicet Bourgeois and Lockroy conceived the notion of

putting these scenes together and composing a drama
under the title of P^inet Lederc. It was, indeed, an
honour which they paid to these scraps of history, un-

ostentatiously scattered through a review. The play was
a great success. Although I had done at least as much
of it as of Le Fils de VEmigre, they were most careful not

to utter my name. Le Constitutionnel, which had torn
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from my face, in the first work, the veil of incognito,

obliterated it this time with all its strength, and praised

the drama highly. Listen: M. Lesur, in his Annuaire
had said, apropos of Le Fils de VEmigre—

" This play recalls the drunken slave which the Lacede-
monians used to point out to their children to disgust them
with drunkenness, and it ought to lead the public, if such a
thing be possible, to purer and more reasonable ideals in

dramatic literature. The object of the authors was to
compare the corruption of the nobility with the virtue
of the people, and, starting with this view, which is of no
value nowadays, there is no vice, immorality or infamy
that they have not accumulated in the person of their emigrd
le Marquis de Bray and of his worthy son ; it is a mass of
turpitudes, a sequence of scenes as false as they are ignoble,

which it would disgust us to enumerate. The public permitted
M. Dumas's La Tour de Nesle, but, this time, it has not
been so complaisant : it hooted, hooted outrageously a
monstrous production which made all parts of the theatre,

pit, boxes and galleries, turn sick with disgust and avert their

eyes with horror. It is to be hoped that this severe and
deserved lesson will impel the author of Henri III., of

Christine and of Antony and Richard Darlington, not to

prostitute his talent again by putting his hand to such
works."

The article, it will be seen, does not mince words (and

between ourselves, be it said, dear reader, without

reaching Anicet's ears, it seemed to be an execrable

thing !) But, take careful notice that it is to me M. Lesur

addresses himself, I, who had not been named and whose
name was not on the bills ; he had taken good care to

expose me after a failure, but took equal care to conceal

me when it was a question of success.

Here is the proof :

—

ti." Theatre de la Porte-Saint-Martin (3 Sep. 1832)

t^
" First performance of Perinet Leclerc, a prose drama

Fr6d'^ acts by MM. Anicet Bourgeois and Lockroy.

played \ scenes, noise, stir and magnificent decorations
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and, above all, a situation of the supremest interest in

the fifth act, have made this drama a complete success.

// bears witness to literary and historic studies very rare

in modern dramatists, and has in general the great advan-
tage over most of the plays of this theatre, particularly Le
F/LS DE l'AmigrI, of not revolting the spectator constantly

by a jumble of crimes and pictures of debauchery each
more horrible than the last."

Caught, Monsieur Diunas ! But there is something
stronger still. Some time after I collected my Seines

historiques into two volumes a paper noticed it, and
accused me of having literally copied the principal scenes

of my fictitious historical book from the fine drama by
MM. Anicet Bourgeois and Lockroy !

Ah ! my dear good fellow, are you simply ignorant or do
you write in bad faith ? You would rather not reply ?

Then let us ask M. Lireux.



CHAPTER III

La Duchesse de Berry returns to Nantes disguised as a peasant
woman—The basket of apples—The house Duguigny—Madame
in her hiding-place—Simon Deutz—His antecedents—His
mission—He enters into treaty with MM. Thiers and Monta-
livet—He starts for la Vendee

MEANTIME, they learnt in Paris of the arrest of

the Duchesse de Berry, at Nantes. It would have
needed less news than this to divert the public indignation

raised against me on account of the unlucky Fils de

I'Emigre. We left Madame la duchesse de Berry with
M. Berryer in a poor Vend^en cottage, where she lived

under the name of M. Charles ; we saw her giving way to

the entreaties of the famous barrister, and promising to quit

France ; she was to rejoin M. Berryer at noon the same
day at a given spot, to return with him to Nantes,
to cross through France by coach—thanks to the pass-

port he brought for her—and to return to Italy by the

Mont Cenis route. M. Berryer had waited for an hour at

the arranged meeting-place, when he received a dispatch

from Madame, who told him that too many interests

were bound up with hers for her to abandon them. She
therefore remained in la Vendue ; only, the taking up
of arms, fixed for 24 May, was deferred till the 3rd or

4th of June. We shall not be suspected of any intention

of giving the history of the Civil War of 1832. The object

of these Memoirs is not to relate official matters, but
details which certain advantages of position or of friendship

have put us in the way of knowing.

Now, who captured the Duchesse de Berry ? General
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Dermoncourt, my old friend. Who was his secretary ?

The very same Rusconi who has been my secretary

for twenty-one years, and who received from the hands

of M. de M6nars the famous historical hat that was
momentarily deflected from its habitual use by Madame
la duchesse de Berry.

We will take up our narrative again at the moment
when Madame, driven on all sides by events at Maisdon,

at la Caraterie, Chene, la P6nissi6re and at Riaill6, resolved

to return to Nantes. This plan, which at first seemed

foolhardy, was, however, the one which offered most
security. When at Nantes, the Duchesse de Berry would
find safe shelter ; she therefore only had to find a means of

getting there without discovery. She cut the knot herself

by announcing that she would return to Nantes on foot

clad as a peasant and followed only by Mademoiselle

Eulalie de Kersabiec. They had scarcely three leagues

to walk. M. de Menars and M. de Bourmont left after

them, and entered Nantes undisguised although they were
very well known ; they crossed the Loire in a boat opposite

the meadow des Mauves.^ At the end of a quarter of an

hour's walk, the huge shoes and cotton stockings to

which the duchess was unused hurt her feet. She tried,

however, to walk on : but, deeming that if she kept to

her footwear, she could not continue her journey, she

sat down on the bank of a ditch, took off her shoes and
stockings, stuffed them into her great pockets and began

to walk barefoot. Soon, however, noticing from the

peasant women who passed by that the fineness of her

skin and the aristocratic whiteness of her legs might

betray her, she went to one of the low hills by the roadside

and, with some of the dark-coloured earth, she made
her legs brown with it and pursued her journey. There

were still two good leagues to go. It must, indeed, have

been a wonderful subject for philosophic thought for

* See, for fuller details, La Vendie et Madame, an account written

by me from Dermoncourt' s notes.
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those who accompanied her, this spectacle of the woman
who, two years before, had her position as queen mother
at the Tuileries and possessed Chambord and Bagatelle,

drove out in her carriages with six horses, escorted by
bodyguards brilliant in gold and silver ; who went to

spectacles she had commanded, preceded by runners
shaking torches ; who filled the hall with her presence
alone, and, when she returned to the chateau and regained

her splendid chambers, walked over doubly thick Persian

and Turkey carpets for fear the parquetted floor should
hurt her childish feet ;—to-day, this same woman, still

smirched with the powder of battlefields, surrounded by
dangers, outlawed, having no escort or courtiers beside one
young girl, went to seek a shelter which might, perhaps,
close its doors to her, clothed in the dress of a peasant
woman, walking barefooted on the sharp sand and angular
pebbles of the road. It was a singular thing that, at this

date, nearly every country had its kings running barefoot

along its highways !

However, the journey was made, and as they came
nearer to Nantes all fears disappeared. The duchess
was clothed in her costume and the farmers she had passed
had not noticed that the little peasant woman running
slowly past them was anything but what her clothes

indicated : it was much, indeed, to have deceived the

inquisitive instincts of country people, who have no
rivals, possibly no equals, in this respect, unless it be
soldiers.

At last they arrived in sight of Nantes : and Madame
put on her shoes and stockings again before entering the

town. When crossing the bridge of Pyrmile, she fell

into the midst of a detachment of soldiers which was
coming off duty under the command of an officer

whom she recognised perfectly well, having seen him in

former days doing duty at the Chateau. She reminded
MM. de M6nars and Bourmont of this coincidence when
they arrived some hours after her.
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" I think the officer in command of that detachment

on the bridge has recognised me : he looked hard at me,"

she said ;
" if it be so, and happy days come to me, his lot

will be fortunate, he mil be rewarded !

"

Opposite the Bouffai, the duchess felt her shoulder

touched. She trembled and turned round. The person

who had just taken that hberty was a worthy old woman,
who, having put her basket of apples on the ground,

could not replace it on her head by herself.

" My children," she said to the duchess and Mile,

de Kersabiec, " help me to lift up my basket and I will

give you each an apple."

Madame soon took hold of one handle and signed to her

companion to take hold of the other, the basket was
balanced on the good woman's head, and she went away
without giving the promised reward ; but the duchess

stopped her by the arm

—

" Well, mother, where is my apple ? " she asked. The
apple-seller gave her one, and Madame was eating it with

an appetite sharpened by a three leagues' walk, when,

lifting her head, her eyes fell on a placard bearing these

three words in big letters :

—

" Etat de Siege"

It was the Government notice which put four of the

departements of la Vend6e outside the pale of common
law. The duchess went up to the bill and calmly read it

right through, in spite of the entreaties of Mile, de Kersabiec,

who pressed her to gain the house at which she was to

be received ; but Madame observed that it was too in-

teresting a matter for her not to acquaint herself with

it. At last she resumed her journey, and, a few minutes

later, she reached the house where she was expected, and
where she took off her muddy garments, which were

preserved as a memento of the event. Soon, she left

this first refuge to go to the ladies Duguigny, at No. 3
rue Haute-du-Chateau.
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The position of the Duguigny's house was pleasant,

it looked out over the chateau gardens and beyond to

the Loire and the meadows which bordered it. They
had prepared her a room with a secret hiding in it. The
room was no more than a third storey attic, the secret

place was a nook by the fireplace in a corner : it was
reached by the back of the chimney and opened with a

spring. It had been used since the first Vendeen Wars to

save priests and other outlaws. M. de Menars lived in

this house with the duchess. One would have thought

that, after many journeys and fatigues, on finding a

quiet, safe retreat she could have taken some rest and
returned to her favourite occupation of tapestry and flower-

painting, talents in which she excelled ; but, after the plans

she had meditated carrying out, which had, in some
measure, given her more masculine tastes, those futile

pursuits were no longer to her liking, and did not suffice

for that active spirit.

She resumed a correspondence, which she had dropped

for some time, with the Legitimists of France and abroad,

the principal object of which correspondence was positively

to inform them that in case of an invasive war against

France, which then seemed threatening, her son should

never put himself in the train of foreigners, and to

ask them, if need arose, to unite their efforts to those of

all other Frenchmen to repulse them. The papers found

in the secret room testified to the aim and to the magnitude

of the work she had set herself to do. Her letters

amounted to over nine hundred in number ; they were

nearly all in her own handwriting, with the exception of

a few by M. de Menars. She had twenty-four different

ciphers in which to correspond with the various parties

in France ; she wrote in cipher with remarkable ease.

One of the distractions with which she provided herself,

with M. Menars' assistance, was to paste up the whole

of the grey paper which to-day forms the decoration of

the attic. During the duchess's stay in Nantes, cholera
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made some ravages and daily she saw from her windows
soldiers or inhabitants being carried to the cemetery.

One night she was seized with colic and vomiting, causing

the greatest anxiety to those around her. She herself

was alarmed.
" How are my feet and hands ? " she said. " When

they become cold, rub them, put burning hot bricks to

them and send for a doctor and priest." They assured

her she should have the services of both, but she would

not have them summoned until the more alarming

symptoms set in. However, the sickness stopped and the

invalid grew better.

Madame took her meals down on the second floor : to

her table were admitted M. de Menars and Mademoiselle

Stylite de Kersabiec—who had joined her—the two
ladies Duguigny and, lastly, M. Guibourg, who, after his

escape from the prison of Nantes, had also found a refuge

in the same house, but only three weeks before the duchess's

arrest. Very often, the meals were interrupted by false

alarms caused by some detachment of troops coming in

or going out of the town ; then a bell, which communicated
with the room from the ground floor, would give the

signal for a retreat.

The duchess passed five months in this way. But the

activity with which the Chouans were hunted down left

them no chance of rall5dng together ; also, the soul

and head of the war was no longer with them. The 56th

Regiment, which arrived about the end of June, per-

mitted the military authorities to organise a still more
energetic chase and a still stricter lookout ; the canton-

ments were reinforced, moving columns ploughed the

country in all senses of the meaning ; finally, all hope for

the partisans of Henri v. of rekindhng a serious war soon

vanished.

Meantime, the rumour had gone abroad that the duchess

was hidden in Nantes ; General Dermoncourt was certain

of its truth and had given the higher authorities almost

VI.—27
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material proofs of the presence of Madame in the town

;

but, as the fugitive's retreat was only known to a few

persons, who were completely devoted to her, whatever

credence the civil and military authorities gave to the

general's warning, they had small chance of discovering

her ; besides, the duchess had become the object of extreme

watchfulness on the part of her friends, who felt the

necessity of isolating her completely in the centre of the

town in order to prevent the police agents from getting at

her. So she was inaccessible to every one except M. de

Bourmont, who exercised his privilege with as much
prudence as reserve. It was about this time that the

Jew Deutz came to the town.

Hyacinthe-Simon Deutz, was born at Coblenz in January

1802. At the age of eighteen he went to M. Didot as a

working printer. A short time later, his brother-in-law,

M. Drack, becoming a Catholic, Deutz, being furious at

the conversion, threatened him so savagely that Drack

warned the police. However, two or three years later,

his Judaistic fanaticism softened on this point ; he himself

showed a desire to embrace the Catholic religion, and,

through his brother-in-law, solicited an audience with the

Archbishop of Paris. That prelate, thinking his conver-

sion would be quicker and more efficacious at Rome,
advised him to go there. Deutz actually made that

journey early in 1828 ; he was recommended in the most

pressing manner by M. de Qudlen to Cardinal Capellari

(afterwards Gregory xiv.), then pr^fet to the propaganda.

Pope Leo xii. gave him into the care of Father Orioli,

of the College des Cordeliers, for instruction in the Catholic

religion. For some time, and on several occasions, Deutz

seemed to have changed his resolution. He wrote in 1828,
" I have experienced several days of storm ; I was even

on the point of returning unbaptized to Paris ; it was

Judaism dying in me; but, thanks to God, my eyes are

entirely unsealed and, ere long, I shall have the happiness

of becoming a Christian." Finally judged fit to receive
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baptism, his godfather was Baron Mortier, first secre-

tary to the Embassy, and his godmother an Italian

princess. Thus, by deceiving God, he learned how to

betray men. A while after, he was presented to the Pope,

who received him with the greatest kindness. A pension

of 25 piastres (125 francs) per month had been allowed

him since his arrival in Rome from the funds of the pro-

paganda. His brother-in-law Brack, introduced by Baron

Mortier to the Duchesse de Berry, had by her been appointed

librarian to the Due de Bordeaux. It was then that the

Pope got Deutz entered as a boarder at the Convent des

Saints-Apotres, and he continued publicly to affect the same
devotion to religion. Nevertheless, those who lived in

intimacy with him had very quickly guessed with what
interested motives he had made his abjuration. Most

of his early patrons, seeing they were being fooled by him,

graduaUy deserted him ; soon, the only supporter he had
left was Cardinal Capellari, who, only seeing him occasion-

ally, still kept up the same interest in him.

In 1830, Deutz, under the pretext of not wishing to

live on charity, obtained from Pius viii., then Pope,

300 piastres with which he set ort to start, so he said,

a bookshop in New York. After he had lived upon the

money made by his books he returned to Europe and
reached London in the autumn of 183 1. He was recom-

mended to the Jesuits established in England, and intro-

duced himself to Abbe Delaporte, almoner to the Chapel

of the Emigr^ and French Legitimists, who put him into

communication with the Marquis Eugene de Montmorency,
then resident in London. Deutz got himself noticed by
his extraordinary assiduity in attending the chapel services,

praying fervently and frequently communicating ; he thus

secured the kindly notice of M. de Montmorency, a very

religious man, who invited him to his table and even to

some sort of intimacy.

About this time Madame de Bourmont was preparing,

with her daughters, to rejoin her husband in Italy. M. de

I
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Bourmont recommended Deutz to her as a wise and
reliable man, who might be useful to her on her journey

;

he was, besides, devoted body and soul to the Legitimist

cause and to religion. Deutz went the journey with

Madame de Bourmont and behaved himself so well that,

on her arrival, she in her turn recommended him warmly
to the Duchesse de Berry. When the princess went to

Rome, the Pope also spoke to her of Deutz as a man to

be relied upon, capable of carrying out intelligently the

most important and delicate missions. He notified that

she could make use of him with entire confidence when
occasion required. Such occasion was not long in offering

itself. Just when the duchess was preparing to make her

descent upon France, Deutz arrived at Massa and offered

his services to Madame ; he came from Rome and was
going to Portugal to fulfil various missions which the

Holy Father had entrusted to him, amongst others, that

of taking, on his journey to Genoa, a dozen Jesuits to

don Miguel, who had asked for them in order to found

a college. Madame received him kindly and, knowing
that he would cross Spain to reach Portugal, she accepted

his offer with pleasure and willingness, telling him she

would take advantage of his kindness and his devotion,

and giving him her orders from time to time. So great

was her idea of Deutz's delicate sensitiveness at the time,

such interest had he roused in her, that she said one

day to one of the French people round her

—

" I believe poor Deutz is in want of money. I have

none at the moment, and he is so sensitive I dare not give

him this jewel to sell, which is, I believe, worth 6000 francs.

Kindly sell it for me and give him the money without

telling him what I am obliged to do to procure it."

So he set off on his mission, passing byway of Catalonia

and Madrid. In that city, upon the letter of introduction

of a minister plenipotentiary of the Italian States to

whom the Pope had sent him, he obtained an introduction

to one of the princes of the Royal Family of Spain, from
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whom he managed to extract money, although he was

abundantly supplied with it by both the Holy Father

and the Duchesse de Berry. That little act of fraud, of

which he boasted when he returned to Madrid from

Portugal, proves that Deutz was already treacherous, and

that any means seemed good to him that satisfied his

thirst after gold. As he travelled under the auspices of

the Court of Rome, he mostly stayed in convents, where

he was well received, and got himself noticed for his

fervent zeal for the Catholic faith. Upon his arrival in

Portugal, although well provided with letters from the

Pope, he could not obtain an audience with don Miguel

except after great difficulties and several months' stay.

It was, I think, in connection with some loan don Miguel

wanted to contract at the time in Paris that a banker

of that capital, who knew of this project and desired to

derive profit out of it for the duchess, wrote or caused

to be written, in the current August, to Deutz, then in

Portugal, that he would willingly undertake the loan on

condition don Miguel would allow the deduction of ten

per cent, in favour of the Duchesse de Berry, and, knowing
him to be devoted to the cause and interests of the princess,

he would let him negotiate the business, hoping he would
employ every means his sagacity could think of to bring

it about successfully. But it appears Deutz did not

succeed in this enterprise. About the month of Sep-

tember 1832, he returned from Portugal to Madrid, and
had several interviews with the French Legitimists, whose
confidence in the scamp was countenanced by the duchess's

example. He, however, committed various indiscretions

of conduct in Portugal, which might have inspired them
with doubts, but the certain knowledge that Madame had
proved his fidelity allayed all uneasiness. Upon his

departure for France, he was charged with important

dispatches, the contents whereof would have seriously

compromised those who had written them and those to

whom they were addressed. One of the French Legitimists
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who was then in Madrid having declared his intention

of accompanying him as courier, Deutz told him it would

not be safe for the secretary to the Embassy at Madrid

to travel with a Frenchman. This circumstance at first

aroused no suspicion ; but a part of the letters confided

to Deutz, and principally those he had been advised

to leave at Bordeaux, to be addressed from there with

greater safety to the duchess and other persons, never

reaching their destination, it has since been imagined that

he gave them up to the Paris police upon his return

to France, and that the supposed secretary to the Embassy
was none other than an agent who accompanied him
and who, no doubt, served him as intermediary to transmit

to the police the information he got from the knave.

It appears that, just about this time, they had not

put much energy into the discovery of Madame's hiding-

place, because they hoped the adventurous princess,

seeing the uselessness of her attempts and all her resources

being exhausted, would decide to leave French soil and
thus rid the Government of a great difficulty ; but, when
they saw that she persisted in remaining in a country

still in a state of fermentation, where her presence was
dangerous, they set themselves seriously to find means of

seizing her person at no matter what price.

The police, fertile in strategies, thought they could

make use of Deutz and of the correspondence he carried

to make the duchess fall into a trap and so fall into the

hands of the Government agents. Consequently, they

made overtures to this traitor ; he had been presented

at Court ; he had seen renegades become illustrious

;

he was conscious of his strength and the means
and power at his disposal ; he knew that it was
in the salons of ministers that perfidy and State reasons

met together ; he wished, then, to treat with the Govern-

ment alone. He therefore obtained an audience with M.
de Montalivet, and it was in the cabinet of his Excellency

that they settled the price of an infamous piece of treachery.



AN AWKWARD FIX 423

What passed during that interview, what promises were

made, what offers accepted, remains a secret between

the minister and Deutz ; for I presume Providence does

not interfere in these afiairs seeing they succeed. Still,

they hesitated to make use of the instrument when they had
found it, and great was the embarrassment at the chateau.

The Duchesse de Berry, arrested, would become answerable

before a Court of Assizes which might very easily condemn
her to death ; the king, it is true, had his right of pardon

;

but there are moments when that right is as difficult to

exercise as is the right of death. On the other side, to

leave the duchess alone was not without its inconvenience

;

the Chamber was stupid enough to grow tired of civil

war as of anything else, and to demand a stop to it ; in

short, M. de MontaUvet was exceedingly embarrassed by
his traitor, not knowing what to do and almost in despair

at having been so clever.

About this time ministerial changes took place ; M. de

Montalivet passed on to the civil list, and M. Thiers to

the Home Office. The young minister saw in this change

of place a means of getting rid of his Judas by sending

him elsewhere to ask for his thirty pieces of silver ; but

Deutz raised difficulties; he had begim the business

with the count and wished to conclude it with him ; he

knew M. de Montalivet, and did not know M. Thiers.

Finally, after much parle5dng, M. de MontaHvet per-

suaded him to accompany him in his carriage to M.
Thiers. M. Thiers had too much tact and finesse not to

seize upon the occasion to make his appointment less

unpopular, and he was too clever not to try by a grand

coup to get himself forgiven. The capture of the Duchesse

de Berry would draw the Chamber to him and the Chamber
pretty well meant the nation. M. Thiers would thence

become a national hero.

Deutz left for la Vendue, accompanied by Joly, the

inspector of pohce, and arrived there under the name of

Hyacinthe de Gonzaque.



CHAPTER IV

M. Maurice Duval is made Pr^fet of the Loire-Inferieure—The
Nantais give him a charivari—Deutz's persistent attempts to

see Madame—He obtains a first and then a second audience

—

Besieging of the maison Duguigny—The hiding-place—The
police searches—Discovery of the duchess

SOME days after Deutz's arrival in Nantes, no doubt

in order to combine measures with him, M. Maurice

Duval was made pr6fet of the Loire-Inferieure. This

unpopular appointment, the callous dismissal of M. de

Saint-Aignan and the manner in which he received the

news of his replacement, aU elated the spirits of the Nantais ;

further, M. Maurice Duval's Grenoble reputation pre-

ceded him ; one alone of these reasons would have been

enough to cost him an ordinary charivari : all these

reasons together were worth what, under governments
by majorities, may be termed the King of Charivaris.

It was on 19 October that the news spread through

Nantes of the dismissal of M. de Saint-Aignan and the

appointment of M. Maurice Duval, who was to have
arrived the same day but did not do so until the following

day, the 20th. Soon the most hostile demonstrations

began to be shown. Those who had instruments for

making a hurly-burly, such as skillets, rattles, whistles,

speaking-trumpets which could be heard a mile off, etc.

etc., instinctively laid hands on them ; those who had none
ran to borrow them from their friends ; those, finally,

who had neither instruments nor friends, used the oddest

means of taking part in the great popular concert which
was being prepared ; some went through the town in
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search of bells, unfastened them from the very cows
^dikh chance led in their way ; others seized httle bells

irom. a foonder's and, with a stick, carried at each end
by two men, set up a walking tocsin. A general levy of

oow-hocns was made and more than six hmidred persons

were provided with this instnnnent, which, as every one

knows, needs no preparatory stady. A dealer in whistles,

who, apart from this event, would never have got rid

of his wares, estaWished himsdf in the square and sold

everything he had on his Stan

!

Between four and five o'dock, a party of musicians

assanUed; in <Hder to do greater honoor to the pr^fet,

they decided to go in front of him ; amseqnently, they

threaded their way akmg the road by which the majesty

nrast arrive. The aothcnrities, who had seen the goierai

oithnsiasm and were afraid of st(^)]Mng it in its first

inoqition, satisfied themsdves by sending a staff <^cer
to M. lianrice Dnval to warn him of the recqjtioQ being

prqured for him. M. Manrice Doval, profiting by the

warning, sent his carriage alone and entered the town
incognito. He thus momentarily paid his inconvenient

visitors tit fee tat. Nevertheless, the rqxMt soon ^nead
abroad that the pr€iet had arrived at the HSid ie Frmmu
in the place de la Com^die. The charivarisrars borst

into the square, bat it was too small to hcdd them all

:

the body of musicians alone, like one of those huge tarentola
^Hders, crammed itsdf into the square and spread its

legs out into all the adjacent streets ; it was a racket fit

to sf^t the head of a deaf man ! Persons ndiose wmd
conM be trusted, ytbo lived two leagues frtMU the town,

have since declared upcm their honour that they had
heard the iqiroar ; it is not surprising : there were yio-

baUy ten thousand mnskians, five thousand moce than

Nero had, who, as we know, made a great fuss of his

music. Whoi the concert was at its hei^t, a man oa.

foot forced himself through the popular floodand made vain

efforts to enter the Hotd ie France, the docxs of which were
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shut ; he was compelled to mingle among the charivariseurs

and to join in the chorus with them : it was M. Maurice

Duval. Next day he took possession of the prefecture.

The news of his installation at least assured the musicians

that their pains had not been lost upon the object for

whom they were intended. Consequently, about five

o'clock, the orchestra banded itself together on the place

de la Prefecture ; it was larger and noisier than on the

previous night ! but, as our French character soon tires of

everything, even of a charivari, on the third day a large

portion of musicians were missing at the call. The powers

then thought they could put an end to the serenade.

Between six and seven in the evening, squadrons of gen-

darmerie and infantry of the line issued out on the square

and took possession of the surrounding streets. The
performers thought with reason it was time to finish, and
retired before the troops, continuing to make a row
during their retreat, which bore quite the colour of a
victory. Next day, perfect calm was restored, and M.
Duval made a speech in which he pleaded that he had
been misjudged, saying, among other things, that his

works bore witness to his patriotism. Now, as the work
upon which he counted the most in order to convert

people's minds was the capture of the duchess, he began
to contrive measures to prevent her escaping. This leads

us naturally to Deutz.

We have said what vigilance surrounded Madame
;

she herself had even decided it was necessary to become
invisible to her friends when it was not indispensable to

receive them : this circumstance nearly brought failure

upon the treacherous schemes. Deutz knew very well

that the duchess was in Nantes, but the whole city was
equally well informed of that. The house she lived in

was the important thing to know and this Deutz did not

know. He succeeded in getting his arrival known to

her ; but the duchess, fearing at first that this was a snare

of the police or that some other man than Deutz might
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present himself under his name, refused to receive him,

at least until he had entrusted his dispatches to a third

party. Deutz sent reply that he was going to spend a

few days at Paimbeuf, and, on his return, he proposed

to do himself the honour, with the hope of being more

fortunate, of soliciting Madame afresh for the audience

he had asked of her. He did really leave Nantes with his

companion, M. Joly, attached to his person as a police

constable or guard. Both went to Paimbeuf, one posing

as a capitalist anxious to buy land, and the other as a

surveyor. The journey lasted upwards of a week or ten

days. On his return, Deutz renewed his instances, but

without any greater success ; he then determined to send

to the duchess the important dispatches which he was

entrusted to hand to her. On receiving the papers

Madame was thoroughly convinced of his identity, and no

longer hesitated to receive him. There, on Wednesday,

28 October, at seven in the evening, Deutz was conducted

to the house of the ladies Duguigny, where be was intro-

duced without knowing either the street or the place of

interview. After an hour and a half's interview he took

leave of the duchess, convinced that she left the house

the same time as he did and that she had received him

at the house of some devoted persons and not at her own.

He could not, therefore, either give sufficiently accurate

information as to locality, nor swear positively enough

in what place they were certain to find the fugitive, for

them to risk an attempted arrest which might have no

other result than that of putting the duchess on her

guard.

Deutz asked for a second interview, pretending that he

had been so much agitated in the princess's presence that

he had forgotten to communicate things of the highest

importance. The duchess and those round her did not

think she ought to receive him a second time ; not out

of distrust of him, but for fear that, being a stranger to

Nantes, he might be observed and followed by the police.
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They therefore replied that they would send for the dis-

patches which he had for the duchess, but that she refused

to receive him personally. So positively expressed a

refusal threw all the agents of the superior and inferior

police into a state of alarm. They discovered a nun

who had, and deserved, Madame' s complete confidence ;

Deutz, under his guise of piety, easily deceived the good

sister and persuaded her that he had really most important

matters to communicate to the duchess, which he had
forgotten through emotion during his first interview

with her. The sister, convinced that the demanded
audience must be of great concern to Madame, hastened

to entreat her to see him. Meanwhile, Deutz and his

companions applauded themselves on their happy idea of

making piety and trust the accomplices of their treachery.

The good nun returned triumphant, bringing the promise

for an audience on 6 November. That errand, made with

the best intentions, is said to have since cost her many
tears !

Deutz rushed to give notice to the police. Nothing

could have been easier than for the duchess to leave

Nantes : more than a hundred and fifty of her followers,

well known and seriously compromised since the taking

up of arms, had left France, and not a single one had been

arrested. The duchess knew this very well. She often

said, " I can leave when I like !
" Her friends urged her

to leave France, where her presence could be no longer of

service to her cause ; to persuade her to do so, they

represented to her that the chiefs of her party, who were

most deeply complicated on her account, were daily

exposed, because, attached to her fortunes by their

pledges and feelings of honour, they would not leave

their country whilst she herself remained in France and

incurred dangers. A safe means was proposed by M.

Guibourg ; a vessel was found and equipped ; finally,

the duchess consented to fly ; she was to take with her

M. de M6nars and Petit-Paul (Mademoiselle Eulalie de
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Kersabiec). This decision was taken on 4 November, and
the day of departure was fixed for the 14th.

On 6 November, at four in the afternoon, Deutz was

brought to the duchess, but clever agents watched all his

proceedings and followed his track. Scarcely had he

entered the maison Duguigny before he recognised

the locality ; it was therefore probable that the duchess

lived here. When Deutz was admitted to the princess,

he rehearsed to her with much skill and in moving tones

a story he had concocted upon the important matters

he had forgotten concerning her dear Henri and good
Louise ; he spoke with enthusiasm of his great admiration

for Madame's courage and of his devotion to her noble

cause. He was interrupted in the expression of his senti-

ments by the arrival of a letter which the duchess gave to

M. de Menars. It was written in white ink ; M. de Menars
wet it with some prepared water which made the characters

become readable, and then handed it to the duchess, who
read it aloud before Deutz. The writer recommended
Madame not to neglect any precaution ; and said they

knew she would be betrayed by a person in whom she

had entire confidence. Turning towards Deutz, Madame
then said

—

" You hear, Deutz ? they tell me I shall be betrayed

by some one in whom I have entire confidence. Will

that be you ?
"

" Oh ! Madame," replied Deutz, with that aplomb
peculiar to great traitors, " Your Royal Highness cannot

imagine such infamy on my part ! I, who have given

many unmistakable proofs of my fidelity ! But certainly

too many precautions cannot be taken."

The duchess dismissed Deutz, after an hour's interview,

showering tokens of confidence and kindness upon him.

He soon flew off to the prefet's house. Whilst passing

the dining-room, he had glanced through the half-opened

door and counted seven places laid at the table ; he knew
that the Demoiselles Duguigny lived by themselves in the
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house : it was therefore evident that the duchess was

going to dine there. Deutz told M. Maurice Duval what
he had seen, and urged him to hurry so that they might

arrive in the middle of dinner, as he was uncertain

whether the duchess was stopping in the house.

The pr6fet, who, since morning, had been planning

measures with the military authorities, to whom the

state of siege gave ruling power, quickly repaired to Comte
d'Erlon, after he had previously entrusted Deutz to the

care of a policeman, who was not to leave him whilst

they were making sure of the truth of his statement.

General Dermoncourt was immediately informed by
Comte d'Erlon, and, ten minutes later, all the military

preparations were arranged and orders given to the

commander of the town, Colonel Simon Lorriere.

Quite a large body of troops was necessary, for two
reasons : first, because there might be a revolt among the

population ; secondly, because they had to surround

quite a block of houses. Consequently, nearly twelve hun-

dred men were on foot. They had had orders to be ready

since the morning. The two battalions were divided into

three columns, commanded by General Dermoncourt,

who was accompanied by Comte d'Erlon and the prefet,

who directed operations. The first column, headed by
the commandant of the fort, went down le Cours, leaving

sentinels one by one along the walls of the bishop's garden

and the houses contiguous to it, passed along by the

chateau fosses and reached the front of the maison

Duguigny, where it deployed. The second and third

columns, with General Dermoncourt at their head, crossed

the place Saint-Pierre and there divided : one with the

general remaining at its head went down the high street,

made a turn by the rue des Ursulines and rejoined M.
Simon Lorri^re's column by the rue Basse-du-Chateau ;

the other, after the general left it, went straight down
the rue Haute-du-Chateau and, under the leadership of

Colonel Lafeuille of the 56th, and of Commandant Vair^s,
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joined the two first and united with them opposite the

maison Duguigny. Thus the investment was complete.

It was about six o'clock in the evening and a beautiful

night. Through the windows of the apartment where

the duchess was, she could look out on a calm sky and

the rising moon and see, cut out clear against the

light, like a dark silhouette, the massive, motionless and

silent towers of the ancient chateau. There are moments
when nature seems so gentle and friendly that it is im-

ix)ssible to believe a threatening danger lurks in the midst

of such calm ! The fears awakened by the letter

the duchess had received from Paris vanished before

this scene, when, suddenly, M. Guibourg, upon going

nearer to the window, saw bayonets glitter as the

column led by Colonel Simon Lorri^re advanced towards

the house. Instantly, he flung himself backwards, crying,

" Save yourself, Madame, save yourself !
" Madame

rushed at once to the staircase and every one followed her.

The hiding-place had been tried ; it was known that it

could only hold a certain number, and those of a certain

size, and this order was adopted. It could, at a pinch,

hold four persons, during the time of an ordinary visit.

When they reached it and opened the door in the chimney,

M. de M6nars entered, and was followed by M. Guibourg
;

there remained Mademoiselle Stylite de Kersabiec, who
did not want to go in before Madame. The duchess

laughingly said to her

—

" By the rules of good strategy, Stylite, when a retreat

is being made the commander should remain to the last."

Mademoiselle Stylite then went in and the duchess

behind her.

The soldiers opened the street door as that of the

hiding-place was shut ; they invaded the rez-de-chaussee,

preceded by inspectors of police from Paris and Nantes,

who marched pistols in hand : one of them, in his in-

experience of the use of that weapon, fired and wounded
his hand. The band spread over the house. The general's
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duty was to surround it, and he had done it : the duty
of the police was to search it, and he let them do it. M.

Joly perfectly recognised the interior from the details

Deutz had given him. He found the table, which had
not yet been sat down to, with its seven covers laid,

although the two Demoiselles Duguigny, Madame Charette

and Mademoiselle Celeste de Kersabiec were, apparently,

the only inhabitants of the room. He began by quietening

the minds of these ladies and, going upstairs like a man
accustomed to the house, he went straight to the attic,

recognized it, and said in a voice loud enough for the

duchess to hear

—

" This is the audience chamber."

From that moment, Madame had no longer any doubt
that the treachery of which the letter from Paris spoke came
from Deutz.i That letter lay open upon the table ; M.

Joly took possession of it and thus gained the proof that

Madame was in the house ; he had but to find her.

Sentinels were posted in every room, whilst soldiers closed

all means of egress. The people collected in a crowd and
formed a second circle round the soldiers. The whole town
had come out into the squares and streets, but not a

single royalist sign was shown, only grave curiosity;

every person felt the importance of the event about to

happen.

Search was begun inside the house, furniture was opened
when the keys were discovered, broken into when they

were missing. Sappers and masons sounded the floors

and walls with great blows from axes and hammers.
Architects, taken into every room, declared it was im-

possible, after comparing the internal construction with

^ Amongst the men in Paris whom King Louis-Philippe believed

to be most devoted to him, persons who kept him informed of all

that went on at the Tuileries and in the Government, were friends

pledged to the duchess ; it would, indeed, be very interesting to

mention the names of those who had sent this warning to Madame,
if the naming of them were not on my part a denunciation.
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the external for them to enclose a hiding-place or, indeed,

to discover it if they did ; in one of the rooms they found

various articles, such as prints, jewellery, silver, belonging

to the ladies Duguigny, which, at that juncture, added

to the certainty of the princess's residence in the house.

When the architects reached the attic, whether from

ignorance or from generosity on their part, they declared

that here, less than any other place, there could not be

a secret hiding-place. They then passed on to the neigh-

bouring houses, where the search was continued ; after

an instant the duchess heard the blows of a hammer being

struck at the wall of the room next to her hiding-place
;

they were hit with such force that pieces of plaster were

loosened and fell on the captives and, for a moment,
they were afraid that the whole wall would crash down
upon them. Madame also heard the abuse and swearing

of the tired soldiers enraged at the fruitlessness of their

searchings.
" We shall be cut to pieces," she said, " that will be

the end of us, my poor children !

"

Then, addressing her companions, she said

—

" It is for my sake you are in this terrible situation !

"

Whilst these things were going on above, the ladies

Duguigny had displayed great nerve and, although kept

in sight by the soldiers, they had sat down to table, inviting

Madame Charette and Mademoiselle Celeste de Kersa-

biec to do the same. Two other women were even more

particularly the objects of surveillance on the part of the

police : these were the lady's-maid, Charlotte Moreau,

whom Deutz had pointed out as very devoted to the

duchess's interests, and the cook, Marie Bossy. The
latter was taken to the chateau and from there to the

barracks of the gendarmerie, where, seeing she withstood

all threats, they tried bribery : bigger and bigger sums

were successively offered her, but she persisted that she

did not know where the Duchesse de Berry was. As for

Baroness Charette, she was first of all mistaken for

VI.—28
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one of the Kersabiec ladies, and taken after the dinner with

her supposed sister to the latter's house, which is thirty

or forty yards higher up the same street.

Well, after fruitless searchings through half the night,

they began to slacken their efforts ; they thought the

duchess had escaped, and two or three other useless

descents attempted in other localities seemed to point

to the same conclusion. The pr^fet, therefore, gave the

signal for a retreat, leaving a sufficient number of men
to occupy every room in the house, out of precaution,

whilst police agents established themselves on the ground

floor ; the surrounding of the house was continued and
the National Guard came to relieve half the troops of the

line whilst they took a little rest. This distribution of

sentinels left two gendarmes in the attic which contained

the hiding-place ; the hiders were, therefore, obliged to

keep motionless, fatiguing as was the position for four

persons crowded into a space three and a half feet long

by eighteen inches wide at one end and eight to ten inches

at the other. The men experienced one more discomfort

still, the place was narrower in the highest part, thus

leaving them scarcely room to stand upright, even if they

put their heads among the rafters ; in addition to this, it

was a damp night and the fog filtered in through the

slates and on the prisoners ; but no one dared complain,

as the princess did not do so. The cold was so keen that

the gendarmes who were in the room could not stand it

;

one of them went downstairs and came back with some
blocks of peat and, ten minutes later, a magnificent fire

was blazing in the fireplace against 'the door behind

which the duchess was concealed. This fire, which was
only lit for the benefit of two persons, was soon of

advantage to six ; and, frozen as they were, the prisoners

at first congratulated themselves ; but the comfort the

fire brought soon changed to insufferable discomfort :

the door and the wall of the chimney-place, becoming

warm, communicated an ever increasing heat to the little
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retreat ; soon the wall was so hot they could not bear to

touch it, and the door became red-hot at the same time ;

furthermore, although it was not yet dawn, the work of

the searchers began again ; iron bars and planks of wood

struck the wall of the hiding-place with redoubled blows

till it shook ; it seemed to the prisoners as though they

were knocking down the maison Duguigny and the neigh-

bouring houses. The duchess had then no other chance

of hope ; if she withstood the flames, she would be

crushed beneath the ruins. Still, her courage and cheer-

fulness never left her through it all, and several times, as

she has since told, she could not keep herself from laugh-

ing at the free soldierly conversation of the two guardian

gendarmes ; one of them made a hint that was more

than slight upon the effect produced by camp - beds ;

the duchess made a mental note of this suggestion, and

we shall see with what result. But the conversation soon

dragged ; one of the gendarmes was asleep, in spite of

the fearful din they were making close to him in the next

houses ; for, for the twentieth time, the search was con-

centrated round their hiding-place. His companion,

warmed for the moment, had ceased attending to the fire

and the door and wall grew cold again. M. de M6nars

had managed to loosen several slates from the roof and the

outer air had freshened the internal atmosphere. All

fears turned on the demolishers ; they hammered on the

wall next the prisoners with great blows and against

a cupboard near the fireplace ; at each blow the

plaster was loosened and fell in dust inside ; at last, they

thought they were lost, but the workman left that part of

the house which, from the instinct of destroyers, they

had explored very minutely. The prisoners breathed again

and the duchess thought she was saved. But that hope

did not last long.

The gendarme who kept watch, seeing the noise had

definitely stopped and wishing to take advantage of the

moment of silence, shook his comrade so that he could
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have his turn of sleep. The other had grown cold during

his sleep and woke up frozen. He had hardly opened

his eyes before he set to work to get himself warm again :

consequently, he relit the fire and, as the peat did not

burn up fast enough, he used a huge bundle of Quotidienne

newspapers which had been thrown under the table in

the room to light up the fire, which again sparkled in the

fireplace. The fire produced by the papers gave out a

thick smoke and a more lively heat than the peat had
done the first time. Hence arose now a very real danger

to the prisoners. The smoke penetrated through the

cracks in the chimney-wall, which had been shaken by
the hammerings, and the door, which was not yet cold,

was soon as red-hot as a forge. The air of the hiding-

place became less and less fit to breathe ; those inside

were obliged to put their 'mouths to the cracks between

the slates in order to breathe the fresh air in place of the

fiery air inside. The duchess suffered the most, for, having

been the last to enter, she had to lean against the door.

Each of her companions offered repeatedly to change places

with her, but she would not consent. Meanwhile, to the

danger of being suffocated was added a new one, that of

being burned alive. The door, as we have said, was red-

hot and the bottom of the ladies' clothing threatened

to catch fire. Already, two or three times the fire had

caught the duchess's dress and she had put it out with

her hands, burning them so that for a long time after she

bore the marks of the burns. Every minute the air inside

became rarer and the outer air which came through the

holes in the roof was too small in quantity to refresh it.

The prisoners grew more and more stifled. To remain

ten minutes longer in that furnace would be to endanger

the duchess's life. Each of them begged her to go out,

but she alone did not wish to do so. Great tears of anger

rolled down from her eyes and were dried on her eyelids by
the hot air. The fire again burnt her dress and again she

extinguished it. But the movement she made in getting
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up lifted the latch of the door and it opened a little way.

Mile, de Kersabiec at once put out her hand to draw it

back into its place and burnt herself very severely. The
movement of the door had rolled away the turfs leant

against it, and had roused the attention of the gendarme,

who was relieving his boredom by reading the Quoiidienne,

and who thought he had built up his pyrotechnic edifice

with great firmness. The sound produced by Mile, de

Kersabiec's efforts caused a strange notion to spring into

his head : he imagined there were rats in the chimney and,

thinking the heat was going to compel them to come out,

he awoke his comrade and both put themselves in readiness

to give chase to them with their sabres. All this time

the heat and smoke were increasing the tortures of the

prisoners more and more. The door moved and one of the

gendarmes said, " Who is there ? " Mile. Stylite replied

—

" We will give ourselves up : we are going to open the

door ; take away the fire."

The two men sprang to the fire which they at once

kicked aside. The duchess came out first ; she was
obliged to put her feet and hands on the burning hearth

;

her companions followed her. It has half-past nine in

the morning, and for sixteen hours they had been shut

up in the hiding-place without any food.



CHAPTER V

First moments after the arrest—Madame's I3,cxx) francs—What a

gendarme can win by sleeping on a camp-bed and making
philosophic reflections thereon—The duchess at the Chateau

de Nantes—She is transferred to Blaye—Judas

MADAME'S first words were to ask for Dermoncourt.

One of the gendarmes went downstairs to fetch

the general. He quickly came up to the duchess, accom-

panied by M. Baudot, the deputy to the king's attorney

at Nantes, as well as by several officers who were there.

When the general entered, the princess had left the

hiding-place and was in the room where she had seen

Deutz, which M. Joly had called the audience chamber.

She was concealed behind a kind of cupboard to avoid

being stared at by the inquisitive persons who came up
on purpose to look at her. Hardly had Mile, de Kersabiec

uttered the words, " The General !
" than Madame came

out and rushed so quickly towards Dermoncourt as nearly

to fall into his arms.
" General," she said earnestly, " I give myself up to

you and trust myself to your sense of honour."
" Madame," he replied, " Your Highness is under the

protection of the honour of France."

He conducted her to a chair ; her face was pale, her

head bare, her hair was as short on her forehead as a

man's : she wore a Neapolitan dress, simply made and of

a brown colour, with holes burned in it near the bottom ;

and her feet were shod in small list slippers. As she sat

down, she remarked to Dermoncourt, pressing his arm
vigorously

—

438
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" General, I have nothing to reproach myself with ; I

have fulfilled the duty of a mother to reconquer the

heritage of her son."

Her voice was curt and emphatic. Hardly was she

seated, before she looked round for the other prisoners

and, not seeing M. Guibourg, she sent for him ; then,

turning to Dermoncourt, she said

—

" General, I desire not to be separated from my com-

panions in misfortune."

The general promised it in the name of Comte d'Erlon,

hoping that the general-in-chief would respect his promise.

Madame seemed very much agitated and, although pale,

was as excited as though she were in a fever. The general

brought her a glass of water, with which she moistened

her lips ; its coolness calmed her a little. Dermoncourt

suggested she should drink another glassful : she accepted

his offer, but it was not an easy matter to obtain a second

glass in that house, as everything was turned upside down.

At last they brought one, but the duchess would have had

to drink it without sugar if Dermoncourt had not caught

sight of M. de Menars in a comer. Luckily, he bethought

him that he was a likely man to carry sugar about with

him. He asked him, so sure he was that he would have

some and, indeed, after feeling about in his pockets, M. de

Menars found two lumps, which he offered to the general.

The duchess melted them in the water, stirring them

with a paper-knife, for it would have taken too much
time to find a spoon, and it was quite useless to think of

trying to do so. When the princess had drunk, she made
Dermoncourt sit down by her.

Meantime, Rusconi and the general's aide-de-camp

had gone to Comte d'Erlon and M. Maurice Duval to tell

them what had happened. M. Maurice Duval arrived

first. He entered the room with his hat on his head as

though there was not a woman prisoner there who, by

her rank and misfortunes, deserved more respect than

had ever been paid to himself. He went up to the duchess.



440 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

looked at her, whilst he cavalierly put up his hand to his

hat and scarcely raising it from his head, he said

—

" Ah ! Yes it is indeed she !

"

Then out he went to give his orders.

" Who is that man ? " the princess asked the general.

Her question was natural enough, for the prefet came
on the scenes without any of the distinguishing marks of

his high administrative position.

" Does Madame not guess ? " replied Dermoncourt.
The princess looked at the general with a slight smile.
" Can it be the prefet," she said.

" Madame could not have guessed more correctly had
she seen his licence."

" Did the man serve under the Restoration ?
"

" No, Madame."
" I am glad indeed to hear it, for the sake of the

Restoration."

At this moment, M. Maurice Duval re-entered and asked

for the duchess's papers. Madame told him to look for

them in the hiding-place ; they were in a white portfolio

which had been left there. The pr6fet fetched it and
brought it to the duchess.

" Monsieur le prdfet," she added with dignity, " the

matters enclosed in this portfolio are of little importance
;

but I desire to give them to you myself, so that I can

tell you their intended destination." Whereupon she

opened it.

" See," she said, " this is my correspondence. . . .

This," she added, drawing out a little painted figure, is a

Saint-Climent, to which I am particularly devoted, and
now so more than ever."

" Does Madame Imow how much money she has ?
"

" There ought to be in the hiding-place about 30,000
francs, monsieur, of which 12,000 belong to persons of

my suite."

As the prefet wanted to verify the' sum, one of the two
gendarmes brought him a bag, in which were nearly
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13,000 francs in gold, one-half in Spanish money, which,

in the confusion, he had taken the precaution of putting

on one side.

" How did the bag get into your hands ? " the pr^fet

asked the gendarme.
" Madame gave it to me, saying it was for me."
" What ! Madame gave it you and said it was for you ?

"

" Yes."
" How did she come to make you such a present ?

"

" She asked which of the two gendarmes had slept

on the camp-bed from midnight to four in the morning.

I said it was I : then she turned to my companion and

asked if it was so ? and he replied that it was. Then she

held out the bag to me and told me to take it."

" It was a joke," said the pr6fet.

" I think so too," said the poor gendarme, casting a

last glance on the heap of gold ; "so you see I brought

it to you."

The pr6fet put the 13,000 francs to the other 17,000

and took it all away to the prefecture.

When, a year later, I wrote La Vendee et Madame, and

the Duchesse de Berry heard that the 13,000 francs had

been taken from her prot6ge, she wrote to the general

to inform him that, by the same post, she was writing to

the Government to call upon it to render up the 13,000

francs to its rightful owner. The gendarme was then at

Limoges. They sent him the 13,000 francs, but they

expelled him from the army.

Hardly was the visit about the money and the papers

over before the Comte d'Erlon arrived, and he exercised

towards Madame all that courteousness of a man of the

world which the pr^fet had thought it unnecessary to

employ. The duchess leant towards the general

—

" You have promised not to leave me," she said to him
in a whisper.

" I will keep my word to Your Highness," replied the

general
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The duchess then rose quickly and went up to the Comte
d'Erlon, saying

—

" Monsieur le Comte, I have given myself up to General

Dermoncourt ; I pray you to allow him to remain with

me. I have also asked him not to let me be separated

from my unfortunate companions, and he also promised

me that ; will you respect his promises ?
"

" The general has promised nothing that I am not

ready to grant, Madame ; and you will ask nothing of

me which it is in my power to grant that I will not concede

with all possible haste."

The duchess was reassured by these words and, seeing

that Comte d'Erlon was talking apart with the general

in low tones, she drew aside from them and discreetly

talked to M. de M^nars and to Mile, de Kersabiec. Comte
d'Erlon then observed to the general that M. de M^nars

and Mile, de Kersabiec might stay with the Duchesse de

Berry ; but that he was under the conviction that M.
Guibourg would be claimed by the judicial authorities

to be replaced in the position he occupied before his

escape, as a criminal trial was started against him. He
thought the duchess ought to be taken to the chateau as

soon as possible ; he had even given all the necessary

orders for that removal before he came to the duchess.

Dermoncourt then returned to Madame and asked her

if she felt better.

" Better ? Why do you ask me that ?
"

" Because, if Madame can walk or is not afraid of driving,

it is urgent we should leave the house at once."
" Leave the house ? Where are we to go ? " she asked,

looking sharply at the general :
" Where are you going

to take me ?
"

" To the chateau, Madame."
" Oh yes ! and from there to Blaye, no doubt !

"

Mile, de Kersabiec went up to the general, and said

—

" General, Her Royal Highness cannot go on foot, it is

not suitable."
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" Mademoiselle," replied Dermoncourt, " allow me to

differ from you. If there are any insults to encounter,

which I doubt, a carriage will not protect Madame from
such insult ; but I wiU answer for it that my arm will at

least be a safe shield against anything of the sort."

Then, turning to the duchess

—

" BeUeve me, Madame, let us walk. As the distance

is short, you need only put a hat on your head and fling

a cloak round your shoulders and all will be right."

Then Rusconi rushed downstairs and brought up three

hats, which probably belonged to the ladies Duguigny.
Amongst them was a black one. Dermoncourt suggested

that the duchess should wear that.
" Yes," she said, " it would be more fitting under the

circumstances."

She then took the general's arm and, addressing her

companions, she said

—

" Come, friends, let us go !

"

As she passed through the attic, she threw a last look

at it and at the door in the chimney-place which was
still open.

" Oh ! general," she said, laughingly, " if you had not

made war against me after the fashion used against St.

Laurence—which, by the way, is unworthy of military

generosity— you would not have me upon your arm
now."

When they left the house, M. Guibourg headed the

procession with a legal magistrate and another public

functionary ; then came Mile, de Kersabiec with the

pr^fet and Comte d'Erlon ; General Dermoncourt followed

them immediately with the duchess and M. de M^nars,
and behind them came several staff ofl&cers. When they
reached the street the prefet suggested that the colonel

of the National Guard should offer his arm to the duchess.

She consented quite graciously. The troops of the line

and National Guards formed a hedge from the house of

the Demoiselles Duguigny as far as the chateau, and.
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behind them, as much as space permitted, in lines ten

times thicker than that of the soldiers, the population

crowded round. Among the men watching the duchess

pass by were some with eyes blazing with hatred from

old memories ; so muffled murmurs rolled along the

route and soon even shouts rent the air, but General

Dermoncourt stopped and, flashing his dark eyes around,

growled rather than spoke the words

—

" Come now, where is the respect due to prisoners,

specially when they are women ?
"

They were silent. All the same it was a good thing

there was only sixty yards between the house of the

ladies Duguigny and the chateau, and, indeed, that distance

would have been too long without the respectful attentions

with which the generals had surrounded the duchess.

Their deference commanded the silence of the multitude

that had been buffeted about by the civil war which for six

months had been muttering round the vicinity of Nantes,

ruining its trade and mowing down its inhabitants.

Finally, the chateau was reached, the drawbridge crossed

and the gate shut upon the procession. Madame had

shown no sign of fear during the journey beyond pressing

the general's arm more tightly. After crossing the court

of the chateau, they went up the stairs, but the duchess

was so weak from all the emotion she had just gone

through that Dermoncourt felt her bend over and press

his arm with all her weight. At last she reached the room
intended for her, which the colonel of artillery, the governor

of the castle, hastened to offer her. There, feeling better,

she told the general she could eat something. As a matter

of fact, having been disturbed just as she was going to

sit down to the table, she had not eaten anything for

nearly thirty hours. As no orders had been given for

breakfast, and it would have kept her too long till it was
prepared, the colonel suggested to Madame a glass of

frontignan and some biscuits, which she accepted. But
Madame ate very little then on account of a tertian fever
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which had attacked her regularly during the last two
or three weeks. Breakfast was not ready for three-

quarters of an hour ; when it was announced, General

Dermoncourt offered his arm to the duchess to take her

to the dining-room. As she sat at the table, she turned

smilingly to her cavalier.

" General," she said, " if I were not afraid it would be

said that I was trying to beguile you I would suggest

you should share my repast."
" And I, Madame," replied the general, " if I dared,

would willingly accept, for I have not had anything since

eleven yesterday morning."
" Oh, oh ! general," said the duchess laughing, " then

we are quits."

The pr^fet came in whilst they were at table. He, too,

was as hungry as Madame and Dermoncourt, but the

duchess took good care not to invite M. Maurice Duval
to sit down with her. The prefet soon went away straight

to a sideboard where they had just brought the partridges

cleared away from the duchess's table, called for a knife

and fork and began to eat, turning his back on the princess.

Madame looked at him, then turned her eyes to the

general

—

" General," she said, " do you know what I regret

most in my present situation ?
"

" No, Madame."
" Two sheriffs to call that gentleman to account."

When breakfast was finished, the duchess returned

to the salon. There, General Dermoncourt asked her

permission to leave her. General d'Erlon was holding a

review of the National Guard and of the troops of the line

in which he was obliged to take part.
" When shall I see you again ? " asked the princess.
" As soon as the review is over, Madame," replied the

general, " and I presume it will not be long."

Scarcely had Dermoncourt got thirty yards outside the

''bateau, before a trumpeter of the gendarmerie caught
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him up, out of breath, saying that the duchess was asking

for him instantly. He added that she seemed furious

with the general. Interrogated as to the cause of this

anger, the soldier replied that after some words addressed

by Madame to Mile, de Kersabiec, he attributed it to M. de

Menars having been sent to another building instead of

being placed in her anteroom. Fearing, indeed, that they

had not treated M. de M6nars with the respect he had
ordered, the general returned at once and went to him,

finding him so unwell that he had flung himself on his bed

without the strength to undress himself. The general

offered to be his valet, but as there were neither tables

nor chairs in his room and he could not stand it was not

an easy office to perform ; the general therefore called a

gendarme to his assistance and, between them, they

managed to put M. de Menars to bed. When he was
in bed, the general told him that the duchess had had
him called back and that he would, no doubt, have a scene

with Madame over his separation from her. M. de Menars

then charged Dermoncourt to reassure Madame about his

condition and to tell her that he only felt a passing faint-

ness and that he was well satisfied with his quarters.

The general immediately repaired to the duchess, who,

when she saw him, leapt rather than walked to him.
" Ah ! monsieur," she exclaimed, in a voice trembling

with anger, " so this is how you have begun—this is how
you keep your promises—it augurs well for the future.

It is indeed horrible !

"

" What is the matter, Madame ? " asked the general.

" You promised me I should not be separated from

any of my companions, and at the very outset you put

Menars in another part of the building from mine."
" Madame is mistaken," replied Dermoncourt. " M. de

Menars, it is true, is in another part of the castle, but

the tower Madame occupies leads to his rooms."
" Yes, only one has to go downstairs and up again by

another staircase."
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" Madame is again mistaken," replied the general.
" You can get to M. de M6nars by going down to the first

floor and along by the apartments."
" If that is so, let us go, monsieur, and see poor M6nars

at once," said the duchess.

Whereupon, she took the general's arm and drew him
towards the door.

" Has Madame forgotten that she is a prisoner ? " he

asked her.

" AhJ true," murmured the duchess ;
" I thought I was

still in a castle, and I am in a prison. At least, general,

I hope it will not be forbidden me to send and inquire

how he is ?
"

" I wished to bring you news myself," said the general,
" I have come from him."

" Well, how is he ?
"

The general then told the duchess the care he had
taken of M. de Menars. Such marks of attention, she

well understood, had been paid more to her than to M. de

M6nars, and they touched her keenly.
" General," she said, in tones which showed that her

anger had evaporated, " I thank you for all your kindness

to M6nars ; but he indeed thoroughly deserves it, for he

is not an adherent of my train."

It was too late to go to the review, so the general re-

mained with Madame, who expressed a desire to write to

her brother, the King of Naples and to her sister, the

Queen of Spain.
" I have only to acquaint them with my ill luck," she

said. " I am afraid they will be uneasy concerning my
health and false rumours may reach them because

of the distance that separates us from one another. By
the way," she added, " what do you think of the political

conduct of my sister, the Queen of Spain ?
"

" Why, Madame," Dermoncourt replied, " I think she is

following the right course."
" So much the better, general," she went on, sighing,
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" provided she attains to good in the end ! Louis xvi.

began as she began."

The duchess then noticed that Dermoncourt had a

black scarf in which at times he put his arm.
" How is your arm going on, general ? " she asked.
" Very well ; but how did Madame know about it !

"

" Ah ! I heard at Nantes ; they told me it was one of

my horses which threw you. I said, ' Oh ! it was a good

act on the horse's part,' for I confess I was not sorry

for the accident : you have done us much harm ! I

hope, however, it was not very serious."

" You see, Madame," replied Dermoncourt, " your

wish was granted in advance. I am almost cured."
" Tell me, General," asked the duchess, " shall I be

allowed to see the newspapers ?
"

" I do not see any objections. Will Madame tell me
those she would like ?

"

" Well, I'Echo first, then La Quotidienne, and lastly,

Le Constitutionnel."
" Le Constitutionnel for you, Madame ?

"

" Why not ?
"

" Will you be prepared to abjure your politics as Henri

IV. did his religion and to say :
' Paris indeed deserves a

charter ?
'"

" Do you think that reading the venerable Constitu-

tionnel can convert me ?
"

" Certainly ! It is a paper packed with arguments

and eloquent with conviction ! . .
."

" Never mind, I will venture : I should also like Le

Courrier frangais."
" Le Courrier 1 but Madame forgets it has become

ultra-Liberal."
" Listen, general : I like everjrthing that is broad and

loyal ; I also want I'Ami de la Charte."

" Come now, that is Jacobin !

"

" I want it from another motive, general," she said to

Dermoncourt, in a melancholy tone ; "it always calls
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me Caroline, curtly, and that was what I was called as a

young girl ; now I regret my girlhood's name, for that of

my wifehood has not brought me happiness."

There was a moment's silence, then the duchess asked

Dermoncourt if he knew her before the events of July.
" No, Madame," he replied.

" But did you, then, never come to Paris ?
"

" Pardon, Madame," replied Dermoncourt ;
" I was

there twice during the Restoration."
" What ! general, you came twice to Paris and never

saw me ?
"

" For a good reason," Demoncourt replied.

" Tell me what it was."
" When I saw Madame coming from one direction I

took myself off in another as quickly as possible."

" It was not very gallant of you, monsieur ; why did you
act like that ?

"

" Why, Madame ? I beg you to forgive my frankness,

which is, I admit, somewhat blunt ; but it was because I

did not like the Restoration. It can be imagined after

this, Madame, that if I have been fortunate enough to

do something to give you pleasure, at all events, I have
done so without any ulterior motive, and all the more as

Your Highness is not in a position to be able to offer me
any reward."

The duchess smiled ; then, turning towards Made-
moiselle de Kersabiec, she said

—

" Isn't he a good fellow, Styhte ?
"

" Yes, Madame ; it is a pity he is not on our side."

Whereupon, Dermoncourt hastened to reply

—

" All that Madame has the right to demand in the way
of respect, attention, consideration and care in the over-

powering position in which she finds herself placed, she

will obtain from me ; all the services she can ask and I

can grant her, I will ; but nothing in the world is capable

of making me forget my duty."

Then, turning to Mile, de Kersabiec

—

VI.—29
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" You have heard what I say, Mile. Stylite," said he, " I

hope that, whilst I have the honour of being with Madame,
you will be so good as never to return to this subject."

" You hear him, Stylite," said Madame—" let us talk

of something else."

Then, in a different intonation of voice, she said

—

" Have you seen my son, general ?
"

" I have never had that honour."
" Ah ! He is a good lad, very quick, very heedless, but

French through and through, like myself."
" You love him greatly ?

"

" As much as a mother can love her son."
" Well, will Madame permit me to say that I do not

understand how, since all is at an end in la Vendue—as,

after the battles of Chene and of la P6nissiere, all hope

was lost—she did not think of returning to the side of

the son she loves so much : we have beaten her, however."
" General, it was you who seized my correspondence,

I think ?
"

" Yes, Madame."
" Have you read my letters ?

"

" I have committed that indiscretion."

" Well, then, you must have seen that, directly I put

myself at the head of my brave Vendeens, I resolved to

submit to all the consequences of insurrection. . . .

Why ! it was for me they rose up and risked their heads,

and should I have deserted them ? . . . No, general, their

fate shall be mine and I have kept my promise to them.

But I should have been your prisoner a long time before
;

I should have put an end to it all by giving myself up, if

one fear had not pursued me."
" Which was ?

"

" I was well aware that, directly after I was made a

prisoner, I should be claimed by Spain, Prussia and

Russia. The French Government, on its side, would

Wish to try me, naturally enough ; but, as the Holy

Alliance would not permit me to appear before a Court
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of Assizes—for the dignity of all the crowned heads of

Europe is concerned in it—there is but one step from

this conflict of interests to a coolness, and from a coolness

to war ; and, as I have already told you, I do not wish to

be the excuse for an invasive war. All for France and by

France was the motto I adopted and from which I do not

wish to depart. Besides, who could satisfy me that, were

France invaded, it would not be divided ? I desire it to

remain whole !

"

Dermoncourt smiled.
" Why do you laugh ? " she said to him.

He bowed without replying.
" Come, I want to know why you are laughing ?

"

" I am laughing at Your Highness's fears of a foreign

war. . .
."

" And at my small fear of a civil war, also ?
"

" I beg Madame to remark that she completes my
thought and not my sentence."

" Oh ! that cannot wound me, general ; for, since I

came into France, I have been mistaken about the dis-

position of people's minds ; I thought that France would
rise ; that the army would pass over to my side ; the

more so in that I was invited to return to France more by

my enemies than by my friends. Then, too, I dreamed of

a sort of return from the Isle of Elba. After the battles

of Maisdon, of la Caraterie, of Chene, of la Penissiere and
of Riaille, I gave positive orders to all my Vend^ens to

return home ; for I am French before all other considera-

tions, general, and, to prove this, at this present moment,
when I find myself once again among these excellent

French faces, I cannot believe myself to be in prison.

All my fear is lest I am sent elsewhere ; they are certain

not to leave me here ; I am too near the seat of insurrec-

tion. They have, indeed, talked of transferring me to

Saumur ; but that is still a riotous town. As a matter of

fact, general, they are in a more embarrassing position

than I am myself !

"
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As she spoke the last words, she rose and walked about

with her hands behind her back like a man. After a

second, she stopped short and went on

—

" If I am in prison, I hope, at least, that I am not in

solitary confinement and that M. Guibourg may dine

with me ?
"

" I do not see any objection, Madame, the more so as

I think it is the last time he will have that honour."

Whether she did not hear these words, or paid no heed

to them, the duchess did not reply to Dermoncourt ; and,

as it was night, and the dinner-hour was approaching, he

asked the princess's leave to withdraw, and obtained his

orders for the next day at the same time. At ten o'clock

next day, the artillery colonel in command of the chateau

came to Dermoncourt's rooms ; he came to announce a

fresh burst of anger from the duchess. She had almost

as much cause for it as on the previous day. M. Guibourg

—as the Comte d'Erlon had warned the duchess—had
been put back into prison during the night ; so, when
the duchess asked why he did not come to breakfast,

they told her the news, for which a sentence dropped by
Dermoncourt the previous day would have prepared

her if she had listened to it. The duchess had cried out

against the treachery and had called the general a Jesuit.

That insult was so odd from Madame's lips that Dermon-
court was still laughing at it when he came to her. She

received him with the same petulance as on the previous

day and almost with the same words.
" Ah ! So this is how things are going, monsieur ? I

should never have believed it
;
you have deceived me

shamefully !

"

The general feigned astonishment as before, and asked

her what was the matter.
" Guibourg has been carried off in the night and taken to

prison in spite of the promise you made me that I should

not be separated from my companions in misfortune."
*' I should desire to fulfil all Madame's wishes, but it
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does not depend upon either me or Comte d'Erlon to

prevent the law from claiming M. Guibourg. He had

been summoned before his arrest : the Court of Assizes

at Loir-et-Cher was served with the writ, and M. Guibourg

was to be transferred to Blois to be tried there. No
legal power could get him off. As regards Mile, de

Kersabiec and M. de M6nars, who are not under prosecu-

tion, they remain with Your Royal Highness ; thus you

see, Madame, that Comte d'Erlon and I have not failed

to keep the promise we gave you."
" But, at any rate, why was I not warned ?

"

" Here again, Madame, I have nothing to reproach

myself with, since, when allowing M. Guibourg to dine

with you yesterday, I added the words— * All the more as

it will probably be the last meal he will have the honour of

taking with Madame.' "

" I never heard that."
" The general said it though, Madame," gently inter-

rupted Mile, de Kersabiec."
" But why not, explain more clearly ?

"

" Because," replied Dermoncourt, " Madame had gone

through so many shocks during the day that I wished to

let her have a good night at all events, and I knew she

would not sleep if she had been informed that, during

her sleep, they would transfer M. Guibourg to prison."

" Why did you not say something, Stylite, since you

heard the general's words ?
"

" Because of the same reason as the general's, Madame."
The duchess quietened down and seemed even to be

pleased with the tactfulness Dermoncourt had exercised

under the circumstances. Upon the observation he next

made to her, that he had noticed she was still wearing

the same dress as on the day before in which were the

holes caused by the bums, and the same stockings, she

replied

—

" The few things I have are at the house of the Demoi-

selles Duguigny ; besides, my dear general, during the
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life I have led for six months past I have scarcely troubled

myself about my wardrobe, that is why I have nothing.

Will you be so good as to go to the ladies and bring me
back what is there ?

"

" I am at Madame's commands."
The duchess wrote a note and handed it to the

general. One of the deputy-king's solicitors, who
happened to be present, who had sealed up the room
which the princess had occupied, as well as the room
containing the hiding-place, was told by the general to

go to the premises and bring back the articles mentioned

in the note.
" We consequently betook ourselves," says Dermon-

court, " to the maison Duguigny, where we found very

few things, as the duchess had told us. Among the

articles mentioned in the note, there should have been a

box full of bonbons ; we found the box but it was empty.

On returning from my errand to the duchess, I gave an
account of it and pointed out that I had indeed found the

box, but that the bonbons had disappeared."
" Oh !

" said Madame, " the bonbons ? That is not

surprising, they were eaten."
" What sort does Madame prefer ? I will have the

privilege of obtaining them for her."
" If the bonbons have been eaten, I will accept the offer.

I prefer sticks of chocolate with sweetmeats on top."
" Then Madame will allow me ?

"

" Certainly."

The general called his secretary, Rusconi, and trans-

mitted the duchess's wishes to him. Half an hour

later, Madame had a basketful of bonbons. Dinner was
announced at half-past six, and Dermoncourt took leave

of the duchess.
" Good-bye till to-morrow, general," she said with quite

childish gaiety, " and be sure do not forget to bring more

bonbons."

The general went away. At nine o'clock Comte d'Erlon
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took the trouble to go to Dermoncourt's house himself

to tell him that it was believed for certain that M. de

Bourmont was at la Chasli^re.

" If that be so, general," replied Dermoncourt, " I will

take fifty horse with me and, to-morrow morning, M. de

Bourmont shall be here."

He set off at eleven o'clock. At midnight they waked
the duchess. Mile. Stylite de Kersabiec and M. de M6nars ;

they got into a carriage, which drove them to the fosse,

where a steamer waited for them, containing MM. Polo,

deputy-mayor of Nantes ; Robineau de Bourgon, colonel

of the National Guard ; Rocher, artillery standard-bearer

of the same corps ; Chousserie, colonel of the gendarmerie

;

Ferdinand Petit-Pierre, adjutant of the fort of Nantes ;

and Joly, commissioner of the Paris police, who was to

conduct the duchess to Blaye. Madame was accompanied

on her way to the steamer by Comte d'Erlon, M. Ferdinand

Favre, mayor of Nantes and by M. Maurice Duval, prefet.

On stepping from the carriage, she looked round for

Dermoncourt and, not seeing him, she asked where he

was. They told her he was away on military business.
" Humph ! See," she said, " one more pretty trick !

"

The general in command of the division, the prefet and

the mayor of Nantes were to accompany the duchess as

far as Saint-Nazaire, and only to leave her after she had
embarked on the brig La Capricieuse. As she stepped on

board, Madame inquired if M. Guibourg was to follow

her ; the pr6fet replied that it was impossible. Then
she asked him for pen and ink and wrote the following

note :

—

" I have entreated for my old prisoner and they are

going to write about it. God helping us, we shall see

each other again. Greetings to all our friends. God keep
them ! Have courage, and put your trust in Him. Saint-

Anne is the patron saint of we Bretons."

This note was entrusted to M. Ferdinand Favre, who
religiously sent it to its destination. The boat started



456 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

at four o'clock and glided silently past the sleeping town
;

by eight they were on board La Capricieuse.

Madame remained at anchor in the roadstead for two

days, the wind being contrary. At last, at seven a.m.

on the nth. La Capricieuse unfurled her sails and, towed

by the steamer, which did not leave her until she was

three leagues out at sea, she majestically vanished into

the distance : four hours later, she had disappeared behind

the headland of Pornic.

As for Dermoncourt, he returned to Nantes on the 9th

at eight a.m., not having found any one at the chiteau

de la Chasliere, as may very well be supposed.

Meantime, M. de Bourmont was quietly in the country

near Cond6 (Maine-et-Loire), where he had gone the very

day of the duchess's departure for Blaye. He had left

Nantes at six p.m., never suspecting that the superior

police authorities would have the incivility of preventing

him from visiting his estates and putting his affairs in

order. From there, he returned to Lyons by Angers,

where he was very warmly welcomed into a Legitimist

household, which offered him so safe a retreat that he

decided to prolong his stay there. The ladies of the

house were very devoted and very inquisitive, having been

told he was one of the leaders of the Legitimist party, but

they did not know he was M. de Bourmont. They were

very much puzzled to find out who this reserved and
cautious personage might be, and exhausted themselves

in conjectures. Finally, whether M. de Bourmont's dress

gave them the notion or whether their imagination ran

away with them, they ended by persuading themselves

that he was an ecclesiastic ; and, unknown to him, to do

him a pretty kindness, they put up in one of the rooms

of the house an altar adorned as best they could, emd

procured the necessary vessels and ornaments. Next
morning they came and told him with a satisfaction which

they expected he would share, that all was prepared for

him to say mass in the house.
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M. de Bourmont listened with great seriousness to this

proposition, which he made up for afterwards ; but, not

wishing to destroy an error in the ladies' minds so favour-

able to the incognito he wished to keep, he excused himself

to them by saying he was in the habit, when travelling,

of taking a tablet of chocolate in the morning, and had

already taken his daily portion ; he could not, therefore,

present himself before the altar. The good ladies were

convinced, and their veneration was increased for a man
who displayed such scrupulousness. However, M. de Bour-

mont reflected that the altar was prepared, that they

would think it very strange if he did not use it, and that

he would be exposed to fresh importunities ; so he sent for

the master of the house and annoimced he was going away
immediately. His host was astounded at this quick resolu-

tion ; but M. de Bourmont put his mind at rest by saying

—

" Your ladies ^vished to make me say mass this morning
;

if I remain, they will, perhaps, make me sing vespers

in the afternoon. That is why I am going,"

He at once took the coach, not for the purpose of going

abroad, but to stay a few days in Paris. Finally, he left

for Geneva and, whilst he was safely travelling from Lyons

to Paris and from Paris to Geneva, the superior police

sought for him in la Vendee : whether from stupidity or

intention, they looked everywhere but where he was.

In the pamphlet Deutz published, he boasts that it was

on the advice which he gave to M. Maurice Duval that M.

de Bourmont was not disturbed. He had sold Madame
but preserved M. de Bourmont ! . . . But Deutz was
terribly punished : Hugo inflicted the following verses

on him : A I'homme qui a livre une fenime /

" A L'HOMME QUI A LIVR^ UNE FEMME

O honte I ce n'est pas seulement cette femme,
Sacr6e alors pour tous, faible coeur, mais grande ame,
Mais c'est lui, c'est son nom dans I'avenir maudit,

Ce sont les cheveux blancs de son p^re interdit ;
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C'est la pudeur publique en face regardfee,

Tandis qu'il s'accouplait k son inf4me id6e ;

C'est I'honneur, c'est la foi, la pitie, le serment,

Voili ce que ce juif a vendu Idchement !

Juif I les impurs traitants k qui Ton vend son dme
Attendront bien longtemps avant qu'un plus inf&me

Vienne reclamer d'eux, dans quelque jour d'effroi,

Le fond du sac plein d'or qu'on fit vomir sur toi !

Ce n'est pas mgme un juif ! c'est un paien immonde,
Un renegat, I'opprobre et le rebut du monde,
Un fetide apostat, un oblique etranger,

Qui nous donne du moins le bonheur de songer

Qu'aprds tant de revers et de guerres civiles,

II n'est pas un bandit ecum6 dans nos villes.

Pas un for9at hideux, blanchi dans les prisons.

Qui veuille mordre en France au pain des trahisons.

Rien ne te disait done dans I'Ame, 6 miserable !

Que la proscription est toujours venerable ;

Qu'on ne bat pas le sein qui nous donna son lait ;

Qu'une fiUe des rois dont on fut le valet

Ne se met point en vente au fond d'un autre infdme,

Et que, n'etant plus reine, elle etait encor femme ?

Rentre dans I'ombre oil sont tous les monstres fietris

Qui, depuis quarante ans, bavent sur nos d6bris !

Rentre dans ce cloaque ! et que jamais ta tfite,

Dans un jour de malheur ou dans un jour de ffite,

Ne songe k reparaitre au soleil des vivants !

Qu'ainsi qu'une fum6e abandonnee aux vents,

Infecte et dont chacun se detourne au passage,

Ta vie erre au hasard de rivage en rivage.

Eh ! tais-toi, que veux-tu balbutier encor ?

Dis, n'as-tu pas vendu I'honneur, le vrai tr^sor ?

Garde tous les soufflets entass6s sur ta joue. . .

Que fait I'excuse au crime et le fard sur la boue ?

Sans qu'un ami t'abrite k I'ombre de son toit,

Marche, autre juif errant, marche avec Tor qu'on voit

Luire k travers les doigts de tes mains mal fermfees I

Tous les biens de ce monde en grappes parfumfees

Pendent sur ton chemin, car le riche ici-bas

A tout, hormis Thonneur, qui ne s'achdte pas

!
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HAte-toi de jouir, maadit ! et sans reldche

Marche ! et qu'en te voyant on disc : ' C'est ce I&che ! . .
.'

Marche ! et que le remords soit ton senl compagnon ! . . .

Maache sans rien pouvoir arracher de ton nom

!

Car le mepris public, ombre de la bassesse,

Crolt d'ann6e en ann6e et repousse sans cesse ;

Et va s'^paississant sur les traltres pervers

Comme la feuille au front des sapins toujours verts !

Et quand la tombe, un jour,—cette embfiche profonde.

Qui s'ouvre tout k coup sur les choses du monde,

—

Te fera, d'6pouvante et d'horreur agite,

Passer de cette vie 4 la r6alit6.

La r6alit6 sombre, etemelle, immobile I

Quand, d'instant en instant plus seul et plus d6bile,

Tu te cramponneras en vain k ton tr6sor ;

Quand la mort, t'accostant, couche sur des tas d'or,

Videra, brusquement ta main crispee et pleine,

Comme une main d'enfant qu'un homme ouvre sans peine ;

Alors, dans cet abime ou tout traitre descend,

L'un roule dans la fange, et I'autre teint de sang,

Tu tomberas, perdu sur la fatale gr^ve

Que Dante Alighieri vit avec I'oeil du r§ve I

Tu tomberas damn6, desesper6, banni !

Afin que ton forfait ne soil pas impuni,

Et que ton 4me, errante au milieu de ces 4mes,

Y soit la plus abjecte entre les plus infames !

Et, lorsqu'ils te verront paraitre au milieu d'eux,

Ces fourbes dont I'histoire inscrit les noms hideux,

Que I'or tenta jadis, mais k qui, d'5,ge en 4ge,

Chaque peuple, en passant, vient cracher au visage,

Tous ceux, les plus obscurs comme les plus fameux.

Qui portent sur leur Idvre un baiser venimeux
;

Judas, qui vend son Dieu ; Leclerc, qui vend sa ville,

Groupe au louche regard, engeance ingrate et vile,

Tous, en foule, accourront joyeux sur ton chemin,

Et Louvel, indigne, repoussera ta main !

"

The poet's malediction pursued the guilty man. Thanks

to the enormous sum he had received, which he has always

denied, saying he betrayed his benefactress to obey a

patriotic feeling which urged him to rid his country from

civil war ; thanks, we say, to this enormous sum, he
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found a wife ... a woman who consented to couple

herself to such a man ! But this was not all ; he must

also find a mayoralty. Deutz put up successively for

the twelve mayoralties of Paris ; now, as he had not been

resident for the six months which the law exacted, they

were closed to him, and glad to have an excuse for for-

bidding him to put his foot on their threshold. Then he

went outside its borders and presented himself to M. de

Fr6micourt, mayor of la Villette. By what subterfuge

did he discover that magistrate's religion ? By what

forgery did Deutz fabricate a certificate of residence for

over six months in the house of M. Pierre Delacour, No. 41

rue de Flandre ? What portion of his shameful gold

did he have to part with to get that certificate ? We do

not know. We only know he was married at la Villette

by M. de Fremicourt. Now, see what happened. Two
years later, M. de Fr6micourt and M. Gisquet both put

up as deputies for the arrondissement of Saint-Denis.

M. Gisquet, the Government candidate, begged M. de

Fremicourt to leave the Saint-Denis arrondissement to

him, where he was sure of election, and to become the

candidate for Cambrai, where M. de Fr6micourt's election

would be as certain as his would be at Saint-Denis.

M. de Fremicourt gave way to the entreaties of the

pr6fet de police and put up for Cambrai in opposition

to M. Taillandier. He was about to overcome his

opponent when M. Taillandier learnt that he was the

M. de Fremicourt who had married Deutz. M. Taillandier

left instantly for la Villette, brought away the civil act

announcing the fact of the marriage of Deutz, presented

himself before M. Pierre Delacour, obtained from him and
from the tenants of house No. 41, in the rue de Flandre,

a certificate stating that Deutz had never lived in that

house, and, fortified by the act and the certificate, he

overthrew his opponent, who, although he had been

ignorant of the fraud, was hooted out upon the single

accusation, " M. de Fremicourt is the mayor who married
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Deutz !
" There was, we see, still some generous feelings

left in France. Now what became of Deutz ? Did he

die in poverty, as some say ? Did he go to the United

States, as say others ? We do not know what to say.

All the biographers leave Deutz alone after his crime,

as if such a Judas must be left to God to be dealt with

!

God preserve all honest men from coming in contact with

him, if he be living ! and if he be dead, from passing

over his grave !



BOOK VII

CHAPTER I

Le Rot s'amuse—Criticism and censorship

WHILST M. Thiers's police were arresting Madame
la duchesse de Berry at Nantes, the censorship

was stopping the drama of Le Rot s'amuse at Peiris. The
performance had taken place on 22 November. I cannot

give an account of it, for I was not present ; a slight coolness

had crept into my relations with Hugo ; friends in common
had nearly set us at variance. The day after the per-

formance the play was cruelly forbidden, and the author

had to appeal from that decision before the Tribunal

de Commerce. Under any other circumstances, the

Opposition newspapers would have sided with Victor

Hugo ; they would have cried out against this oppression

and tyranny. But not here ! the hatred they bore to-

wards the romantic school was so great, that they vied

with one another, not so much to put the Government
in the right, as to who should put the author most in the

wrong.

Listen to what criticism said of the work of one of the

most eminent poets who had ever lived. We will follow

it in its own words and treat it fairly. We do not know
who wrote the article we have in our hands : it is unsigned ;

only, it is a specimen of what was done then, has been

done since and will probably always be perpetrated in
46a
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criticism. A shameful specimen ! But let us judge for

ourselves.
" Th^Atre-Fran^ais

Le Rot s'amuse.

A poetical drama in five acts by M. Victor Hugo.
" Criticism attempted after Hernani and specially after

Marion Delorme, to make M. Victor Hugo listen to
two pieces of wholesome truth politely expressed, as is

due to a man of great and genuine talent ; the first

is that the efforts of M. Victor Hugo revealed absolute im-
potence and sterility of conception ; the second, that M.
Victor Hugo adopted a pernicious system which, instead
of conducing to originality, drove him to the trivial and
absurd. . .

."

Certainly it is impossible to be more polite. The natural

consequence of this advuce ought to have been to make
Hugo return to his odes and romances. Luckily, M. Hugo
believed himself to be as strong as those who told him
these wholesome truths, and he has continued in spite of

criticism. To this disastrous pig-headedness of the poet

we owe Lucrece Borgia, Marie Tudor, Ruy Bias, Angela

and Les Burgraves.

" M. Hugo has taken no notice of these truths : he
has persisted in writing dramas, and, far from modifying
his system, he has exceeded it in a monstrous fashion.

In his first dramas, he still preserved some principle of

truth and of beauty, some feeling of morality and decency,
even amidst his eccentricities. In Le Roi s'amuse, he rids

himself of everything and tramples history, right, morality,
the dignity of art, delicacy, under his feet. There is

progress ..."

Still under cover of the same virtue of politeness, let us
follow the critic

—

" In the first place, the subject of the drama is not
historic, although historical characters figure in it. We
will pass that over, for, as time flies, it is a peccadillo.
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But at least a conscientious author in assigning a role

to his historical personages in a fictitious case or rather

action should so apply it as not to calumniate them ; the
realistic school is bolder and has few scruples. You shall

see how M. Hugo treats King Frangois i., the court of

that prince, and the poet Clement Marot on the stage of

the Com6die-Fran9aise. . .
."

Ah ! monsieur critic, it well becomes you to defend

ill-treated poets ! You who have treated M. Hugo so

finely ! It is true that, in your eyes, M. Hugo is not a

poet of the same calibre as Clement Marot. Turn your

glasses back, monsieur critic, and take the measure of

the author of the Odes et Ballades Orientales, Feuilles

d'automne, Notre-Dame de Paris, Hernani and Marion
Delorme, even if you have to stand on tip-toe or, if neces-

sary, climb on a chair to do so.

" In the first act, we are at the court of Francois i. :

sounds of distant music are heard ; there is a ball. A
ball was a novelty some years ago ! There is one in

every play . .
."

Where on earth do you find one in Henri III., monsieur

critic ? Or in Christine or Richard Darlington or in La
Tour de Nesle ? . . . Where can you discover a ball in

Hernani or in Marion Delorme ? There is, it is true, a

kind of musical entertainment in Hernani, a sort of ball

in Antony; but you see it has not been overdone.

" Soon they will be indispensable," continued the
critic. " So Francois i. is in search of amusement and
seeks everything he can to be entertained. The courtiers

talk, laugh and seek to amuse him. There are a great

number of them : M. de Cosse, M. de Simiane, M. de Mont-
morency, C16ment Marot and a host of high-bom people,

and, in their centre, the king and Triboulet, the king's

jester, in cloth of gold, a fool's bauble in his hand. Madame
de Coss6 lets her glove fall ; the king picks it up. The
gentlemen laugh and gossip about the wife of Cosse. The
king is in love with her ; Triboulet advises him to get rid

of the husband : that is, to have him hung ; the king is
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amused and so are the courtiers. After this, there is no
more about the xvife of Cosse, and we do not see her again.
This is indeed a pity, for she is pretty.

" The action does not begin yet, but the conversations
continue. Triboulet tells the king much evil about
savants and poets, and we hear Fran9ois i. say later that
it is not weather fit to turn even a poet out of doors. The
courtiers, for their part, discuss the mistress of Triboulet.
One of them replies

—

'Ma foi de gentilhomme,

Jc m'en soacie autant qu'an roisson d'une pomme I

'

"

Here the critic is mistaken and I wonder at it, his error

benefits him nothing. It is not a noblemanwho says the lines

quoted by the critic, neither are they addressed to Cosse

or about his wife. The man who utters them is the king,

and the people, for whom he cares so little, are the savants.

" Triboulet.

Les femmes, sire, ah ! Dieu ! . . . c'est le del, c'est la tetre,

C'est-tout ! mais vous avez les femmes, vous avez
Les femmes ! Laissez-moi tranquille, vous rSvez

De voulcar des savants.

Lb Roi.

Ma foi de gentilhomme,

Je m'en soacie aotant qn'on poisson d'une pomme !
"

" At this juncture, the Comte de Saint-Vallier appears
on the scenes ; he comes on to utter deadly reproaches
against the king, who has granted him his hfe, for having
conspired (it should be because he has and not for having,
but critics do not look so closely into things as that) to
seduce his daughter Diane de Poitiers. It is noticeable
that M. Victor Hugo is singularly fond of old men and
puts them in all his dramas. But the language he puts
into the mouth of Saint-Vallier is noble and fine. So
the lines were applauded imanimously but the tirade is

lengthy. . .
."

This was the opportunity, monsieur critic, since you
have quoted the lines you thought ridiculous, to have

VI.—30
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quoted some at least that you thought beautiful. True,

such quotation would have destroyed the harmony of the

sarcastic tone of your criticism. But we will quote them
instead of you. Listen attentively to the language of

the man who writes these lines, he who is in all good faith

advised not to write for the theatre any more because

he is impotent, sterile, trivial and absurd.

" Saint-Vallier

Une insulte de plus !—Vous, sire, 6coutez-moi

Corame vous le devez, puisque vous 6tes roi !

Vous m'avez fait, un jour, mener pieds nus en Grdve ;

LcL, vous m'avez fait gr4ce ainsi que dans un reve,

Et je vous ai beni, ne sachant, en effet,

Ce qu'un roi cache au fond d'une grSce qu'il fait.

Or, vous aviez cach6 ma honte dans la mienne.

Oui, sire, sans respect pour une race ancienne.

Pour le sang des Poitiers, noble depuis mille ans !

Tandis que, revenant de la Grdve k pas lents,

Je priais dans mon coeur le Dieu de la victoire

Qu'il vous donnS,t mes jours de vie en jours de gloire,

Vous, Fran9ois de Valois, le soir du mdme jour,

Sans crainte, sans pitie, sans pudeur, sans amour,

Dans votre lit, tombeau de la vertu des femmes,

Vous avez froidement, sous vos baisers infUmes.

Terni, fletri, souille, d6shonor6, bris6

Diane de Poitiers, comtesse de Br6ze ! . . .

Quoi I lorsque j'attendais I'arret qui me condamne,
Tu courais done au Louvre, 6 ma chaste Diane !

Et lui, ce roi sacre chevalier par Bayard,

Jeune homme auquel il faut des plaisirs de vieillard,

Pour quelques jours de plus, dont Dieu seul sait le compte,

Ton p6re sous ses pieds, te marchandait ta honte ;

Et cet affreux tr6teau, chose horrible k penser 1

Qu'un matin le bourreau vint en Grfive dresser,

Avant la fin du jour, devait 6tre, 6 misfire I

Ou le lit de la fille, ou I'echafaud du pdre I

O Dieu qui nous jugez, qu'avez-vous dit 14-haut,

Quand vos regards ont vu, sur ce mgme 6chafaud,

Se vautrer, triste et louche, et sanglante et souill6e.

La luxure royale en cl6mence habill6e ? . . .

Sire 1 en faisant cela, vous avez mal agi.

Que du sang d'un vieillard le pave fflt rougi,

^v
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C'6tait bien : ce vieillaxd, peut-etre respectable,

Le m6ritait, 6tant de ceux du connetable
;

Mads que p>our le vieillard vous ayez pris I'enfant
;

Que vous ayez broye sous un pied triomphant
La pauvre femme en pleurs, k s'effrayer trop prompte.
Cast une chose impie et dont vous rendrez compte I

Vous avez depasse votre droit d'un grand pas

:

Le pdre etait 4 vous, mais la fiUe, non pas.

Ah I vous m'avez fait grSce I ah I vous nommez la chose

Une grace I et je suis un ingrat, je suppose !

Sire, au Ueu d'abuser ma fiUe, bien plutot

Que n'etes-vous venu vous-meme en mon cachot ?

Je vous aurais crie :
' Faites-moi mourir . . . Gr&ce !

Oh I grice pour ma fiUe, et grice pour ma race !

Oh I faites-moi mourir ! la tombe et non I'affront !

Pas de tete plutot qu'une souillure au front !

Oh 1 monseigneur le roi, puisque ainsi Ton vous nomme,
Croyez-vous qu'un chr6tien, un comte, un gentilhomme
Soit moins decapite, repondez, monseigneur,
Quand, au lieu de la tete, il lui manque I'honneur ?

'

J'aurais dit cela, sire, et, le soir, dans I'eglise,

Dans mon cercueil sanglant, baisant ma barbe grise.

Ma Diane au coeur pur, ma fille au front sacre,

Honor6e, efit pri§ pour son p6re honor6 1 . . .

Sire, je ne viens point redemander ma fille :

Quand on n'a plus d'honneur, on n'a plus de famille.

Qu'elle vous aime ou non d'un amour insens^,

Je n'ai rien i. reprendre oH la honte a pass6.

Gardez-la !—Seulement, je me suis mis en tfite

De venir vous troubler ainsi dans chaque ffite ;

Et jusqu'4 ce qu'un pdre, un frdre ou quelque 6poux

—

La chose arrivera—nous ait venge de vous.

Pale, k tous vos banquets je reviendrai vous dire :

' Vous avez mal agi, vous avez mal fait, sire I

'

Et vous m'ecouterez, et votre front temi
Ne se reldvera que quand j'aurai fini.

Vous voudrez, pour forcer ma vengeance k se taire.

Me rendre au bourreau ; non ! vous ne I'oserez faire,

De peur que ce ne soit mon spectre qui, demain.

{Montrant sa tete.)

Ne vienne vous parler, cette tite k la main I

"

One can conceive why the critic does not quote the

lines we have just put before the reader: What would
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become of his prose by the side of such verse ? After

this splendid outburst of Saint-Vallier, the king, enraged,

exclaims

—

" On s'oublie k ce point d'audace et de d61ire I . . .

"

{A. M. de Pienne.)

Due, arrfitez monsieur I

Triboulet.

Le bonhomme est fou, sire.

Saint-Vallier, levant le bras.

Soyez maudits tons deux !

{Au roi.)

Sire, ce n'est pas bien:

Sur le lion mourant vous iSchez votre chien \

{A Triboulet.)

Qui que tu sois, valet ^ langue de vip^re.

Que fais ris6e ainsi de la douleur d'un p^re,

Sois maudit !

{Au roi.)

J 'avals droit d'etre par vous traits

Comme une majesty par une majesty.

Vous etes roi, moi p^re, et I'&ge vaut le trone.

Nous avons tous les deux au front une couronne

Oil nul ne doit lever de regards insolents,

Votis de fleurs de lys d'or, et moi de cheveux blancs.

Roi, quand un sacrildge ose insulter la votre,

C'est vous qui la vengex ;—c'est Dieu qui venge I'autre I

"

The critic goes on

—

" The Comte de Saint-Vallier finishes his harangue and
goes out cursing the king and Triboulet. The king laughs,

Triboulet seems thunderstruck. This riot of unedifying

conversations, the hall and the character of Comte de Saint-

Vallier are in no sort of way connected with the action

of the play, and the whole of the first act is taken up in inform-

ing us that Triboulet has a mistress and that the gentlemen

of the court wish to take her away from him. ..."

Say, monsieur critic, that you personally see no con-

nection between the ball and M. de Saint-Vallier and the

action, but forbear from saying they have no connection

in any way whatever. You are blind and deaf, monsieur
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critic; but, luckily, we shall not stop our ears and put

out our eyes for the sole satisfaction of being like you.

Stay, you shall see why M. de Saint-Vallier is not connected

with the action. The author takes the trouble to tell you

himself

—

" It appears that writers of criticism pretend that

their morals are scandahsed by Le Rot s'amuse. The play

disgusted the modesty of the gendarmes ; the L6otand
Brigade was there ^ and thought it obscene ; officers of

morality hid their faces and M. Vidocq blushed ; accord-

ingly, the word of command which the censorship gave
the police was stammered out in our midst for some days

in these terse words

—

" ' The Play is Immoral.'
"

Halloa ! my masters ! Silence on this point. Let us

explain ourselves, however ; not to the police, with

whom I, an honest man, decline to discuss such matters,

but to the few respectable and conscientious persons

who, upon hearsay, or after seeing the performance,

allowed themselves to be led away into sharing that

opinion, for which, perhaps, the name alone of the

guilty poet should have been sufficient refutation. The
drama is now printed and, if you were not at the

performance, read it ; if you were, still read it. Bear

in mind that this representation is less a representation

than a battle, a sort of battle of Montlh6ry (excuse

us for this rather ambitious comparison), which the

Parisians and the Burgimdians both claimed to have

won according to Mathieu. The play is immoral. Do
you think so ? Is it so fundamentally ? The groundwork

of the play is as follows :

—

" Triboulet is deformed, ill, the court buffoon, a three-

fold wretchedness which makes him evilly disposed. He
hates the king because he is king, the lords because they

I The agent Ltotand who arrested M. de Chateaubriand in 183a.
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are lords, and men because they have not all got humps
on their backs ; his only solace is unceasingly to pit the

lords against the king, to break the weakest against the

strongest. He depraves, corrupts and debases the king,

drives him to tyranny, ignorance and vice. He sets him
at loggerheads with all the noble families, unceasingly
pointing out some wife to seduce, a sister to carry off, a
daughter to dishonour.

" The king is like an omnipotent puppet in the hands
of Triboulet, he cuts off lives whilst the buffoon plays

his jokes : one day at a fete, just when Triboulet is

urging the king to carry off M. de Coss^'s wife, M. de
Saint-Vallier finds his way to the king and openly up-
braids him for the dishonour of Diane de Poitiers. The
father whose daughter the king has taken is made game
of and insulted by Triboulet. He lifts his arm and curses

Triboulet. And from this the whole play springs. The
real subject of the drama is M. de Saint-Vallier' s Male-
diction."

Why did you say then, monsieur critic, that " the un-

edifying riot of conversations, the ball and the character of

Saint-Vallier are in no way connected with the
ACTION." You do not seem to me to understand the

author. But let us see what the author says ; we will

see what you have said afterwards. We will promise

you not to compare his prose with yours. Listen to

what Victor Hugo says himself. We are at the second

act

—

" Upon whom does this malediction fall ? Upon
Triboulet, the king's fool ? No, upon Triboulet as man,
as a father with a heart, who has a daughter. All lies

in the fact of Triboulet possessing a daughter : she is

all he has in the world. He conceals her from all eyes
in a deserted quarter and a lonely house. The more he
circulates the contagion of vice and of debauchery through
the town, the more closely he keeps his daughter walled
up and isolated. He brings up his child in innocence,
faith and modesty. His greatest fear is lest she come
to harm ; for, wicked as he is, he knows how much suffering

it brings. Well, the old man's curse strikes Triboulet
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through the only thing he loves in the world—his daughter.

The very king whom Triboulet urges on to abduction

seduces his daughter. The fool is struck by Providence

exactly in the same way as M. de Saint-Vallier, and, when
his daughter is seduced and lost, he lays a snare for the

king to revenge her : but it is his daughter who falls

into it. Thus, Triboulet has two pupils, the king and
his daughter ; the king whom he instructs in vice, his

daughter whom he has brought up to virtue. The one

destroys the other. He intends to abduct Madame de

Coss6 for the king, but it is his daughter whom he carries

away. He means to assassinate the king to avenge his

daughter, but instead assassinates her. The chastisement

does not stop half-way ; the malediction of Diane's

father is fulfilled upon the father of Blanche. Doubtless

it is not for us to decide if the conception is dramatic or

not ; but it is certainly a moral one."

Well, reader, what is your opinion ?

" Why ! the same as Victor Hugo. But why, then,

does the critic look upon it and understand it so wrongly ?

Is he blind and deaf ?
"

Oh, dear reader, that would be too great a happiness

for you and us ! No, you know the proverb
—

" None so

blind as those who wont see, or so deaf as those who do

not wish to hear."

What the author says of the curse of Saint-VaUier is

so true that the second act opens with these words of

Triboulet

—

" Ce vieillard m'a maudit !

"

But, as we have said, the critic does not perceive this.

He continues his analysis

—

" At the second act Triboulet wanders through the

night near a modest house next to the hotel de Coss6. A
man with a hideous expression comes and offers him his

services. His trade is killing ; his charges are not dear,

and he works at home and in the town. Triboulet

replies that he has no need of him at present. Salta-

badil (the bandit's name) goes o£E and Triboulet enters

the house. He then utters a long monologue expressing
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all the suffering his trade of king's jester causes him.
Here, M. Hugo again breaks into an eloquent and brilliant

tirade in beautiful lines ..."

Why not quote them, monsieur critic ? Ah ! yes, but

the fine verses would scorch his lips.^

" Triboulet enters his daughter's house and expresses

all his parental affection for her," continues the critic.

" Here again," he adds, " are several beautiful verses . .
."

And he passes them over ; but are beautiful lines so

common that you scorn them thus ? Can you write

them ? or can your wife or your friends ? Can M. Planche

or M. Janin or M. Lireux compose in the same style as

this?
" Blanche.

. . . Mon bone p^re, au moins, parlez-moi de ma mdre 1

Triboulet.

Oh I ne reveille pas une pens6e amdre :

Ne me rappelles pas qu'autrefois j'ai trouv6
— Et, si tu n'6tais Ik, je dirais : 'J'ai r€v6 I

'

—

Une femme, contraire k la plupart des femmes,

Qui, dans ce monde, ou rien n'appareille les dmes.

Me voyant seul, infirme, et pauvre, et detest6,

M'aima pour ma misdre et ma difformitfe !

Elle est morte, emportant dans la tombe avec elle

L'ang61ique secret de son amour fiddle,

De son amour pass6 sur moi comme un 6clair ;

Rayon du paradis tomb6 dans mon enfer !

Que la terre, toujours k me recevoir prfite,

Soit legdre k ce sein oii reposa ma t€te I

Blanche.
Mon pire . . .

Triboulet, d sa fiUe.

Est-il ailleurs un coeur qui me r6ponde ?

Oh ! je t'aime pour tout ce que je hais au monde !

— Assieds-toi prds de moi. Viens, parlous de cela

Dis. aimes-tu ton pdre ? Et puisque nous voil^

' See Appendix.
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Ensemble, et que ta main entre mes mains repose,

Qu'est-ce done qui nous force & parler d'autre chose ?

Ma fille, 6 seul bonheur que le ciel m'ait permis !

D'autres ont des parents, des frdres, des amis,

Une femme, un rnari, des vassanx, un cortege

D'aieux et d'alli6s, plusieurs enfants, que sais-je ?

Moi, je n'ai que toi seule ! Un autre est riche ; — eh bien,

Toi seule es mon tr6sor, et toi seule es mon bien I

Un autre croit en Dieu ; je ne crois qu'en ton Ame i

D'autres ont la jeunesse et I'amour d'une femme ;

lis ont I'orgueil, I'dclat, la grice et la sant6 ;

lis sont beaux ; moi, vois-tu, je n'ai que ta beaut6 !

Chdre enfant 1 — ma cit6, mon pays, ma famille,

Mon 6pouse, ma m^re, et ma soeur, et ma fille,

Mon bonheur, ma richesse, et mon culte, et ma loi,

Mon univers, c'est toi, toujours toi, rien que toi !

De tout autre cotd, ma pauvre Ame est froiss6e.

— Oh ! si je te perdais ! . . . Non, c'est une pens6e

Que je ne pourrais pas supporter un moment !

Souris-moi done un peu. — Ton sourire est charmant

!

Oui, c'est toute ta m^re ! — Elle 6tait aussi belle.

Tu te passes souvent la main au front comme elle,

Comme pour I'essuyer, car il faut au coeur pur
Un front tout innocent et des yeux tout azur.

Tu rayonnes pour moi d'une angelique flamme,

A travers ton beau corps, mon 5,me voit ton 4me,
Meme les yeux ferm6s, c'est 6gal, je te vois.

Le jour me vient de toi ! Je me voudrais parfois

Aveugle, et I'oeil voil6 d'obscurite profonde,

Afin de n'avoir pas d'autre soleil au monde !

"

Well ! monsieur critic, shall I tell you something ?

If a fairy, as in the pretty children's tales you have not

read, for you were never a child, came with his golden

wand in his hand and said to me :
" What do you wish,

desire and pine for ? Ask, I serve youth, fortune and
ambition ; at one word, you can have twenty-five years

added to your life or be a millionaire or a prince !
" I should

say to him, " Oh good, beauteous fairy, I would like to be
able to compose such lines as the above."

But now let us follow the critic through the third act.

It relates how Blanche is taken to the Louvre ; how the
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king recognises in her whom he supposes to be Triboulet's

mistress the Blanche with whom he is enamoured, and

how Blanche recognises in the king the Gaucher Mahiet

whom she loves ; how Blanche, not knowing whither to

fly, and seeing an open door, flies through it and finds

herself in the king's private chamber ; how the king then

enters behind her and shuts the door ; after which the

lords troop in, laughing, followed by Triboulet in despair.

But let us allow the critic to speak

—

" Triboulet comes on and looks at them all. The queen
wants the king and they have just sent for him. ' He is

not yet up.—But he was here just a moment ago.—He is

out hunting.—But his huntsman are not out.'

—
' On vous dit, comprenez-vous ceci ?

Que le roi ne veut voir personne.

Triboulet.

EUe est ici !

'

" Triboulet wants to push his way into the king's room,
but the courtiers fling him back ; he implores them.
They laugh at him and Triboulet pours out upon them
insults and curses. ' You are no nobles,' he says to them,

' Au milieu des hu^es,

Vos mfires aux laquais se sont prostitutes !

'

"And the gentlemen put up with this I
"

Yes they bear it, monsieur critic, and I will tell you
why. All the lords who have lent themselves to abduction,

and are quite prepared to put their hands to violation,

think they have carried off Triboulet's mistress and learn

suddenly they have carried away his daughter. You do

not say that that has escaped your memory : it is told in

beautiful lines, and Ligier's voice is not one anybody can

pretend not to hear.

" M. DE PiENNE, riant.

Triboulet a perdu sa maitresse I — Gentille

Ou laide, qu'il la cherche ailleurs.
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Triboui.et.

Je veux ma fille . . .

Tous.

Sa fiUe I

Triboulet, croisant Us bras.

C'est ma fille ! — Oui, riez maintenant !

Ah ! pous restez muets ! Vous trouvez surprenant

Que ce bouffon soit pdre, et qu'il ait une fille ?

Les loups et les seigneurs n'ont-ils pas leur famille ?

Ne puis-je avoir aussi la mienne ? Allons, assez 1

Que si vous plaisantiez, c'est charmant ; finissez !

Elle est la !

(Les conrtisans se placent devant la parte du roi.)

Marot.

Sa folie en furie est toumee.

Triboulet, reculani avec disespoir.

Courtisans 1 courtisans ! demons ! race damn6e !

C'est done vTai qu'ils m'ont pris ma fille, ces bandits !

Une femme, a leurs yeux, ce n'est rien, je vous dis !

Quand le roi, par bonheur, est un roi de debauches,

Les femmes des seigneurs, lorsqu'ils ne sont pas gauches,

Les servent fort. — L'honneur d'une vierge, pour eux,

C'est un luxe inutile, un tresor onereux.

Une femme est un champ qui rapporte, une ferme

Dont le royal loyer se paye ci chaque terme.

N'est ce pas que c'est vrai, messeigneurs ? — En effet,

Vous lui vendriez tous, si ce n'est dej4 fait.

Pour un nom, pour un titre, ou toute autre chimdre,

(A M. de Brion.)

Toi, ta femme, Brion !

(A M. de Gordes.)

Toi, ta soeur I

{Au j'eune page de Pardaillan.)

Toi, ta mere ?
"

The critic is surprised that all the lords are silent. It

does not surprise us, especially if they have children of

their own.

Is not the despair of a father, at the destruction of his
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daughter, frightful and solemn and fateful enough to

cause instant silence ? The author of the work, a father,

who wrote this magnificent line

—

" Et les coeurs de lion sont les vrais coeurs de p6re,"

thought so. Is he wrong ? So much to his credit. If

you are right, the more is it to your discredit

!

But if this be so, you say, he ought to have pointed us

out a beauty instead of a defect. Oh 1 he warns you
loudly enough. Listen again

—

" Un Page se verse un verre de vin au buffet, et es met d boire

en fredonnant

:

Quand Bourdon vit Marsaille,

II a dit ^ ses gens :

' Vrai-Dieu ! quel capitaine . . .

'

^,

Triboulet, se retournant.

Je ne sais 4 quoi tient, vicomte d'Aubusson,

Que je te brise aux dents ton verre et ta chanson !

"

You see among the whole of those courtiers, only one

sneers, and he a child of fifteen, who knows nothing about

paternity. Oh ! you say, that is true enough ; but it

is too involved, we missed the point. Such things,

messieurs, are not visible to the outer eye, they are felt

;

the heart has eyes to see them.

Then, you add, you have no children. True, eunuchs

and critics usually die without posterity.

We had got to the words, monsieur critic

—

" And the gentlemen put up with that, and when Triboulet

bade them they went away. Triboulet remains alone,
and soon his daughter rushes out dishevelled, beside herself,

and flies into his arms."

Ah ! you see more clearly than you say, monsieur

critic, for here you lie ! No, it does not happen like that

at all.
" Triboulet.

Ah I Dieu I vous ne saver que rire ou que vous tairo I

C'est done un grand plaisir de voir un pauvre pire
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Se meurtrir la poitrine, et s'arracher du front

Des cheveux que deux nuits pareilles blanchiront !

{La porte de la chambre du rot s'ouvre : Blanche en sort iperdue,

igarie, en disordre ; elle vient tomber dans les bras de son pire

aoec un cri terrible.)

Blanche.
Mon pdre, ah I . . .

Triboulet, la serrant dans ses bras.

Mon enfant I ah I c'est elle I ah ! ma fiUe I

Ah ! messieurs I

(SuffoqiU de sanglots, et riant au travers.)

Voyez-vous, c'est toute ma famille,

Mon ange 1 — Elle de moins, quel deuil dans ma maison !

— Messeigneurs, n'est-ce pas que j 'avals bien raison ? . . .

{A Blanche.)

Mais pourquoi pleures. tu ?

Blanche.

Malheareux que nous sommes I

La honte
Triboulet.

Que dis-tu ?

Blanche.

Pas devant tons ces hommes !

Rougir devant vous seul 1

Triboulet, se tournant vers la porte du rot.

Oh ! I'infAme I — Elle aussi !

Blanche.

Seule, seule avec vous f

Triboulet, aux seigneurs.

Allez-vous-en d'ici I

Et, si le roi Frangois par malheur se hasarde

A passer prds d'ici . . .

{A M. de Vermandois.)

Vous fites de sa garde,

Dites-lui de ne pas entrer, — que je suis li I

(Les seigneurs sortent.)
"

You can see well enough, monsieur critic, that Triboulet

is not alone when his daughter comes and flings herself
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into his arms, and that if the lords go out, it is not because

the king's fool has ordered them out, but because they

know how to conduct themselves before the father of

Blanche. Instead of being false, as you make out, the

scene, on the contrary, is so profoundly wrought that you
did not dare to follow it in its deepest wounds ; this was
an unknown abyss to your comprehension. Oh ! monsieur

critic, to ply your trade, you must be almost as great

as the writer you criticise. Can a Lilliputian analyse a

Gulliver ?

" At this moment," the critic continues, " the Comte
de Saint-Vallier, who is being led to the Bastille,

recommences his imprecations against Fran9ois i., and
says

—

' Pusique, par votre roi d'outrages abreuv6,

Ma malediction n'a pas encor trouve,

Ici-bas ni li-haut, de voix qui me reponde.

Pas une foudre au del, pas un bras d'homme au monde,

Je n'espdre plus rien, — Ce roi prosperera.

Triboulet, relevant la tHe.

Comte! vous vous trompez ! —Quelqu'un vous vengeral '"

You see, monsieur critic, you are wrong ; M. de Saint-

Vallier does serve an end.

" The third act is revoltingly immoral !
" the critic

pursues. " The same disgusting features await us in

the fourth act. We see the house of the brigand Salta-

badil ; a sort of pothouse. The king comes there in

the middle of the night ; he sits down to table and calls

for drink : they bring it him."

We will let the author reply to the accusation expressed

in such beautiful language. If the work is moral in con-

struction, can it be immoral in execution ? The question

thus put seems to us to answer itself. But let us see.

Probably there is nothing immoral in the first or second

act. Is it the situation in the third act which shocks
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you ? Read the third act and tell us if the impression

which, in all probability, it produces, is not of profound

purity, virtue and rectitude ?

" Is it the fourth act ? But since when has a king been
forbidden to pay court to a public-house servant on
the stage ? It is no novelty in history, nor in the theatre :

history permits us to show you Frangois i. drunk in the
kennels of the rue du Pelican. To take a king to a low
place is nothing new either : the Greek theatre—the classical

one—did it ; Shakespeare, who is of the romantic theatre,

did it. Very well then, the author of this drama has not
done so. He knows all that has been written about
the house of Saltabadil ; but why make out that he has
said what he has not said ? Why force him to exceed
a limit which is entirely beside the mark, which he has
not exceeded ? The gipsy Maguelonne so much maligned
is surely not bolder than all the Lisettes and Martons of

the old-school theatre. Saltabadil's pothouse is a hostelry,

a tavern, the tavern de la Pomme de pin, a suspected
inn and a cut-throat place may be ! but not a brothel ; it is

a sombre, terrible, horrible, fearful place if you like, but
it is not an obscene one. There remain details as to

style. Read I the author accepts as judges of the strict

severity of his style the same persons who are shocked by
Juliet's nurse and Ophelia's father, by Beaumarchais
and by Regnard, by the Ecole des femmes and Amphi-
tryon, by Dandin and Sganarelle, and by the great scene
in Tartufe. Tartufe was also accused of immorality, in

his time. Only, in this case, when it was necessary to
be frank, the author had to do it at his own risk and peril,

but always with gravity and restraint ; he wished his

art to be chaste, but not prudish."

Let us return to the criticism.

*

" Saltabadil is to give up the body at midnight. The
king, half drunk, is at his house, defenceless and laid

down, and it is a quarter to twelve. Maguelonne begs her
brother to spare so good looking a young fellow. The
brigand refuses, for he is an honest brigand and conducts
his trade conscientiously ; only, he desires that some one

' See Appendix.



48o MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

else should appear so that he may kill him and deliver him
up in place of the other. Blanche has returned and hears
everything ; she has been seduced by the king ; she does
not love him, for he consorts with the most degraded of

women. But Blanche will die for him ! This is a devotion

on the part of a young girl which no one but M. Victor Hugo
would have conceived possible. ..."

Why so ? Do you mean to say that Victor Hugo is the

only one who has a large enough heart to understand

such devotion ? Then it seems to me that the blame
turns singularly into praise.

" Blanche knocks at the door, goes in . . . and the
curtain falls. Why does not M. Hugo show us the
assassination ? What is one horror more ? In the fifth

act, Triboulet comes in front of the pothouse. It is

a stormy night ; midnight strikes. The brigand then
opens his door and drags a sack along the ground containing
a dead body. He receives the remainder of the twenty
crowns and shuts his door. Triboulet puts his foot on the
body, saying—

' Ceci, c'est un buflEon ! et ceci, c'est un roi !

'

Then he raves over the body and curses it, and struts

about and prates of glory, of revolutions and of crowns,
and returns to the body and addresses these extraordinary
lines to it

—

' M'entends tu ? m'entends-tu ? m'entends-tu ? m'entends-tu . .
.'
"

It would, indeed, be very extraordinary if it were thus,

but, unfortunately, there is no such line. This is the real

line, or, rather these are the lines

—

" Je te hais, tn'untends-tu ? c'est moi, roi gentilhomme ;

Moi, ce fou, ce boufiEon ; moi, cette moiti6 d'homme,
Cet animal douteux k qui tu disais :

' Chien I

'

C'est que, quand la vengeance est en nous, vois-tu bien,

Dans le coeur le plus mort, il n'est plus rien qui dorme ;

Le plus ch6ti£ grandit, le plus vil se transforme.

L'eaclave tirs alors sa haine du fourreau,

Et le chat devient tigre, et le boufion bourreau I
'
"
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Far enough, you will agree, from the line invented by
the critic

—

" M'entends-tu ? m'entends-tu ? m'entends-tu ? m'entends-tu ?
"

" Finally," continues our Aristarchus, " after an inter-

minable monologue " (certainly interminable if you have
understood all the lines in the same fashion as the one
you have quoted, but which, were you a poet, monsieur
critic, would seem short to you!),^ "Triboulet drags the

body to him and is going to fling it into the Seine, when a
cavalier comes out of the tavern and disappears along
the quay. Triboulet has recognised the king ; then he
tears open the sack, and, by the light of a torch, he recog-

nises his daughter! He calls for help, and torches are

brought ! Blanche still breathes ; they fetch a doctor,

but she dies immediately he arrives, and Triboulet falls

dead the same instant.

"Such is this monstrous play, in which history is set

at naught, the manners of the times misconstrued, the
characters of Fran9ois i. and of Clement Marot dis-

honoured and reviled, wherein hardly any beautiful lines

shine to redeem the emptiness of the conception, the
absence of clever conduct, the absolute want of interest

:

where, in short, the horrible and ignoble and immoral are

all mixed up together in a chaotic confusion."

Well, monsieur critic, are you satisfied ? Are you
being well avenged at the expense of the man of genius ?

Have you trodden his dramas sufiiciently under foot, as

Triboulet trod on the corpse of the person he thought

his enemy ? No ! You begin your monologue again.

Ah ! it seems short to you, does it not ? because it is one

of hatred.2 Proceed then ! the hatred of the petty for

the great is not groundless, and at all times, as Triboulet

shows us with regard to the king, and as you exhibit

with regard to the drama, such hatred ever yearns to slay.

" At the first performance," adds the critic, " a scandal
was caused by the crazy and tumultuous admirers who, at

each hiss that was raised, shouted, ' Down with the idiots !

' See Appendix. * Ibid.

VI.—31
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Put the brutes out !
' It was a large, well-drilled cohort

of friends who were sent into the theatre before the
proper hour, and they applauded to excess all that the

public thought truly disgusting. Notwithstanding this,

and in spite of this extraordinary claque, the hissing was
strong enough for the name of M. Victor Hugo to be
flung out amidst the tumult. In spite of this startling

failure, a second performance was announced for Thursday.
Compared with this, Hernani is a genuine masterpiece ..."
(Ah ! monsieur critic, if we had but the time how we
would like to read what you said about Hernani !) "and
Boileau's epigram against Corneille might be applied to

M. Victor Hugo.
" 'Apr6s I'Agisilas,

H61as !

Mais, aprds I'Attila,

Hol4 I
' "

Do you not think these four lines of Boileau against

the author of the Cid, of Cinna and of Polyencte were

among the unworthy things he wrote ? But Boileau at

least confined himself to denouncing the plays of old

Corneille as weak : he did not denounce them to the

police as immoral. Then, with great satisfaction, the

critic ends up his article in these words

—

" We learn to-night that the ministre des travaux
publics has given orders to stop the performance of the
play."

Now let us follow the drama of our friend Victor Hugo
before the Tribunal de Commerce, as we have followed

it on the stage of the Theatre-Richelieu, only let the author

himself speak. M. Victor Hugo's prose is much better

than mine, consequently my readers will have no ground
for complaint.

" The appearance of this drama at the theatre gave rise

to an unprecedented ministerial act. The day after the

first performance, the author received from M. Jouslin
de la Salle, stage manager of the Th^atre-Fran^ais, the
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following note, the original copy of which he preserves
most preciously

—

" * It is half-past ten and I have just received the order

to suspend the performance of Le Roi s'amuse. M. Taylor
has sent me the order on behalf of the Government.

" ' 23 November.'

" The first impulse of the author was to doubt it. The
act was arbitrary to the point of incredibility. In fact,

what is called the Charte-Verite says, ' The French have the
right of publishing . .

.' Note that the text does not merely
say the right of printing, but, large and clear, the right

of publishing. Now, the theatre is only another means
of publication, like the press, like sculpture or lithography.

The liberty of the theatre is, therefore, implicitly indited

in the Charter with every other form of liberty of thought.
The law adds fundamentally, ' The censorship can never
be re-established.' Now, the text does not say the censor-

ship of newspapers or of books, it says censorship in general,

all censure, that of the theatres as well as of writings.

The theatre cannot, then, henceforth be legally censured.
" Besides, the Charter says, ' Confiscation is abolished.'

Now, the suppression of a theatrical play after representa-

tion is not merely a monstrous act of censorship and
arbitrariness, it is confiscation out and out, it is the violent

robbery of a property belonging to the theatre and the
author.

" Finally, to make all plain and clear, to preserve the
four or five great special principles which the French
Revolution has cast in bronze intact on their granite

pedestals, in order that they cannot surreptitiously attack
the common right of the French with forty thousand
ancient damaged arms which rust and disuse have eaten
away in the arsenal of our laws, the Charter, in a final

article, expressly abolishes all that which in laws anterior

to it would be contrary to its wording and its spirit. This
is explicit. The ministerial suppression of a theatrical

play attacks its hberty through the censorship, and its

copyright through confiscation. Our whole sense of

public right rises in revolt against such a method of pro-

cedure. The author, unable to believe in such insolence and
folly, rushed to the theatre. There, the fact was con-

I
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firmed, in every particular. The Government had,
indeed, notified the order in question, by its divine right

of governance. It had no reasons to offer. It had taken
his play, deprived him of his right and seized his property.

There was but one thing more to do to the poet—to put
him into the Bastille.

" We repeat, at the time we are living, when such an
act comes and bars your way and lays hands on you
roughly, the first feeling is one of profound surprise. A
thousand questions occur to your mind—Where is justice,

where is right ? Can such things really happen ? Was
there, indeed, such a thing as the July Revolution ? It

is evident we are no longer in Paris ! In what pachalic
do we live ?

" The Comedie-Frangaise, stupefied and struck with
consternation, wished to try some advances towards the
Government to obtain the revocation of this strange
decision, but its labour was in vain. The divan, . . .

I mean the council of ministers, had met during the day.
On the 23rd, it was an order from the Government—the
same on the 24th. On the 23rd, the play was only sus-

pended; on the 24th, it was definitely forbidden. The
theatre was even enjoined to erase the four dreadful
words ' Le Roi s'amuse.' The unlucky Th^atre-Fran^ais
was, moreover, instructed that it was not to complain
or to breathe a word. It may be fine, loyal and noble
to resist such Asiatic despotism ; but theatres dare not
do it. The fear of the withdrawal of their privileges makes
them serfs and slaves, liable to taxation and statute-

labour at the mercy of eunuchs and the dumb.
" An author should be and remain a stranger to these

theatrical proceedings. He, a poet, does not depend
upon any Government. His duty as a free writer forbids

him to make the entreaties and solicitation he might make
if he meanly consulted his own interests. But to ask for

grace from a power is to admit that power. Liberty and
ownership are not matters for antechamber settlement. A
right does not solicit like a favour. For a favour he must
beseech the Government ; but for a right he appeals
to the country. "^j^He must, then, go to the country for

redress. There are two ways of obtaining justice : public
opinion and the law courts. He chose both. The case
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is already judged and won in the eyes of public opinion.
Here the author must warmly thank all thoughtful and
independent persons connected with literature and the
arts, who showed him on that occasion many proofs of

sympathy and cordiality. He reckoned upon their

support in anticipation. He knows that, when it is a
question of struggling for liberty of intellect and thought,
he will not go singly to battle.

" Let us say, in passing, that the ruling power, with very
mean-spirited calculation, prided itself it would have
on that occasion, as its auxiliaries, the literary passions
that have for a long period raged round the author.
Literary hatreds the author supposed were even more
tenacious than political animosities, seeing the former
have their root in amour propre, and the latter simply in

principles. The Government is mistaken. Its brutal
act has disgusted right-thinking men in all camps. There
rallied round the author to oppose arbitrariness and in-

justice those even who a little time before had attacked
him the most violently. If, by chance, a few inveterate
haters persisted, they have since regretted the momentary
support they gave to the Government. Every honourable
and loyal man amongst the author's enemies stretched
out hands to him, even though ready to begin the literary

battle again as soon as the political fight is at an end.
In France, whoever he is who is persecuted, his sole

enemy is the persecutor.
" So, now, having settled that the Government's act is

detestable, unjustifiable, impossible in right, we will con-
descend for a moment to discuss it as a material fact, and
try to find of what elements it would seem to have been
composed. To this end, the first question which presents
itself is one which everybody will put—What can be the
motive for such a measure ?

" Certainly, if we deign to condescend for one moment
to accept the ridiculous fiction that, in this instance, it is

the care of public morals which moves our rulers, and that,
shocked by the condition of licence into which certain
theatres have fallen during the last six years, they wished
at last, urged to extreme measures, to make an example,
in the teeth of all laws and rights, of one work and writer,
the choice of the work would, it must be confessed, be a
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singular one, but the choice of the author would be no
less strange. In fact, who is the man that this short-

sighted power attacks so strangely ? A writer so placed

that, though his talent may be contested by everybody,
his character is called in question by no one. He is a
man of avowed, proved and established character, a rare

and valuable thing in these days. A poet who was the

first to be disgusted with the licence to which the theatres

were yielding ; who, eighteen months ago, upon the

rumour that the inquisition of theatres was going to be
illegally re-established, went himself personally, with
several other dramatic authors to warn the Government
that it ought to guard against such a measure ; and
who there openly urged for a repressive law to regulate

the excesses off the stage, whilst yet protesting against

the censorship in such severe words that the Government
is very sure not to forget them. He is an artist devoted
to art, who has never sought success by ignoble means,
who has been accustomed all his life to look the public

straight in the face; a sincere and temperate man who
has already fought more than one battle for liberty and
against despotism ; who, in 1829, in the last year of the

Restoration, rejected everything which the Government
then offered him in compensation for the interdict laid

on Marion Delorme, and who, more than a year later, in

1830, after the revolution of July, refused, in spite of the

advantages to his material interests, to allow that same
Marion Delorme to be played, because it might have been
made the occasion of attack and insult against the fallen

king, who had proscribed it ; a very simple line of con-

duct, no doubt, that every man of honour would have
followed under similar circumstances, but which, perhaps,

might have rendered him henceforth inviolate from all

censure, and about which he wrote himself in 183 1 as

follows :
' Successes gained by hunting out scandals

and by making political allusions hardly pleased him.' He
admits that • such success is worth but little and is short-

lived. It is precisely when there is no public censorship

that authors should criticise one another, honestly and
conscientiously. In this way, they will exalt the dignity of

art : when people have entire liberty it is desirable to keep
within due bounds.'
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" Now, that the supposed immorality of the drama is

reduced to nothing, now that all the display of evil and
shameful argimients lies beneath our feet, now is the time

to point out the true motive of the measure, the motive
behind the scenes in the Court, and the motives they do not

give because they dare not admit them among themselves,

and therefore have carefully concealed them beneath a pre-

text. This motive has already transpired among the out-

side public and the public has guessed it correctly. We
will say no more about it. It is probably of service to our

cause that we should set our adversaries the example of

courtesy and of moderation. It is good that the lesson of

dignity and wisdom be set the Government by a private

individual, by him who is persecuted to the body which
is persecuting him. Though we are not of the nimiber

of those who think to cure their own wounds by poisoning

the wounds of others, it is but too true that there is, in

the third act of this play, a Hne where the untoward saga-

city of some familiars of the palace discovered an allusion

(I ask you myself where is this allusion ?), of which neither

the public nor the author had thought until then, but
which, when proclaimed in this fashion, becomes the

cruellest and most deadly of insults. It is all too true

that this line was enough to cause the order to be given

for the playbills of the Th^atre-Fran^ais to be taken down,
in order that the curiosity of the public should not again

be afforded the sight of that httle seditious phrase, le Roi
s'amuse. We will not quote the line which is such a red

rag to a bull ; furthermore, we will not point it out unless

we are pushed to the last extremity, and people are im-

prudent enough to make us take our stand upon it in

self-defence. We will not re\nve old historic scandals.

We will spare as far as possible an exalted personage the

consequences of the thoughtlessness of his courtiers. It

is possible to be generous in warfare even to a king. We
mean to be so. Only, let those in power consider the

inconvenience of having as friend a bear, as it were, who
crushes with the pavingstone of censorship the imper-

ceptible allusions which happen to cross their minds. We
are not even sure that we do not feel some sympathy
for the ministry itself. To tell the truth, the whole
thing inspires us with great pity. The Government of
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July is new-born, it is only thirty months old and
still in its infancy, with the puerile passions of child-

hood. Is it, indeed, worth while to spend much virile anger
against it ? When it is full-grown, then we will see.

" Meantime, to look at the question for a moment from
the individual point of view, the censorial confiscation

under consideration perhaps causes more injury to the

author of this drama than of any other. In fact, for the

fourteen years he has been writing, not one of his works
but has had the unfortunate distinction of being chosen as

a battlefield upon its appearance, and disappeared after

a more or less lengthy period in the dust and smoke and
turmoil of a battle. Therefore, when he produces a play
for the theatre, the most important thing to him of all, as

he cannot expect a quiet audience after the first night, is

a series of performances. If it happens on the first day
that his voice is drowned in uproar, that his idea is not
understood, the following days may correct the first one.

Hernani had fifty-three performances, Marion Delorme
had sixty-one ; Le Roi s'amuse, thanks to ministerial

violence, only had one. The injustice done the author is

assuredly great. Who can give him back intact at the

point he left off, the third experiment, so important to

him ? Who can tell him what might have occurred after

the first performance ? Who can give him back the

public of the morrow, a public ordinarily impartial and
without friends or enemies, the public which teaches the

poet and which the poet instructs ?

" We are at a curious period of political transition. One
of those moments of general lassitude when all kinds of

despotic acts are possible in society, even the most advanced
ideas of emancipation and of liberty. France advanced
rapidly in July 1830 ; she did three good days' work
then ; she made three great oases in the field of civilisation

and of progress. Now, many are harassed, many are out
of breath, many demand a halt. They want to keep
back the energetic spirits who are not tired, but still press

on ; they wish to wait for the laggards who have stopped
behind and give them time to catch up. Hence, a strange

fear of everything that moves and talks and thinks. It is

an odd situation, easily defined. They are all the elements
which are afraid of ideas ; the league of interests clashing
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with the movement of theories begins, and takes fright
at systems : the merchant who wants to sell ; the street
which is frightened of the counting-house ; the armed
shop on the defensive.

" In our opinion, the Government takes unfair advantage
of this disposition to repose, this fear of fresh revolutions.
It has come to petty tyranny. It does wrong towards
itself and towards us. If it thinks there is indifference
now in people's minds towards liberty of ideas, it is mis-
taken ; it is only lassitude. It will demand severe account
some day of all the illegal actions that have been accumu-
lating for some time past. What a dance it has led us !

Two years ago, one feared for order ; now, one trembles
for liberty! Questions of free thought, of intellect and
of art are imperiously mowed down by the viziers of the
King of the Barricades. It is profoundly sad to see
how the revolution of July has ended, mulier formosa
supernd.

" No doubt, if one only considered the slight importance
of the work of the author now in question, the ministerial
measure which has smitten it down is not a great matter.
It is but a malicious little literary coup d'etat whose only
merit is that of not spoiling the series of arbitrary acts
of which it forms a part. But, if we look higher, we see
that this affair is not merely one that affects a drama and
a poet, but, as we said at first, both liberty and the rights
of ownership are involved in the question. Great and
serious interests are involved in it, and, although the
author be compelled to deal with this important affair

by a simple commercial lawsuit at the Theatre-Fran^ais,
not being able to attack the Government directly, barri-
caded behind the principles of non-receivers of State
advice, he hopes that his cause will be regarded as a
great one in the eyes of all when he takes it to the bar of
the Consular tribunal, with liberty in his right hand and
proprietorship in his left. He will himself speak of the
need for the independence of his art. He will plead his
right resolutely with gravity and simplicity, without
personal animosity, and yet, at the same time, fearlessly.

He counts upon the concurrence of all, upon the free and
cordial support of the press, on the justice of opinion and
on the equity of the courts. He has no doubt he will be
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successful. The state of siege will be raised in literary

precincts as in political.
" When that is done, and he has secured his liberty as

poet and as citizen intact, inviolable and sacred, he will

peaceably return to his life's work, from which he has
been violently torn away, which he would like never
to have had to leave. He has his duty to do, he
knows, and nothing will distract him from it. For the

moment, the political role has come to him : he has not
sought it out, but he accepts it. Surely the power which
attacks us will not have gained much, in forcing us who are

artists to quit our conscientious, tranquil, honest, serious

task, our sacred task, a task which belongs to the past
and to the future, in order to mix ourselves indignant and
angry with the irreverent and scoffing audience which, for

the last fifteen years, has watched the various poor devils

of political bunglers as they pass by hooting and whistling,

thinking they are building up a social edifice because
they go daily, at great trouble to themselves, sweating
and panting, to cart heaps of legal schemes from the
Tuileries to the Palais-Bourbon and from the Palais-

Bourbon to t he Luxembourg !

30 November 1832."

On 19 December 1832, the matter came before the

Tribunal de Commerce. All the artist world of Paris

gathered together in the Salle de la Bourse, surprised to

find itself in such good company. After his barrister had
spoken, Victor Hugo rose and made the following speech :

—

" Gentlemen, after the eloquent orator ^ who so gener-

ously lends me the powerful assistance of his speech, I

should have nothing to say if I did not believe it my duty
not to let pass the daring, culpable act which has violated

our public rights through my person without a solemn and
serious protest. This is not an ordinary cause, gentlemen.
It seems to some persons, at the first glance, to be only
a simple commercial action, a claim for indemnity for

the non-execution of a private contract—in a word,
simply the lawsuit of an author against a theatre. No,
gentlemen, it is more than that, it is the lawsuit of a

' M. Odilon Barrot.
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citizen against a government. The basis of this matter is

a play forbidden by order ; now, a play forbidden by order
is censorship and the Charter abolished censorship ; a
play forbidden by order is confiscation. Your sentence,

if favourable to me, and, it seems to me, I do you wrong
to doubt it, will be to lay the blame manifestly, although
indirectly, at the door of censorship and confiscation.

" You see, gentlemen, how the horizon of this cause
lifts and widens. I plead here for something higher than
my own interest, I plead for my rights in general, for my
right to think, and to possess, that is to say, for the common
right due to all. Mine is a general cause, as is absolute
equity yours. The minor details of the case are lost

sight of before the question thus put. I am not simply
a writer, you are not merely consular judges. Your con-

science confronts mine. At this tribunal, you represent a
great idea, and I, at the bar, stand for another. Your seat

is justice ; mine, liberty. Now, justice and liberty are made
to be heard. Liberty is right, and justice is free.

" This is not the first time that M. Odilon Barrot has
told you before me, gentlemen, that the Tribunal of Com-
merce has been called upon to condemn, without departing
from its jurisdiction, the arbitrary acts of those in authority.

The first tribunal to declare the ordinances of 25 July 1830
illegal has been forgotten by no one, it was the Tribunal
of Commerce. You, gentlemen, 'will follow that memorable
precedent, and, although the question is much smaller,

you will uphold right to-day as you upheld it then
;
you

will, I hope, listen to what I have to say to you with sjon-

pathy
;
you will warn the Government by your sentence,

that it is on a bad path, and is wrong to degrade art and
thought

; you will give me back my rights and property
;

you will brand the police and censorship on the brow, who
came by night to steal my liberty and my property from
me by breaking the Charter.

" What I say here I say without anger, the reparation
I demand of you I ask with due gravity and moderation.
God forbid I should spoil the beauty and rectitude of

my cause by violent words ! He who has right on his

side has strength, and the strong scorn violence.
" Yes, gentlemen, right is on my side. M. Odilon

Barrot's admirable argument has victoriously proved to
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you that the ministerial act which has forbidden Le Rot
s'amuse, is arbitrary, illegal and unconstitutional. It is

in vain for them to attempt to revive a law of the Reign of

Terror by attributing the censorship to authority, a law
which commands in clear terms the theatres to play the

tragedies of Brutus and of Wilhelm Tell three times per
week, only to give republican plays, and to stop representa-

tions of all work which tends, I quote word for word,
'to deprave the public mind and to awaken the shameful
superstition of royalty.' Gentlemen, dare the actual sup-

porters of the new royalty indeed invoke such a law, and
invoke it against Le Roi s'amuse ? Is it not evidently
abrogated in its text as in its spirit ? Made for the
Terror, it died with the Terror. Is it not the same with
all imperious decrees by which, forsooth, officials will

have the right not merely to censure theatrical works, but
the power of sending an author to prison according to its

own good pleasure without trial ? Do such things exist

nowadays ? Was not all this irregular and haphazard
legislation solemnly done away with by the Charter of

1830 ? We appeal to the solemn oath of 9 August. The
France of July did not reckon for either conventional or

imperial despotism. The Charter of 1830 did not allow
itself to be gagged either by 1807 or by '93.

" Liberty of thought in all its various methods of expres-

sion, at the theatre as in the press, in the pulpit as in the
tribune, there, gentlemen, hes one of the fundamental
principles of our public rights. No doubt each of these

modes of expression needs an organic law in accord with
the fundamental law, a law of good faith, repressive but
not preventive, which, leaving each career at liberty,

shall imprison licence under strict penal laws. The
theatre in particular as a public place, we are anxious to

declare, does not know how to protect itself from the

legal surveillance of the municipal authority. Well,

gentlemen, this law, easier to make, probably, than is

commonly supposed, which each of us dramatic poets
has probably constructed in his own mind more than
once, is wanting, and is not created. Our ministers, who
produce year in year out from seventy to eighty laws
per session, have not deemed it fitting to make such
a one as this. A law for theatres did not seem urgently
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needed. Not urgent, when it concerns the Uberty of

thought, the progress of civiHsation, pubHc moraUty, the
reputation of famihes, the tranquillity of Paris, which
means that of France, and, indeed, the tranquillity of

Europe itself !

'• A law affecting the liberty of theatres ought to have
been proclaimed since 1830, in the spirit of the new Charter,

but it is still wanting, I repeat, through the fault of the
Government. Past legislation has evidently fallen away,
and all the sophistries with which they plaster its ruins

will not build it up again. So, between a law which no
longer exists and one which is still needed, the authorities

do not possess the right to stop a play at a theatre. I

will not linger over what M. Odilon Barrot has demons-
trated so supremely well.

" Here an objection of secondary importance arises

which I am, however, going to discuss. True, such a law is

needed, people will say, but in the absence of legislation,

ought authority to be completely defenceless ? Might
there not appear suddenly on the stage one of those
infamous pieces—evidently made on purpose to make
money and scandal—where all that is sacred in religion

and morality and in the heart of man is insolently scoffed

at and ridiculed ; where all that goes to make the peace
of family life and of citizenship is held up to question

;

where even living personages are pilloried on the stage
amidst the hootings of the multitude ? Do not State
reasons lay upon the Government the duty of closing the
theatre to such monstrous work, in spite of the silence of

law ? I do not know, gentlemen, if such a type of work has
even been produced, and I do not wish to know, or to believe

it, and I will not accept here, in any degree whatever, the
task of denouncing them ; but, even in such a case, I

declare, whilst deploring the scandal caused, and realising

that others would advise the State to stop works of this

kind immediately, and at once to demand the Chambers
for a bill of indemnity, I would not relax the strictness

of the principle. I would say to the Government : See
the consequences of your negligence to create a law so
pressingly needed as a law affecting theatrical liberty!

You have done this wrong, repair it and hasten to ask
the Chambers for penal legislation, and, meantime, pursue
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the guilty drama with the code of the press, which, until

special laws be made will, in my opinion, rule all public

fashions. I say, in my opinion, for this is but my own
personal view. My illustrious defender would, I know,
only allow liberty to theatres with greater restrictions

than I should ; I speak here not with the opinion of a

lawyer, but with the simple common sense of the citizen ;

if I am wrong, do not let my words be laid to the account
of my defender, but at my own door solely. I repeat it,

gentlemen, I would not relax the strictness of the principle
;

I would not grant the ruling authorities the power to

confiscate liberty even in a case, apparently, where it was
legitimate, for fear a day would come when it would
confiscate it in all cases ; I think that to repress scandal

by arbitration is to create two scandals in place of one,

and I say with an eloquent and serious-minded man who
must shudder to-day at the way in which his disciples

apply his doctrines :
' // n'y a pas de droit au-dessus du

droit ' (' There is no right over right ').

" Now, gentlemen, if such an abuse of power, exercised

even upon a licentious, impudent or defamatory work
would have been inexcusable, how much more so when
it fastens upon a work of pure art, when it picks out for

proscription among all the plays which have been pro-

duced for the last two years, a serious composition, strict

in its morality ? And that is precisely what the left-

handed power which governs us has done in stopping
Le Rot s'amuse. M. Odilon Barrot has proved to you that

it has acted without justice ; I will prove that it has
acted without reason.

" The motives that those who are in with the police

have been whispering abroad for some days to explain

the prohibition of this play are of three kinds : there is

the moral reason, the political reason and—we must say
the words though they be laughable—the literary reason.

Vergil relates that several ingredients went to make up
the thunder which Vulcan made for Jupiter. The petty
ministerial thunder which has struck my play, which
the censorship had forged for the police, is made up of three

bad reasons rolled up, intermingled and united, tres imbris
torit radios.

" There is, first of all, or, rather, there was, the moral
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reason. Yes, gentlemen, I swear it, because it seems
incredible, the police made out at first that Le Rot s'amuse
was, I quote the actual expression, ' an immoral play.'

I have already silenced the police on that point. In
pubhshing Le Rot s'amuse, I declared openly, not for the
benefit of the pohce, but for those honourable men who
wished to read me, that the drama was profoundly and
strictly moral. No one has disbelieved me and no one
will, it is my profound conviction as an honest man.
All the precautions the poUce for a time succeeded in

raising against the morality of this work have disappeared
at the time I am now speaking. Four thousand copies of
the book issued to the public have pleaded this trial in

their own way, and these four thousand advocates have
won their cause. In such a matter, also, an affirmative is

sufficient ; I shall not, therefore, enter upon a superfluous
discussion. Only, for the sake of the future as well as the
past, I would have the police to know, once for all, that
I do not write immoral works. Let this be taken as
conclusive, for I shall not return to it again.

" After the moral argument there comes the pohtical.
Here, gentlemen, as I can only express the same ideas in

other terms, allow me to quote you a page from the preface
I put to the drama . .

." (We have ourselves laid that page
of preface before our readers.) ^

" After moral and political reasons, come the literary.

A Government stopping a play for literaryj reasons
is a strange thing, but it is not, however, |,without
foundation. You remember—if by chance it was worth
your trouble to remember it—that, in 1829, at the period
when the first works called romantic appeared upon the
stage, about the time when the Comedie-Fran^aise received
Marion Delorme, a petition signed by seven persons was
presented to King Charles x. to demand that the Th^atre-
Frangais be closed by the king, simply to the works
of what was called the New School. Charles took it

laughingly, and replied wittily that in literary questions
he had only his place in the pit of the theatre like the
rest of us. The petition collapsed beneath ridicule. Well,
gentlemen, to-day many of the signers of this petition
are deputies, influential deputies belonging to the majority,

* See Appendix.
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having a share in the governmental powers and voting for

the budget. What they timidly petitioned for in 1829, they
are able, all-powerful as they are, to carry out in 1832.

" Public rumour, in fact, says that it was they who,
the day after the first performance, approached the

minister at theChamber of Deputies and obtained a promise
from him under the most moral and politic excuses imagin-

able, that Le Roi s'amuse should be stopped. The minister,

an ingenuous, innocent and candid man, bravely took up
the challenge ; he could not distinguish beneath all those

wrappings the direct and personal animosity ; he believed

he was performing a political proscription. I am sorry

for him, they made him execute a literary proscription.

I will not say more on this point. ... It inspires me with
infinitely less anger than pity ; it is odd, that is all. The
Government lending assistance to the Academy in 1832 !

Aristotle become the law of the State once more ! An
imperceptible literary revolution being carried on at the

brink of, and in the midst of, our great political revolutions !

The deputies who deposed Charles x. working in a tiny

corner to restore Boileau ! How despicable ! . . .

" Gentlemen, I will sum up. By stopping my play, the

Government has not, on the one hand, an article of law
to quote from ; on the other, not a single valuable reason

to give. This measure has two aspects, both equally bad

:

as law, it is arbitrary ; as reasoning, it is absurd. What,
then, can the power which has neither reason nor law
on its side allege as its motives ? Its caprice, fancy, desire

—that is to say, nothing !

" You will do justice, gentlemen, to that desire, fancy,

caprice. Your sentence, by giving me the case, will

inform the country of this business—which is but small as

compared with the greatness of the ordinance of July

—

what force majeure there is in France besides that of the

law, and that at the basis of this trial there is an illegal

order which the Government did wrong to issue, and the

theatre was wrong to obey
;
your sentence will teach the

powers that its very friends blame it candidly on this

occasion ; that the rights of every citizen are to be re-

spected by all Governments, that, given the conditions of

order and of general safety are fulfilled, the theatre ought
to be respected like other means of expression of public
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thought, and that, whether it be the press, the tribune
or the theatre, none of the loopholes for the escape of
liberty of intellect can be closed without peril. I address
myself to you with profound faith in the worthiness of

my cause. I shall never be afraid under similar occasions
of grappling with a ministry hand to hand ; the law courts
are the natural judges of honourable duels of pure right
against arbitrary dealings, duels less unequal than people
think ; for if, on the one side, there is a whole Government,
and, on the other, only a simple citizen, that simple citizen

is, indeed, strong when he can bring an illegal act before
your bar, ashamed of being thus exposed to public view
and public scourging, and confronting it as I am doing
with four articles from the Charter !

"I do not, however, disguise from myself that the
present time is not like the latter years of the Restoration,
when resistance to the encroachments of the Government
was so much applauded and so popular. The idccis of

stability and of authority are momentarily more in favour
than those of progress and of freedom. It is a natural
reaction after that rough revival of all our liberty at a
rush styled the Revolution of 1830. But this reaction
will not last long. Our ministers will some day be sur-

prised by the implacable memory with which the men
even who compose their majority then will recall all the
grievances they seem to have forgotten so quickly to-day ;

moreover, let that day be late or soon in coming it will

not matter : on that score I neither look for applause nor
fear invective ; I have but followed the strict monitions
of my right and my duty.

" I ought to say here that I have strong reasons for
believing that the Government will take advantage of

this fleeting torpor of the public mind formally to re-

establish the censorship, and my affair is but a prelude, a
preparation, a step to a putting of all theatrical liberty

outside general laws. By not making a repressive law,
by purposely letting licence have free scope on the stage
for the past two years, the Government imagines it has
created, in the opinion of respectable men, who might be
disgusted with that licence, a prejudice in favour of
dramatic censorship. In my opinion it is mistaken, and
the censorship will never be anything else in France

VI.—32
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than an unpopular and illegal proceeding. As far as I

myself am concerned, whether the censorship of the
theatres be re-established by an illegal decree or an un-
constitutional law, I declare I will never submit to such an
act of authority without protesting ; and I make such a

protest solemnly now and here both for the present and
for the future.

" Further, observe how wanting in greatness, openness
and courage the Government has been in the series of

arbitrary acts which have succeeded one another for some
time past. It has slowly, subterraneously, surreptitiously,

indirectly, tortuously undermined the beautiful though
incomplete edifice which the revolution of July had reared.

It always took us treacherously from behind when we
least expected. It dared not censure my play before the

representation ; it stopped it the following day. It

attacks our most vital liberties ; it cavils at our best

attained efforts ; it bases its despotism on a heap of

ancient worm-eaten and repealed laws ; it lies in wait to

rob us of our rights in that Forest of Bondy of imperial

decrees, through which liberty never passes without
being stripped. . . .

" I say it is for the probity of the law courts to stop

its course, which is as dangerous to it as to us. I say that

the ruling power is specially wanting in greatness and
courage by the underhand manner in which it has per-

formed this hazardous operation, which each Government
in strange blindness attempts in its turn, and which con-

sists in substituting, more or less rapidly, arbitrariness for

the constitution, despotism for liberty.^ ... If it only
continues for some time longer in this way, if the proposed
laws are adopted, the confiscation of all our rights will be
complete. To-day, they take away my liberty as a poet by
censure : to-morrow, they will take away my liberty as a
citizen by a gendarme ; to-day, they banish me from the

theatre : to-morrow, they will banish me from the country
;

to-day, they stop my mouth : to-morrow, they will trans-

port me ; to-day, the state of siege is in literature : to-

morrow, it will be in citizenship ; in liberties, guarantees,

charters, pubhc rights, in a word, annihilation !

" If the Government be not better advised by its own
* See Appendix.
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interests to stop at the precipice while there is yet time,

before long we shall have all the despotism of 1807 without
its glory : we shall have the Empire without the Emperor.
I have only a word more to say, gentlemen, and I desire it

may be in your mind whilst you are deciding. There has
been in this century but one great man. Napoleon, and but
one great thing, liberty ! The great man is no more with
us, let us try to have the great thing. V. Hugo."

Of course it goes without saying that the tribunal pro-

nounced itself incompetent to deal with the case, and no

justice at all was done to the poet.



CHAPTER II

"Le Corsaire trial—The Due d'Orleans as caricaturist—The Tribune

trial—The right of association estabUshed by jury—Statistics

of the political sentences under the Restoration

—

Le Pri-

aux-Clercs

LET US return to the political trials which were a

feature of the close of the year 1832. Of course,

at this period, a political trial was thought more of than

a literary one, and people were much more sure of being

acquitted if they had conspired against the Government

than if they had conspired against the Academy. The

trial of the newspaper Le Corsaire followed that of Le Roi

s'amuse, or even, I believe, preceded it. Le Corsaire was

then republican ; it had given an account of the 5th and

6th of June according to our point of view. It is an odd

thing: every newspaper which supported the revolution

in politics, supported the statu quo in literature. I will

relate, shortly, my quarrel with Carrel. This is how the

Corsaire had expressed itself. We quote only the passage

which was impeached by the public prosecutor :

—

"... The National Guard of the suburbs had arrived,

and it was in the actual courtyard of the Tuileries itself

that cartridges and brandy were distributed. All at once,

the roar of firing was heard on the quai de la M^gisserie,

in the rue Saint-Martin, by the Saint-Mdry convent and
''S,^- rue Montmartre and Saint-Honor^. Soon, cannon
1^ ^^led with it, and, during this time, a considerable

\ n^^^^iri soldiers went to various quarters of the city
;

\ fL ^^er beat the invitation to the citizens, but the greater
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mass of them listened unheeding and declined Civil War.
One part of the city was barricaded. A royal parade had
taken place. The King of the French and his son the Due
de Nemours, accompanied by M. de Montalivet, sword in

hand, and by M. d'Argout, provided with the crutch he

had not discarded since his last illness, as the ministerial

newspapers grotesquely put it, had gone through the boule-

vards and returned by the quays. More than fifteen hun-

dred cavalry escorted the king. Meantime, blood was shed

in the quartier Saint-Martin. The National Guard of the

district showed an excitement of which it was difficult thor-

oughly to understand the cause ; the firing did not cease

;

more than forty thousand men were in action. ..."

This article was prosecuted for provoking to rebellion.

As can be seen, it was not amiably disposed to the July

Government, and the question ought, we think, to have

been put in an entirely different way. Had the attacked

Government the right of defending itself ? Without a

doubt it had. Had it the right to distribute brandy and

cartridges in the Tuileries courtyard ? Certainly ! Had
we not indeed seen M. de Rumigny distributing powder

and shot and wine at the Palais-Royal on 31 July and

I August, on the morning of the parade of Rambouillet ?

Yes ; but then the action was sympathetic and approved,

whilst, to-day, there was immense opposition organised

against Louis-Philippe, and all his actions were blamed,

even those of legitimate defence. . . . They attacked the

king, they attacked the princes, they attacked the ministers

:

this had all been well done and well received.

Philippon, the witty editor of the Journal pour rire,

had conceived the idea of depicting Louis-Phihppe in the

shape of a pear : all the walls of Paris were covered with

this grotesque likeness. He published the journal La
Caricature, to which Decamps contributed some of his

early drawings, and La Caricature was a tremendous success.

Everyone, even the Due d'0rl6ans, had a hand in it. We
know that the prince could draw cleverly and with origin-

ahty and that he also engraved. I still possess drawings
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and engravings by him. He was a pupil of Fielding,

and drew animals with great skill. One day, an idea for

a caricature came into his head, inspired by the daily

quips which the Chamber made at his father : it was to

draw the king as Gulliver and the deputies as Lilliputians.

The king was laid full length asleep, bound and gagged,

with all the Lilliputian population about him, taking

advantage of his enforced immobility to feel him over and
examine him. A host of episodes each funnier than the

others sprang out of the first idea. M. Jacques Lefebvre,

the banker, was rolling a 5-franc piece towards the effigy

of King Louis-Philippe with the same amount of exertion

as a wheelwright rolls a wheel. M. Humann, Minister

of Finance—so far as I can recollect—at that time, and
consequently, supervisor of the excise duties, was plunged

up to the knees in the powder so strongly appreciated by
Sganarelle, and sneezing fit to shake his head off. M.
Ganneron, who had made his fortune in tallow, came for-

ward candle in hand towards the bridge made by Gulliver's

half-open breeches, less courageous than the Comte Max
Edmond of the Burgraves, and uncertain whether he

might venture into the darkness of the cavern. M. Thiers

and M. Guizot, who already disputed power between
them, had each stretched a rope from the fobs of the king's

waistcoat, and advanced each with scales in hand towards

the two royal fobs which bore the titles of Ministere de

I'interieur and Ministhre des affaires Etrangbres ; M.
Thiers's scales were labelled Liheralisme and M. Guizot's

Reaction. M. M0I6 and M. Dupin were playing on a

see-saw. All these Lilliputians were as lifelike as possible.

We need not speak of the king, who was eight to ten

inches in length and a perfect portrait. But this is the

most curious part of the story.

The Due d'0rl6ans had obtained his stones from the

lithographic office of Motte, father-in-law of our dear

friend Achille Dev^ria. They forgot to say that this

piece of lithography, not being intended for the public,
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did not need to be deposited with the Minist^re de

Tint^rieur : the head workman did the thing in all con-

scientiousness and sent in a proof to the Ministere de

I'int^rieur ; it was signed F.O., the duke's usual signature,

for Ferdinand d'Orl^ans. It need hardly be said that

the print was not only forbidden publication, but taken

to the king.

The king recognised his son's signature ! We can

comprehend the paternal dressing-down His RoyalHighness

received. Honourable amends were made : the litho-

grapher scratched out the head, and, instead of that of the

Chief of the State, put the first head that came into his

mind.

In 1834, the Due d'Orl&ins gave me two copies of this

caricature, one before the head was scratched out and one

after ; I was stupid enough to let myself be robbed of

both. If the Due d'Orl^ans were still living, I had only to

ask him for others, and I did not then realise the price

they were worth. This digression is intended to con-

vey an idea of the sort of opposition that was raised at

that period.

Le Corsaire, then, was prosecuted for provoking to

rebellion. The jury retired to deliberate for form's sake,

but soon came out and pronounced the manager of the

Corsaire not guilty. The trial of La Tribune succeeded

that of the Corsaire. M. Bascans was acquitted as M.
Viennot had been. Then came the affair of the right of

association. Nineteen members of the Society of Friends

of the People were summoned before the juries of the

second court. They were accused of having been leaders

and administrators of a political meeting of over twenty
persons. This was quite a different matter from the

two preceding acquittals ! After three quarters of an
hour's deliberation, M. Fenet, foreman of the jury, read

this declaration

—

" Re the first question.— * Has there been an association
gathering on fixed days to discuss politics ?

'—
' Yes,'
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" Re the second question.— ' Did those gatherings take
place without authorisation from the Government ?

'

—

' Yes.'

[After these two affirmations everybody believed of

course that the accused were certain to be found guilty.]

"Re the third question.—Are the accused guilty.?'

—

' No.'
"

The whole court broke into applause. Thus the

right of association was established by jury. People

were beginning to grow sick of political sentences.

Statistics had just been published giving the list of those

sentenced during the Restoration : the Bourbons of the

Elder Branch had in fifteen years cut off a hundred and
eighteen heads and sentenced fourteen contumacious persons

;

it had condemned seventeen to penal servitude with hard

labour, nineteen to a term of penal servitude ; seventy-

two to transportation, eighteen to imprisonment, thirty-five

to temporary banishment. In conclusion, the general

total of sentences, whether heavy or light, from death

penalty to supervision, mounted to two thousand four

hundred and sixty-six 1 In the midst of all these events,

on 12 December H6rold produced a masterpiece : Le
Pre-aux-Clercs.

Art is a king which walks smilingly through revolutions,

looking down with contempt on all the upheavals it survives.



CHAPTER III

Victor Jacquemont

AS this blood-stained year 1832 drew to a close, in

which cholera alone had deducted from the popula-

tion of France a tithe of ninety-five thousand deaths, the

authorities of Bombay were mourning the death of Victor

Jacquemont, a young savant of the highest distinction.

Being a scholar, Victor Jacquemont detested men of im-

agination ; he particularly hated us dramatists. He had

left France in 1828 before the great literary movement
which ensued, and he only judged of it by the leading

articles in the newspapers.
" It is all in bad taste !

" he said, in one of his letters,

which a friend of mine showed me with the usual eagerness

one's friends have for thrusting such kinds of stuff under

one's nose. " In laying aside the Greeks and Romans,

and the nobility of our old theatres, we have not been

happy in their successors."

He called us messieurs de I'horrihle. Poor Jacquemont

!

I hardly knew him ; I saw hira once at General La Fayette's,

who treated him like a son. The famous old man had a

sure instinct for friendship : all who became great later

were honoured by his friendship or protection.

The death of Jacquemont hardly made any impression

in France ; he was totally unknown by his compatriots
;

his reputation dated from the posthumous publication of

his works, and especially of his private correspondence,

which every cultured man has read. I say cultured

man, for there are no more inveterate hunters-out of
50s
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talent than your man of culture. Now there is real wit

at the bottom of Jacquemont's correspondence, although

it is of a dry and sceptical type. As for belief, that is

another matter altogether ; he evidently doubted every-

thing, even God. In his last letters to his family, he

does not express a word of hope for another life ; the

immortality of the soul, with Jacquemont, is not even

as much as a dream. The letter in which he bids farewell

to his brother, and, through his brother, to the whole

family, is full of despair. I will not say that there is

no resignation in it, but it reads like the work of an un-

concerned person. Jacquemont talks of himself in it as

he would speak of a casual acquaintance. Put the letter

into the third person ; let the dying man substitute he

for I, and you have the official announcement of the

death of a stranger, made by an indifferent person. See

if the letter is that of a man dying four thousand leagues

from his country

:

" Bombay, Invalid Officers' Quarters,
" I December 1832

" Dear Porphyre,—I came here ill thirty-two days ago,

and for thirty-one I have been in bed. In the poisonous
forests of the isle of Salsette, exposed to the burning
sun during the most unhealthy season, I caught the germs
of the disease, attacks of which I have often felt since

my journey to Adjmir, but I had disguised from myself
their true nature. It is inflammation of the liver. The
pestilential exhalations have done for me. As soon as

my illness began, I made my will and put my affairs in

order. My interests are entrusted to the honourable
and friendly care of Mr. James Nicol, an English mer-
chant here, and to M. Cordier at Calcutta. Mr. Nicol

was my host on my arrival in Bombay. No old friend

could have lavished more affectionate care upon me.
Nevertheless, at the end of a few days, while I was still

able to be transported, I left his house, which is in the fort,

in order to occupy a convenient and spacious set of rooms
in the quarter of the invalided officers, in a most airy

and healthy situation by the seacoast, a hundred yards
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from my doctor, Dr. MacLennan, the cleverest in Bombay,
whose admirable care long since made him my very dear

friend.
" The cruellest thought, dear Porphyre, when we are

dying in a far country, for those who love us, is the idea

of the lonehness and desertion in which we may be passing

the last hours of our existence. Well, my dear fellow,

you can find comfort in the assurance I give you that,

since my arrival here, I have not ceased to be overwhelmed
with the most affectionate and touching attentions of a
number of good and kindly men. They come and see

me constantly, humour my sick whims and forestall my
every fancy. Mr. Nicol more than any one ; Mr. John
Box, a member of the Government ; an old engineering

colonel, Mr. Goodfellow; a very kind young ofl&cer,

Major Mountain, and others still, whom I have not men-
tioned. The excellent MacLennan nearly risked his own
health for my sake ; for several days during a crisis which
seemed likely to end fatally, he came twice each night.

I have absolute confidence in his skill. At first, I suffered

greatly ; but for a long time I have been reduced to a
state of weakness which is almost exempt from pain.

The worst is that for thirty-one days I have not slept

more than one hour in all. But these sleepless nights

are very quiet ones, and do not seem desperately long.

"Happily, the disease is drawing to its close; it may
not be fatal, although most probably it will. The ab-

scess or abscesses formed since the first inside the liver,

which, until a recent period, promised to disperse by
absorption, seem to have increased, and bid fair shortly

to open externally. All I desire is to escape quickly

out of the wretched state in which I have been lingering

for a month past, no matter by what means it be. My
mind is perfectly clear, as you can see ; it has only been
rarely and temporarily clouded during several violent

paroxysms of pain at the beginning of my illness. I

have generally calculated upon the worst, so have never

been unusually depressed. My end, should it come,
looks sweet and peaceful. If you were here seated on
my bed, with our father and Fr6d6ric, I should be broken-

hearted, and should not regard death with such serenity

and resignation. Be comforted, and console our father;
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console one another, my dear ones. But I am exhausted
with this effort to write. I must bid you farewell ! Fare-
well ! . . . Oh ! how your poor Victor loves you ! Fare-
well for the last time ! I can only write in pencil as I

lie on my back. For fear the letters get rubbed out,

the excellent Mr. Nicol will copy this letter in ink, so that
I may be certain you will read my last thoughts.

" Victor Jacquemont

" I have been able to sign what the admirable Mr. Nicol
has been so good as to copy. Farewell once more, my
dear ones !

"

Only one single sentence from the man's heart :
" Fare-

well ! Oh ! how your poor Victor loves you !
" It ex-

plains entirely why a literature full of sentiment must
have been antipathetic to that cold, learned intellectual

temperament.

Happily, two men undertook to send to the family,

heart-broken by the unexpected loss far away from

them, the melancholy consolations which the dying man
had not thought of giving them. A dying man who
knows he is beloved ought to console those whom he is

going to leave as much as he can ; he ought to have pity

on those whom he causes to weep : hearts are cured by
being softened, not by being turned to stone. The man
who has wept much alone can appreciate the truth of

what I say here.

This is Mr. James Nicol's letter to Jacquemont's brother.

Mr. James Nicol is an Englishman, remember, and yet

the letter is written in French, a tongue other than his own.

But there is one universal language for the heart.

" Bombay, 17 December 1832

" My dear Sir,—Although a stranger to you, fate has
allotted it to me to communicate to you an event which
you did not expect. It is with the deepest regret I am
obliged to transmit to you your brother Victor's last letter,
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and to communicate to you the sole consolation which is

left to you, that of telling you of the peaceful and painless

end he made on 17 December.
" Your brother came to my house on'ag'^October'from

Tanna, being in a very weak state of health, in consequence
of an illness he had recently had, which he thought would
speedily be cured by the sea breezes of this island, and
his strength quickly restored. The evening of his arrival

he took a walk of half a league with me, and, next day,
paid various calls ; but he came back early, thoroughly
exhausted. I advised him to see a doctor at once ; Dr.
MacLennan saw him the same evening. I enclose in this

letter for your satisfaction the account the doctor wrote of

his illness. As your brother has himself told you, he suffered

terribly at the beginning of his illness, and, from the first,

he was informed of the dangerous nature of the disease.

On 4 November he made his will, a copy of which I enclose
herewith. About 8 November the disease appeared
to take a favourable turn ; and he still entertained the
hope of recovering his health, when the formation of an
abscess appeared. He then became daily weaker, but
preserved throughout his illness a calm and con-
tentedness I have never seen equalled. I left him on
6 December neeirly in the same condition as on the pre-

ceding days, but without any symptoms of near dissolution.

However, on the 7th, about three in the morning, he was
seized with violent pains, which lasted for two hours.
Dr. MacLennan was with him at the time. At five a.m.
your brother sent for me : he was not suffering when
I arrived ; but a great change had taken place in his

looks since the previous night, and I could hardly restrain

my tears. Then, taking my hand, he said to me :
' Do

not grieve ; the time draws close, and my wishes are
about to be fulfilled. I have been praying to heaven
for it for the last fortnight. It is a happy release. Were
I to live now the disease would probably make the
rest of my life miserable. . . . Write to my brother,
and tell how peacefully and happily my last days
passed. . .

.'

" He repeated to me that he wished me to send his manu-
scripts and collections to France, and went into the most
elaborate details concerning his funeral arrangements,
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which he wished to be celebrated with Protestant rites.

He asked me to put up a simple gravestone with this

inscription upon it

—

'VICTOR JACQUEMONT

Nfi A PARIS LE 8 AOUT 180I

MORT A BOMBAY

APRfeS AVOIR V0YAG6 PENDANT TROIS

ANS ET DEMI

DANS L'INDE'

During the course of the day he had several attacks

of vomiting, and his breathing was considerably affected

;

but he kept the use of his faculties as perfectly as when
in good health. He was only disquieted about his death,

adding :
' I am very comfortable here, but I should be

much better in my grave !
' About five p.m. he said to

me :
' I am now going to take my last drink from your

hand, and then die.' A violent fit of vomiting ensued,

and he was laid back in his bed completely exhausted.
He opened his eyes at times, and until within twenty
minutes before his death he seemed to recognise me. At
sixteen minutes past six, he rendered up his spirit into

the arms of death in his sleep.
" He was buried the following evening with military

honours, as a member of the L6gion d'honneur, and was
followed by members of the Government, and by many
other people.

" I feel the sincerest sympathy with you and your
father in this irreparable loss. I only knew your
brother during his illness, and only had the melancholy
satisfaction of contributing to the best of my ability to

his needs during his illness. In conformity with your
brother's wishes, I have sent off by steamer with
all possible care the articles of natural history which
remained in my possession ; they are packed in eleven

cases and barrels, for which I enclose the invoice and
bill of lading, signed by the captain of the French vessel,

La Nymphe of Bordeaux. I wrote to the Commissaire
G6n6ral de la Marine at Bordeaux, asking him to smooth
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over any difficulties that might arise in connection with
them. Be so good as to \\Tite to him about the things.

I have also dispatched a box addressed to your father,

containing all the writings your brother left with me.^
I have put his Order of the Legion d'honneur, which
your brother particularly instructed me to send you, in

the case containing his papers. I also send you his watch
and pistols. Be so good as to separate the catalogues
belonging to the collections from the other writings, and
send them to the Royal Museum. I have the honour
to be, dear Sir, yours, etc. James Nicol "

The epitaph drawn up by the dying man himself is

terribly curt and dreary. The lost child called Antony
would have found something more filial for his unknown
mother than this philosopher for his. Besides the mother
who bore us, is there not also the mother who receives

us into her arms ;—the everlasting grave as well as the

temporary cradle ? Ought not the arid and devouring

climate of India to make the gentle land of his birth most
precious to the sufferer ?

Oh, violets and daisies which shall one day spring up
on my grave, how I should regret you if I had to sleep my
last sleep beneath the burning sands of Bombay! The
soul may, perhaps, be but a dream ; but the perfume of

flowers is a reahty.

To the letter of Mr. James Nicol was joined the account

of Jacquemont's illness by Dr. MacLennan, the length of

which we greatly regret prevents us from reproducing

here ; ^ it proves to what a point the excellent doctor had
risked his own health, as the dying man had said. Nor
were these the only tokens of sympathy which the family

* The whole of Victor Jacquemont's writings, and the description

of the principal objects of natural history which the collections

comprised, that he sent to the Natural History Museum of Paris,

have been pubUshed by MM. Firmin Didot frdres, under the

title of Voyage dans I'Inde, 6 vols, in 4to, four of printed matter
and two containing 290 plates and 4 maps {1841-44).

' The letter will be found in the Paris edition of the Souvenirs of

Dumas, 1855. vol. viL

I



512 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

of their famous dead received. MM. Cordier, Geoffroy-

Saint-Hilaire and de Jussieu wrote the following letter to

M. Jacquemont, the father :

—

" Paris, 21 May 1833

" Sir,—We have sympathised with the blow which has
just struck you down too much not to feel a desire to asso-

ciate ourselves with your grief, by bearing testimony to our
own share in it. The administration of the Museum, which
had entrusted your son with the mission he honourably
fulfilled, and to which he has sacrificed his life, feels the

cruel loss in a double capacity ; it has lost in him a traveller

in whom it placed complete reliance, and science has lost

a naturalist of most brilliant promise.

"We are authorised to hope that, owing to the wise

precautions he took during his last days, the fruits of the

fatal journey will not be lost ; that M. Victor Jacquemont's
work will bear fruit and their results develop, though,
doubtless, less brilliantly than as if under his own direction,

yet in a sufficient manner to cause his efforts to be appreci-

ated, both in actual accomplishment and as an example
of what further work he would have done had he lived.

" You may rely upon it that nothing will be neglected

on our part to attain to this end, and in order to give you
the only real consolation which is left you.—We are, sir,

etc.,
" Les professeurs administrateurs du Museum

" Cordier, Director
Geoffroy-Saint-Hilaire
A. DE Jussieu"

As a matter of fact, all Victor Jacquemont's writings

reached Paris safe and sound. I saw them in M. Guizot's

hand once when I had been to ask his help in saving the

life of a man under sentence of death, who was to be shot

the next day. I wanted a word from M. Guizot to this

end, and he wrote on a spare sheet from among Jacque-

mont's manuscripts. The man was saved ; but I will

tell the story in its proper place. That is how the name
of Jacquemont perhaps occupies a more important place

in my memory and in my Memoirs than it should.



CHAPTER IV

George Sand

NOW let us say a few words about the literary pro-

ductions of the year 1832. We have seen its

important theatrical works : Teresa, Louis XL, Dix Ans
de la vie d'une femme, Un duel sous Richelieu, La Tour de

Nesle, Clotilde, Pirinei Leclerc and Le Roi s'amuse.

M. Lesur's Annual List, which sums up the year's

work, complains of the lack of productiveness of those

twelve months, which only produced two hundred
AND FIFTY -SEVEN works, amoug which are the eight

dramas above mentioned.

See what the chronologist says about the novels ; his

usual kindly inclination towards contemporary literature

will be detected therein :

—

" Romances multiply as fast as ever ; they swarm
everywhere and jostle one another in order to put before
us an energetic chsplay of trivialities : novels of manners,
historical novels, psychological, physiological, pathological
novels ; tales and comic and fantastic stories of every
sort and colour !

"

Yes, Monsieur Lesur; and, among those abounding

novels, we have, in fact, two masterpieces by Madame
Sand, Indiana and Valentine, and one of Eugene Sue's

best works. La Salamandre.

But let us deal first with Madame Sand, that herma-

phrodite genius who combined the strength of a man
with the grace of a woman ; who, like the ancient sphinx,

VI.—33

M
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the ever-mysterious enigma, crouched on the extreme

borders of art with the face of a woman, the claws of a

lion and the wings of an eagle. We will return afterwards

to Eugene Sue.

Madame Sand came to Paris a short time before the

Revolution of 1830. What did she come there to do ?

She will herself tell you with her accustomed frankness.

Madame Sand wears a woman's clothes, but only as

garments to cover her and not for purposes of concealment
;

of what use is hypocrisy when one possesses strength ?

" A short time before the Revolution of 1830," says the

authoress of Indiana, " I came to Paris with the object of

finding occupation, not so much of a lucrative nature as

a sufficiency. I had never worked except for pleasure
;

I knew in common with everybody else that un peu de

tout meant rien en somme. I laid great stress on work
which would permit me to remain in my own home. I

did not know what to turn to. Drawing, music, botany,
languages, history, I had nibbled at them all, and I regretted

very much that I had not gone deeply into any of them
;

for, of all occupations, the one that attracted me least

was to write for the public. It seemed to me that, apart
from a rare talent for it, which I did not feel to possess, it

was of less use than any other. I should, then, much
have preferred a particular profession. I had often written
for my own personal amusement. It appeared to me to

be very impertinent to pretend to be able to amuse or

interest other people, and nothing could have been less

congenial to my reserved character, a dreamer, and eager
for intimate friendships rather than for public exposure
of one's most intimate thoughts. In addition to this, I

knew my own language only very imperfectly. Educated
on classical reading, I saw romanticism spreading every-
where. I had at first scoffed at it and rejected it from
the solitudes of my own private comer, and from the
depths of my inner conscience, but, when I acquired a
taste for it, I became enthusiastic ; my taste, which was
then unformed, wavered between the past and the present,
without knowing where to settle, liking both without know-
ledge and without seeking a means of reconciling them."
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It is impossible better to describe the state of perplexity

in which genius is placed during a certain period of life,

drawn forward by faith and backward by doubt. Mean-
while, as the author of Indiana was then only twenty-

five, and had to choose between the bread of independence

and daily bread, she took up both painting on fans and
painting portraits at 15 francs apiece and also wrote a

novel. It was all very precarious work, the poorest trans-

fer copies varnished over produced a greater effect than the

young artist's water-colours ; for 5 francs—and a better

likeness than hers—the same portraits could be had which

she sold for 15 ; finally, the novel seemed so poor to George

Sand that she did not even attempt to turn it to account.

However, she felt that her true vocation was literature,

and^she decided to consult some successful hterary man.
There was at this period a litterateur in Paris of incon-

testable and almost uncontested genius, a writer of the

first rank, at all events as regards originality. He had

published various novels, and the most striking of them
had obtained as strange a success as, at the present

moment, Ourika and Edouard have had. He had tried

the theatre and written a comedy for the Frangais ; it

had collapsed amidst thunderous noise ! I have given an

account of his first and only performance. His name
was Henri de Latouche. He was a compatriot of George

Sand and a friend of the family. George Sand decided

to look him up.

De Latouche, as I have already said, I knew but slightly,

and, about 1832, I quarrelled with him because I was not

Republican enough to suit him, or, rather, because I

belonged to a different style of Republicanism than his.

He was at this time a man of forty-five, with a face that

scintillated with intellect, with a rather corpulent frame

and very courteous manners, although they covered an

infinite fund of irony. His language was choice and his

speech pure and well-modulated ; he spoke as he wrote,

or, rather, as he dictated. Was he a suitable guide for a
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beginner ? I have my doubts. De Latouche was arbitrary

in his opinions ; he thought that all who were not devoted

to him were hostile, all not for him against him. As
timid as a chamois, he continually believed there was a

hatched conspiracy on the way to calumniate and destroy

him. He retired into his retreat at la Vall^e-aux-Loups.

His enemies accused him of cowardice and tried to pursue

him there ; but, if they ventured too far, they returned

with their faces marked as with a tiger's claws. He began

by teasing the poor novice cruelly, condemning, like

Alcestis, all her literary attempts.

" Nevertheless," says George Sand, " beneath all the
jeerings and criticism, the sportive, trenchant, amusing
mockery he heaped upon me in our interviews, reason,

taste, in a word, art, presented itself to me. No one
excelled more than he in the destruction of the illusions

of conceitedness ; but no one had more kindly delicacy

in preserving hope and courage. He had a sweet and
touching voice, an aristocratic and clear pronunciation,
and a manner that was both alluring and teasing. The
eye that was put out when he was a child did not disfigure

him in the least, the only trace of the accident left was a
kind of red fire which shot from the pupil and gave him a
strange look of brilliancy when he was excited."

No, the eye did not disfigure de Latouche's face, but it

disfigured his character terribly ! Perhaps, also, he owed
some portion of his latent talent to this blind eye, as Byron
did^to his lame foot. We will go on quoting George Sand's

own words, which complete the picture of de Latouche's

character :

—

" M. de Latouche loved to instruct, to reprove, to
lay down the law ; but he quickly lost patience with
vain people, and turned his wit against them in derisive

compliments, which were inexpressibly malicious. When
he met a mind disposed to profit by his lessons, his satire

was more kindly ; his clutch became paternal and his

fiery eye softened ; and, after he had emptied the over-
flowings of his wit upon you, he let you see a tender,
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sensitive heart beneath, full of devoted and generous
feeling."

Six months went by in this kind of work between pupil

and master, the master pointing out what the scholar

ought to read, himself reading them to her in his own
fashion—namely, relating the book to her instead of

reading it, adding to the author's narrative the brilliant

embroideries of his imagination, letting fall from his lips

at every word he uttered a pearl or diamond, as did the

fairy in the Thousand and One Nights, of whom we all read

in our childhood.

De Latouche was editor of Le Figaro at this period;

a species of hussar of opposition, an officer of light cavalry

which daily tilted against the Government. The ordinary

editors of the paper were Felix Pyat and Jules Sandeau,

George Sand was added to them. This addition was
a sort of diploma of bachelor of letters. De Latouche's

three pupils (I hope, since George Sand accepted the title,

that the others will not disown it) had one common
editorial ofi&ce where they met daily at a given hour.

It was in this office, seated at the little tables covered

with green cloths, that they each wrote copy. Copy,
be it understood, is in this case very improperly the

synonym for manuscript. De Latouche gave out a

subject ; they enlarged upon it, and the paper appeared

to be written by one single mind, since it had but a single

spirit, and that spirit descended, like the Holy Spirit upon
the apostles, in tongues of fire upon his disciples. But
all these attentions did not serve to make the poor pupil

able to dispense with her master. The future author of

Indiana and of Valentine, and of so many other wonderful

books, did not know how to write a newspaper article, nor

how to be brief. De Latouche reserved for her all the

sentimental anecdotes which admitted of some enlarge-

ment of treatment ; but George Sand found she always
had to confine herself to the narrow limits of half a column,
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a column, or a column and a half at most, and, when the

article had begun to begin, it had to be ended off ; there was
no room left for more.

Out of the ten articles George Sand gave to her editor-

in-chief, often not a single one was of any use, and often

he lit his fire with the copy which, she declares, was no
good for anything else. Yet every day he said to her

—

" Do not be discouraged, my child. You cannot write

an article in ten lines ; but, some day, you will write

novels in ten volumes. Try, first of all, to rid your

mind of imitations ; all beginners start by copying others.

Don't be anxious, you will gradually find your own feet,

and be the first to forget how it all came to you."

And, as a matter of fact, during six weeks of the spring

of 1832, which she spent in the country, George Sand
wrote a novel in two volumes. That novel was Indiana.

She returned from the country, went to see Latouche
and confessed, trembling, the fresh crime she had just

committed.
" What good luck !

" exclaimed de Latouche ; "it

will be said that I foresaw this ; I have looked for and
found you a publisher

;
give him your novel."

" Will you not have a look at it, then ? " asked the

author.
" No, you are hard to read, and I do not like reading

manuscript. Take the two volumes to the publisher,

claim your 1200 francs, and I will criticise the work in its

printed form."

As George Sand knew of nothing better to do than to

follow this advice, she did as she was told. Sometimes
we say he and sometimes she ; I hope George Sand will

excuse us ! Have we not said that her wonderful genius

was as hermaphrodite as la Eragoletta of her master !

A month later, George Sand received from her publisher

the twelve copies reserved for the author. Indiana had
been published that very day. De Latouche entered.

" Oh ! oh !
" he said, scenting out the volumes fresh
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from the press, as the ogre in Tom Thumb smelt the fresh

flesh ;
" what is this ?

"

" Alas !
" replied the trembling pupil, " it is my book."

" Ah ! yes, Indiana, I remember."

But we will let George Sand herself tell about this

momentous occasion in her life.

" He seized a volume with avidity, cut the first pages
with his fingers, and began to make fim as usual, exclaim-
ing, ' Ah ! imitation, imitation, the usual style ! Here
is Balzac, were that possible !

' Coming out with me on
the balcony which runs round the roof of my house, he
said over again to me all the clever, excellent things he
had already told me, upon the necessity of being oneself,

and not imitating others. At first, I thought he was un-
just, but, as he went on speaking, I agreed with him. He
said I must return to my water-colours upon screens

and snuff-boxes, which amused me, certainly, more than
other pursuits, but for which, imfortunately, I found
no sale. My position had become desperate ; and yet,

whether because I had not entertained any hope of success,

or was provided with the light-heartedness of youth, I was
not upset by my judge's sentence, and passed a very
tranquU night. Upon awaking, I received this letter

from him which I have always kept :

—

" ' Forget all my severe remarks of yesterday, forget all

the hard things I have said to you the last six months
;

I have spent the night reading your-book, etc. . .
.'

" There follow two lines of praise, which only friend-

ship could have prompted, but which he had the bad taste

to put down, and the note ends with the paternal words :

' Oh, my child, I am proud of you !
'
"

With Indiana, George Sand put one foot inside the

literary world ; with Valentine she put both. You know
now how the masculine and virile genius who calls herself

George Sand began her career.



CHAPTER V

Eugene Sue—His family, birth, godfather and godmother—His edu-

cation—Dr. Sue's wine-cellar—Choir of botanists—Committee

of chemistry—Dinner on the grass—Eugene Sue sets out for

Spain— His return— Ferdinand Langl6's room— Captain

Gauthier

TWENTY kilometres from Grasse there lies a small

seaport called La Calle ; it is the cradle of the

Sue family, celebrated both in science and letters.

La Calle is still peopled by members of this family,

which, probably, composes half the population. It

was from here that, towards the close of the reign of

Louis XIV., a young, adventurous student set up as

a doctor in Paris. Becoming successful, he sent for

his nephew to come to the capital. Both became very

distinguished : Pierre Sue, as Professor of Forensic and

Librarian of the Medical School—he left behind him

works of great scientific value—Jean Sue, as Head,

surgeon to the Hospital de la Charity, Professor of

the School of Medicine, Professor of Anatomy at the

Ecole des Beaux - Arts, and surgeon to King Louis

xvr. This latter was succeeded by Jean-Joseph Sue,

who, besides the post of Professor to the Beaux-Arts,

which he inherited from his father, became principal

doctor to the king's military household. It was Eugene

Sue's father who had the famous discussion with Cabanis

about the guillotine, the inventor making out that

a person guillotined only felt a slight chill on the

neck, while Jean-Joseph Sue, on the contrary, main-

tained that it was dreadfully painful, and defended
5»o
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his opinion by arguments which proved his profound

knowledge of anatomy ; and by experiments made by
some German doctors and others. We read all the dis-

cussion in connection with our Mille et un Fantomes ;

and we admit to having taken a lively interest in it.

Eugene Sue was born on i January 1803. He was,

consequently, five months younger than I, and a few

days older than Victor Hugo. His godfather was Prince

Eugene and his godmother the Empress Josephine

;

hence, his Christian name Eugene. He was suckled

by a goat, and, for a long while, preserved the queer,

hopping gait of his foster-mother. He studied, or, rather,

did not study, at the College Bourbon :—like all men who
are destined to make for themselves an original and eminent

position in literature, he was an execrable scholar. His

father, a ladies' doctor, who gave a course of natural

history lectures for the benefit of society people, was married

three times. He was wealthy, possessing nearly two
million francs, and he lived in the rue du Chemin-du-Rem-
part, a street which has disappeared, but which was then

situated behind the Madeleine. The whole of this quarter

was at that time occupied by timber-yards : the ground
then not being worth half what it now is. M. Sue had
a fine house there and a magnificent garden. In the

same house as M. Sue, lived his sister, the mother of

Ferdinand Langle, who wrote upwards of fifty comic
operas with Villeneuve between 1822 and 1830.

At the period at which we have arrived, 1817 to 1818.

the two cousins went together to the College Bourbon,
that is to say, Ferdinand Langl6 went to the college,

and Eugene Sue was supposed to go there. He had a

private tutor at his residence. Father Delteil, a plucky
Auvergnat five feet in height, who, in fulfilment of his

tutorial duties, did not hesitate to have hand-to-hand
tussles with his pupil, when he fled into the garden only to

be pursued after the fashion of Virgil's Galatea. When
in the garden, the rebellious pupil gained an arsenal con-
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taining arms defensive and offensive. The defensive

arms were the borders of the botanical garden, amongst
which he took refuge, where his tutor dared not follow him
for fear of trampling under foot the rare plants which

the fugitive scholar crushed pitilessly without remorse

under foot ; the offensive arms were the supporting

stakes which bore labels with the scientific names of the

plants thereon, stakes which Eugene Sue converted into

javelins, and with which he overcame his master with a

skill that would have done honour to a pupil of Castor and
Pollux, the two cleverest javelin throwers of antiquity.

When it was demonstrated to Eugene's father that his

son's vocation was to throw javelins and not to expound
Horace and Vergil, he took him away from college, and
made him enter as an assistant-surgeon at the hospital

attached to the king's household, of which he himself

was head-surgeon. It was situated in the rue Blanche.

Eugene Sue there found his cousin, Ferdinand Langl6,

and the future doctor, Louis Veron.

We have said that Eugene Sue had many of his foster-

mother's characteristics : the scamp of the household,

ever ready to play wicked tricks, especially on his father,

who had just remarried, and who treated him very harshly.

But he avenged himself well in respect of this harsh

treatment ! Dr. Sue employed his pupils in preparing

his course of natural history lectures ; the preparations

were conducted in a splendid anatomical room that had

been bequeathed to the Beaux-Arts. It contained,

among other things, the brain of Mirabeau, preserved

in a glass jar. The legitimate organisers were Eugene

Sue and Ferdinand Langl6, and a friend of theirs called

Delatre, who afterwards became, and probably still is,

a doctor of medicine ; the amateur assistants were Achille

Petit, and that old and clever friend James Rousseau,

whom I have often mentioned. The preparations were

quite dreary enough, but were rendered more so because

close at hand were two cupboards full of wine, to whicli
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the nectar of the gods was but as the white wine of Limoux :

these wines were presents which the Allied Sovereigns had
given to Dr. Sue after 1814. There was Tokay, given by
the Emperor of Austria ; Rhenish wines, given by the King
of Prussia

; Johannisberg wines, given by M. de Metter-

nich; and, finally, a hundred bottles of Alicante, given

by Madame de Morville, which bore the most respectable

and venerable date 1750. They had tried every possible

means of opening the cupboards, which had virtuously

resisted persuasion as well as force ; they despaired of

ever making the acquaintance of Madame de Morville's

Alicante, M. de Mettemich's Johannisberg, the King of

Prussia's " Liebfraumilch," and the Emperor of Austria's

Tokay, otherwise than by the samples which, at Dr. Sue's

grand dinners, he poured out for his guests into glasses

the size of a thimble, when, one day, while fumbling
about in a skeleton, Eugene Sue found, by chance, a
bunch of keys. They were the keys of the cupboards !

First, they laid hands on a bottle of Tokay, sealed with
the Imperial seal, and emptied every drop in it ; then

they hid the bottle. The next day it was the turn for

the Johannisberg, and, the day after, for the " Liebfrau-

milch "
; next followed the Alicante. They disposed of

these three bottles in the same way as the first. But
James Rousseau, who was the oldest and, consequently,

possessed superior knowledge of the world to that of his

young friends, who had only just ventured their first

steps upon the slippery ground of society, judiciously

pointed out that, at the rate they were going, they would
quickly make a hole which Dr. Sue's eyes would per-

ceive, and so find out the truth. He therefore made the

astute suggestion of drinking but a third of the contents of

each bottle, filling them up with some composition which
should look as much like wine as possible, recorking

them scientifically and putting them back in their

places again. Ferdinand Langle approved the suggestion,

and added an amendment : namely, to proceed to the

I
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great and solemn occasion of opening the cupboard in

old-fashioned style, to the accompaniment of the singing

of choruses. Both propositions were carried unani-

mously. That same day they opened a cupboard to a

chorus copied from La Legon de botanique, by Dupaty. The
Corypheus sang

—

" Que I'amour et la botanique

N'occupent pas tous les instants ;

II faut aussi que Ton s'applique

A boire le vin des parents !

Chceur.

Buvons le vin des grands parents !

"

Then precept was followed by example. When started,

they composed a second chorus for the work. Their work
consisted especially in stuffing the magnificent birds which

they received from all four quarters of the globe.

This is the chorus of the workers

—

" Gofltons le sort que le del nous destine ;

Reposons-nous sur le sein des oiseaux ;

M61ons le camphre a la terebenthine,

Et par le vin 6gayons nos travaux."

Whereupon, they took a second pull at the bottle, which

was soon half-emptied. They next had to follow James
Rousseau's counsel and fill it up. For this purpose

they appointed a chemical committee, comprised of

Ferdinand Langl6, Eugene Sue and Delitre ; later,

Romieu was added to it. This chemical committee

concocted a horrible mixture of treacle, liquorice and
burnt sugar, replaced the wine with the improvised

mixture, recorked the bottle as carefully as possible and

put it back in its place. When it was a white wine, they

clarified the preparation with beaten-up white of egg.

But punishment occasionally falls upon the guilty.

M. Sue gave large and splendid dinner-parties : at

dessert, they sometimes drank Madame de Morville's

Alicante, sometimes His Majesty the Emperor of Austria's

Tokay, at others, M. de Metternich's Johannisberg, or the
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King of Prussia's " Liebfraumilch." All went swimmingly
if they happened to fall upon an unopened bottle ; but, if

they lit upon one examined and corrected by the committee
of chemistry. . . . Well, they had to swallow the drink

!

Dr. Sue tasted his wine, made a slight grimace, and said,
'' It is good, but wants to be drunk

!

" This was so

great a truth, and the wine did indeed cry out to be drunk,

that next day they began drinking it again. Such a per-

formance was bound to end in a catastrophe, and this one
proved no exception. One day, when they believed Dr.

Sue to be at his country place of Bouqueval, from whence
they reckoned he could not well return in the day, they

managed, by dint of various seductive overtures to the

cook and the servants, to have an excellent dinner served

thera]on the lawn in the garden. All the bird-stuffers, the

chemical committee included, were present, lying about

on the grass, crowTied by roses like Sybarites, drinking

Tokay and Johannisberg, or, rather, having drunk it,

when, suddenly, the door of the house leading out into

the garden opened, and the commander appeared—the

commander being Dr. Sue. Every one of them fled

and hid ; Rousseau alone took up his empty glass, refilled

a second glass, and, stumbling forward straight towards

the doctor, he said

—

" Ah ! dear Doctor Sue, this is the famous Tokay ! Let

us drink the health of the Emperor of Austria !

"

One can imagine the doctor's wrath when he found the

empty Tokay bottle on the grass, together with two bottles

of Johannisberg and three of Alicante. They had drunk
the Alicante like common wine. Talk of thievery, of

procureur du roi, of police correctionnelle, rolled in the

air like thunder rolling in the clouds during a storm.

Profound was the terror of the guilty parties. Delatre

knew of a dried-up well near Clermont and proposed to

take refuge in it !

A week later, Eugene Sue set out as assistant to explore

the country of Spain (in 1823). He did this and stayed a
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year at Cadiz, only returning to Paris at the beginning

of 1825. The heat of the Trocadero had made his hair and
moustache grow ; he was as beardless as an apple when he

left, and he returned as hairy as a king of the primitive

races and as bearded as a moujik. This capillary growth

doubtless flattered the doctor's vanity, but it did not

serve to unloosen his purse-strings, which he kept tightly

shut.

Desforges who had a small private fortune, and

Ferdinand Langle whose mother worshipped him, were

the two Croesuses of society ; several times, as did Croesus

with Cassar, they presented not 30,000,000 sesterces, but

20, 30, 40, 50 and even 100 francs to the most necessitous

of the joyous band. Besides his purse, Ferdinand Langl6

put at the disposition of the members of the society, who
were never sure of a bed or supper, his own room in M.

Sue's house, and the meal his mother always put ready

for him every night.

Ferdinand Langle, then a tall fellow of twenty-three,

author of a dozen vaudevilles, lover of the charming girl

called Fleurriet, who died before her time, an actress at

the Gymnase,^ rarely slept at home, but, as the servant

told his mother that Ferdinand lived with the frugality

of a monk, the good mother ordered a meal to be put upon
his bedroom table every night. The ser\'ant put the

supper on the table, and the key of the little street door in

an agreed spot. When a belated one was homeless he

turned his steps to the rue du Chemin-du-Rempart, put

his hand into a hole in the wall, found the key there,

opened the door, religiously put the key back in its place,

drew the door to behind him, lit the candle and, if he

* I have already spoken of her in connection with my literary

beginnings with de Leuven. Castaing was accused of having

poisoned her, but she really died from the effects of a fit of anger

against Poirson, manager of the Gymnase, concerning the engage-

ment by that theatre of Madame Theodore. The fit of anger

brought on brain fever, which carried her off in forty-eight hours.
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were the first to come, ate, drank and slept in the bed. If

a second followed the first, he found the key in the same
place, entered in the same way, ate the remains of the

fowl, drank the rest of the wine, lifted the bedclothes in

his turn and dived underneath them. If a third followed,

the same game was played with the key and door, only

the visitor found no more fowl or wine and no room in

the bed, but ate the rest of the bread and drank a glass of

water and stretched himself upon the couch. And so ad

infinitum. If the number increased immoderately, the

last-comers drew a mattress from the bed and slept on the

floor. One night, Rousseau arrived last and counted

fourteen legs. It was in this room that Henry Monnier
and Romieu met for the first time and made each other's

acquaintance. Next day they thee'd and thou'd each other,

and continued to do so until Romieu was appointed prefect

and tutoya-ed people no more. Next morning, they were
pretty often awakened by a visitor, a brigadier of the

Gardes, who, in passing by, came to look at the state of

Ferdinand Langl6's wine cellar. This brigadier, whom I

knew well, deserves particular mention. His name was
Gauthier de Villiers. He was not only one of the bravest

soldiers in the army, but one of the most active boxers in

France. The word boxer applies here to his whole body.

What became of Captain Gauthier, I have no idea. I

would gladly see him once more, even at the risk of his

breaking my wrist in shaking hands. He had the courage

and the good-heartedness of Porthos. Not for the whole
world would he have given a fillip to a child ; but he had
more wit than M. de Pierrefonds. He had served in the

Horse Grenadiers of the Empire ; he had made a special

name for himself as a sabreman ; when he charged and
stabbed an enemy on horseback, he would lift him from
his horse by the strength of his wrist and throw him
behind him, as though he were a truss of hay.

Gauthier stopped with one hand a tilbury that was going

at full trot. He would get off his horse, put it on his
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shoulders and carry it for ten, fifteen or twenty yards with

almost as much ease as his horse carried him. He would

pick up a china plate and put his finger through it with

the same ease as a bullet passes through a cardboard

target. One day at the barracks, they did him an injustice

for which he wanted to have satisfaction. He waited

on the bridge of the Tuileries for King Louis xviii., who
was to come out. Just as His Majesty's carriage passed

out at a fast trot, as usual, Gauthier leaped to the horses'

heads and stopped the coach dead. Louis xviii. put his

head out of the window and recognised his brigadier aux

gardes.
" Ah ! it is you," he said, in his little piping voice,

"it is you, Gauthier. Well, what do you want, my
friend ?

"

Gauthier then came up and laid bare his request.
" I will examine into it, I will examine into it," replied

Louis XVIII.

A week later justice was done Gauthier.

He had a special gift for saving life. If a man fell into

the water and was drowning, Gauthier jumped in and saved

him ; if any house caught fire and some tardy inmate was

in risk of being burned, Gauthier would save the laggard.

He saved old Vatteville from the Od^on conflagration,

and thirty-seven or eight others besides. Gauthier went

out in the African campaign as interpreter, and lived at

Algiers. In the expeditions made round the town, he

took a little cannon of four, instead of a rifle. When
he came up to the enemy he put it in position for firing,

and discharged it. At other times, he was contented

with a rampart gun. While in the guards he had a magni-

ficent horse which had the following history. It had
the twofold fault of throwing its rider to the ground, and,

when he was there, of bending to bite him : they decided

to kill it. But, when proceeding to the execution,

Gauthier came into the Hotel du quai d'Orsay, and saw

the whole company assembled together, deploring the
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loss of such a splendid horse. He inquired into the

matter.
" Good !

" he said, " I will tackle it ; but on condition

that, if I conquer it, it shall be mine."

The bargain was agreed to, and they handed him a

bridle. The horse quietly allowed itself to be mounted
;

so Gauthier had not much trouble in leaping on its back.

When he was there, the horse began its tricks and games,

shying to right and to left, etc., but the rebellious animal did

not know with whom it had to deal. Gauthier began to

press his knees in ; the horse, which was breathing hard,

redoubled its leapings : Gauthier pressed more strongly.

It was a splendid struggle to watch ; the horse was van-

quished, and ended by falling on its knees and lying

down. Gauthier leapt off to free himself from the animal,

then he waited. The horse was cured of his first fault,

which consisted in throwing its rider ; it must also be

cured of its second habit of biting. As we have said,

Gauthier remained standing ten yards from the horse.

He had subjugated it like another Alexander ; it remained

to find out if he was to be devoured by it like another

Diomede. In fact, as the horse regained its breath its

eye went red, its nostrils smoked with anger ; it raised

itself on its fore legs, then on its hind, looked at its enemy,

neighed and rushed upon him. Gauthier waited for it

in the position of a boxer ; he gave it a blow on the nose

and broke two teeth, the horse reared with pain, turned

round on its hind legs, and went into its stable. It was
conquered. You, d'Arpentigny, will remember that, you
too, Leroi and Ferdinand Langl6, my old friends in the

Guards ?

Well, Gauthier was one of the morning callers.

He went straight to the cellar, applied his lips to

the flask of rum or brandy, and swallowed as much
as was in it. He began by feeling in his pockets ; we
must do him that justice, but they were as empty as the

cellar. Then, seeing three or four waistcoats and as

VI.—34
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many trousers lying about haphazard, he began to pass

them in review. The sleepers watched him do it, one

eye half open and the other completely shut ; they were

quite easy, for it was neither their waistcoats nor their

trousers that Gauthier wanted : he could hardly get into

the largest—he wanted their contents, and they contained

nothing. Romieu alone manifested some disquietude

;

he had 19 sous in his waistcoat pocket. Gauthier fell

upon the treasure. Romieu wanted to get up and

dispute possession of his 19 sous with Gauthier.

Gauthier pinned him down on his sofa with one hand,

and, with the other, rang for the servant. When he

appeared, Gauthier said to him

—

" Go and fetch 19 sous' worth of brandy."

The servant prepared to obey.
" But, sacre bleu/ " said Romieu, " I live in the faubourg

Saint-Germain : as least leave me a sou to cross the pont

des Arts."
" That is quite reasonable," said Gauthier, putting

back one sou into Romieu's waistcoat. " Go and fetch

me 18 sous' worth of brandy," he said to the servant.

It was upon that day and occasion that the robbed one,

whom Gauthier had deprived of his 18 sous, but not of his

spirits and quick-wittedness, made the famous chanson—
" J'nai qu'un sou,

J'nai qu'un sou,

La richess' n'est pas TPdrou !

Je din'rai je ne sais pas oil ;

Mais, pour sflr, je n'ai qu'un sou I

"

I forget the rest of it, so ask Henri Monnier to sing

it you and he will recollect as vividly as I do the occasion

upon which it was made.



CHAPTER VI

Eugdae Sue is ambitious enough to have a groom, horse and trap—
He does business with the maison Ermingot, Godefroi et Cie

which permits him to gratify that fancy—Triumph at the

Champs-^lysees—A vexing encounter—Desforges and Eugdne
Sue separate—Desforges staurts Le Kaleidoscope at Bordeaux

—

Ferdinand Langle starts La Nouveauti at Paris—Cesar and the

negro Zoyo—Dossion and his dog

TIME rolled on and Eugene Sue grew up, and Dr.

Sue kept his purse-strings drawn tighter and tighter.

Eugene wanted to have a groom, horse and trap ; it was
necessary to have recourse to expediency. He was put

into communication with two worthy capitalists who sold

wine to young persons of good family who felt a vocation

for trading ; their names were MM. Ermingot and Godefroi.

We do not know whether these gentlemen still pursue

the trade ; but we will risk quoting their names, hoping they

will not take the following words for an advertisement.

MM. Ermingot and Godefroi made inquiries, and they

found that Eugene Sue was to inherit 100,000 francs from

his maternal grandfather, and about 300,000 or 400,000

from his father. They concluded that they might risk

somewhat. Eugene Sue received an invitation to lunch

at Bercy with one or two of his friends. He decided

to take Desforges, who was regarded as a society man
in whom Dr. Sue had the greatest confidence. They
were expected at the Grands or Gros Marroniers, I forget

which. It was a splendid lunch ; they made the two

young men taste the wines they had on hand, and
Eugene Sue, to whom wine was particularly seductive.

I
S3»
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was so pleased with them, that he bought some there and
then for a sum of 15,000 francs, which he settled for at

once by bills of exchange. The wine was deposited at

the house of a third party, with power to Eugene Sue to let

them be tasted and to sell them, and so make what profit

he could out of them. That profit, at the lowest estimate,

must have been at least from 5000 to 6000 francs. A
week later, Eugene Sue sold back to a confederate of

Ermingot & Godefroi Company his lot of wine for the

sum of 1500 francs ready money. He lost 13,500 francs

upon the speculation ; but, nevertheless, he had 1500

francs of money in hand at once with which to realise his

wish to possess a groom, horse and trap, an ambition which

,

for over a year, had disturbed the sleep of the two friends.

" How could he get a groom and horse and trap," the

reader asks, " for 1500 francs ?
"

It is incredible what credit 1500 francs ready money
will give, especially when one is a son of good family,

and when one can apply to one's father's trades-

people. They bought the trap from Sailer, the doctor's

carriage-dealer, and gave him 500 francs on account

;

they bought the horse from Kunsmann, where they

took riding lessons, and gave him about 500 francs. They
remained in possession of 500 francs : they engaged a

groom, whom they clothed completely from head to foot.

That was not ruinous, for they had credit at the tailor's,

the bootmaker's and the hatter's. They had attained

this magnificent result at the beginning of the winter

of 1824-25. The trap was kept through the winter.

In the spring, they decided to ride on horseback, to greet

the appearance of the first leaves. One morning they

set out ; Desforges and Eugene Sue were on horseback,

followed by their groom, also on horseback. The groom
made awful grimaces, which the passers-by were at a loss

to account for. Desforges and Eugene Sue alone knew
the cause of the working of poor John's facial muscles

:

they had bought him which morning boots which were too

I
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tight, and it had taken the combined efforts of both masters

to get their servant into them. Half-way to the Champs-
Elysees, as they were scattering greetings to men and
smiles to ladies, a green conveyance drew up and a head

appeared and examined the two elegants with stupe-

faction. The head belonged to Dr. Sue ; the green

vehicle was what the family called the three-lamped

carriage : it was a low conveyance, invented by the

doctor, from which one could descend without a step

—

the ancestor of all the small coupes in vogue nowadays.

The head struck the two young people as did the head of

Medusa ; only, instead of turning them to stone, it gave

them wings. They flew at a gallop, but, unluckily, they

had to return. They did not do so until the day but one

after, but they did return. Justice lay in wait at the

gate in the person of Dr. Sue. They saw they must confess

everything, and it was even a great relief to them ; for

the house of Ermingot & Godefroi was beginning to show
its teeth and to send stamped papers, as the six months'

bills drew near their end.

Dr. Sue's business agent w£is charged to settle matters

with Ermingot & Godefroi ; the firm had just had a

little dispute at the police correctionnelle, which made
them entirely accommodating : they returned the bills

of exchange, less 2000 francs, and gave a receipt in full

settlement. Whereupon Eugene Sue engaged to go back
to his post at the military hospital at Toulon. Desforges

completely lost the doctor's confidence ; it was found

out that he had been involved up to the hilt in the

Ermingot & Godefroi affair, and he was placed on the

index ; and this, as he had independent means of his own,

decided him to follow Eugene Sue to Toulon. Damon
never gave greater proof of his devotion to Pythias.

They left after spending the night together ; but, at the

moment of departure, enthusiasm ran so high that Romieu
and Mira (son of the celebrated Brunei), decided to escort

them to the dihgence. Eugene Sue and Desforges were
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in the coupe ; Romieu and Mira galloped by the side of

each door. Romieu galloped as far as Fontainebleau
;

there he was obliged to dismount. Mira was carried

away three leagues farther, then he too was obliged to

stop. The diligence continued imperially on its way,

leaving the wounded on the road. They reached Toulon

on the third day—now, one can go in twenty-four hours.

The first care of the exiles was to write for news of their

friends ; Romieu had been taken back to the capital on

a stretcher. Mira had preferred to await his convalescence

where he was, and, a fortnight later, returned in a carriage

to Paris. The exiles settled themselves at Toulon, and

began to play ducks and drakes with the remains of their

Parisian grandeur, which, somewhat faded in Paris, was
looked upon as luxury in Toulon. The Toulonnais began to

to look upon the newcomers with an evil eye. They called

Eugene Sue le beau Sue. It was much worse when they

saw the dandies come nightly to the theatre, and when
they perceived that they came especially to ogle Made-
moiselle Florival, la premiere amoureuse ! It was almost

like attacking the authorities ; the Sous-pr^fet had her

specially under his care. Tho two Parisians were sub-

scribers, and demanded entrance into the wings. Desforges

made capital of his quality as author ; he had already

had two or three pieces played. Eugene Sue was innocent

of all literature, and gave no signs of a vocation for the

career of a man of letters—he was more of an artist ; as

a youngster he had gone through the studios, drawing,

sketching, painting. Scarcely three or four years ago,

I saw in an old street near the Madeleine, now vanished,

a horse which he had drawn on the wall with black varnish

and a shoe brush. The horse crumbled away with the

street ! The door of the wings remained pitilessly closed,

which gave the Toulonnais the incontestable right of

jeering at the Parisians. Luckily Louis xviii. died on
i6 September 1824, and Charles x. conceived the idea of

getting himself crowned. The ceremony was to have
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taken place in the Cathedral of Rheims on 26 May 1825.

Now, how could the death of Louis xviii. in Paris and
the coronation of King Charles x. at Rheims open the

doors of the Toulon theatre to Desforges and Eugene
Sue ? In this way.

Desforges suggested to Eugene Sue to write what was
called at that period an d-propos upon the coronation.

Eugene Sue agreed. The d-propos was written and played

in the midst of universal enthusiasm. I still have the

trifle, written entirely by the hand of Eugene Sue. The
same evening the two authors gained entrance behind

the wings in imassailable fashion. Mademoiselle Florival

did not prove more strict than the administration, and
gave the two authors the run of her house. They both
took advantage of it without any jealous feeling. The
friendship of Desforges and Eugene Sue was akin to

that of Damon and Pythias. About June 1825 Pythias

and Damon parted ; Eugene Sue remained alone in

possession of the entry to the theatre and to Mademoiselle

Florival's. Desforges departed to Bordeaux. Why did

he go to Bordeaux ? He thought he was simply going

to see a friend : he went to start a newspaper. Mj'sterious

and deep are the ways of Providence ! Desforges thought of

spending one or two days with his friend. Tessier took him
to a bookseller, where they not merely sold books but also

produced literature. It was in his shop, situated, I believe,

in the rue Esprit-des-Lois, that the Hotel Rambouillet
of Bordeaux was held. The traveller there found eight

or ten young people eager to catch a whiff of the Parisian

breezes which carry literary pollen all over the world.

"Ah! if we only had a newspaper," they said; "if

only we had some one to start one !

"

" Very well, here am I !
" replied Desforges, and as the

upshot of this meeting, thanks to Desforges, Le Kaleidoscope

was founded. Thus were scattered abroad the missionaries

of the new faith, who prepared the great literary movement
of 1827, 1828 and 1829.
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Desforges, who only knew me by name at this period,

not by my literary works—which were non-existent at

that time—and by my childish name, which he had heard

at M. Collard's, the good worthy tutor of whom I have

had occasion to speak in these Memoirs, put some verses

of mine in Le Kaleidoscope, a portion of my elegy on the

death of General Foy, so far as I can recollect. Later,

this formed the touchstone for our acquaintance in Paris.

One day, I went into the Caf6 des Vari6tes, and Desforges

was chatting with Th6aulon, who nodded good-day to me.

A minute later, Desforges came to me.
" Do you know," he said, " what Th6aulon has just

been saying about you ?
"

" Thdaulon is very fond of me : you must not believe

blindly all he says or even what he thinks of me."
" ' Well,' he said, ' do you see that tall thin fellow, he

will out-distance us all in literature.'
"

I sent a dubious smile across to Th^aulon and a sign of

gratitude. From that day dated our acquaintance, or

rather, let us say, our friendship with Desforges. Whilst

Desforges was at Bordeaux starting Le Kaleidoscope,

Ferdinand Langl6 was starting La NouveautS newspaper

in Paris
;

yet another open tribute to the new school,

another finger-post marking a step forward.

Langle had conceived a financial idea which was not so

bad for an assistant-surgeon in the Guards, especially

when one considers that the idea preceded by seven years

the appearance of Emile de Girardin, the man who had
the most ideas about printing concerns : the first thousand

subscribers to La NouveauU at an outlay of 60 francs were

to become proprietors of half the shares of the paper
;

the other half naturally belonged to the founder, Ferdinand

Langl6. A fortnight after the prospectus had been sent

out, they had 60,000 francs in the bank. I say in the

bank, but, unluckily, there wasn't a bank : it was the

want of a fixed place for depositing the money which
led to there being only one cashier in a short time.
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Heaven knows that it was not the cashier who had eaten

up the money, we can give unexceptionable proof of this.

The banker of La Nouveaute had a horse and carriage and

a negro servant ; he gave Zoyo (that was the servant's

name) 7 francs per week for his board, and for that of his

horse 28 francs per month ! It was for him to make what

profit he could out of it. He managed to feed himself out

of the 7 francs, and to feed his horse with the outside rinds

of melons, the leaves of salad and cabbage stalks which

he found on rubbish heaps—he called it putting C^sar

out to grass. When that was insufficient, Zoyo begged

from the passers-by.
" Why are you begging, you odd fish ? " one of them

asked him.
" Monsieur," replied Zoyo, "it is not for myself but for

my poor C6sar, who is dying of hunger."

Then he would point to the horse, whose noble and

dignified bearing inspired sympathy. When the melon

rinds, salad leaves and cabbage stalks were insufficient,

and the appeals to public charity had yielded badly, Zoyo

arrived at a great decision. He went to the boot-blacks

who had an establishment at the entrance of the passage

Feydeau, and blacked boots at half-price for the manager

of the business. When he had earned 10 sous by cleaning

ten pairs of boots, he converted his gain into a small

quantity of oats or half a truss of hay, and Cesar dined as

well as possible. When the hank closed at five o'clock,

Cesar was harnessed and put into the trap ; Zoyo clad

himself in white breeches with top-boots, a yellow waist-

coat, green coat and a broad-laced hat, decorated with a

black cockade, and brought the trap round to the office

door, No. 67 rue de Richelieu, opposite the bibliotheque

Nationale. The banker jumped up into his trap, Zoyo

flung back the hood and mounted up behind ; they went

to the boulevard, and drove as far as the place Louis xv.,

then along the Champs-Elys6es and took a turn or two

under the trees.
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If people asked

—

" Who is the gentleman with the chestnut horse, green

trap and negro groom ?
"

The reply was

—

" He is the banker of la Nouveaute newspaper."

This did the newspaper good. But it was not enough

to have a carriage only, it wanted a responsible editor,

too. It was much more difficult at that period to find

a responsible editor, and yet they were compelled to

have one : many lawsuits were brought against news-

papers, many responsible editors were thrown into prison
;

responsible editors, therefore, were an absolute necessity.

Ferdinand Langle cast his eye upon a kind of dwarf

named Dossion. The police of the time did not demand
that a responsible editor should have a special style of

figure. This Dossion was a singular person, with a red

nose and a curved back and he was always mounted on
his high horse. I remember we called him the drum-major

of the rats of the sewers of Montmartre. You may hunt

up the origin of the name if you like ! I have quite forgotten

what it was ; but, of course, it was connected with some
legend of the time, now forgotten. He had been

prompter at the Vaudeville, and had done so much for

good D^saugiers that he had obtained a part for him in

the Arlequins, where he was Laporte's understudy ; but

as he was short-sighted, on the day of his first appearance

he conceived the ingenious notion of putting short-sighted

spectacles to his mask : only he had not thought of one

thing—the heat of the theatre dimmed the glasses, with

the result that, as Dossion was running after Colombine,

he did not see where he was putting his foot and dis-

appeared down the prompter's trapdoor. Unlike roses,

which only live a morning, Dossion had but lived one
night. We invented a practical joke by means of which
we made Dossion come on livid with anger. He had a
dog of the same colour as d'Artagnan's horse, fluctuating

between the shade of a jonquil and that of a buttercup.
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As Dossion was mortally offended, we pretended that his

dog had presented a petition to the Chamber to be author-

ised to leave his master ; but M. de Villele's three hundred

looked upon the matter as a political affair, and one of

them even uttered the famous sentence

—

" Anarchy is beginning to raise its head !

"

Castor's petition had passed into the order of the day.

The unlucky animal, compelled to remain attached to

Dossion, died of ennui. I do not know whether Dossion

is dead or alive : if alive, the lines I have just written

are a homage rendered him ; if dead, a flower which I

throw on his grave.^

' See Appendix.
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Eugfine Sue's debut in journalism— L'Homme-Mouche— The

merino sheep—Eugdne Sue in the Navy—He takes part in

the battle of Navarino—He furnishes a house—The last folly

of youth—Another Fils de I'Homme—Bossange and Desforges

TOWARDS the end of 1825, Eugene Sue returned from

Toulon. He found La Nouveaute in a most pros-

perous state. As his friend Ferdinand Langl6 was the

manager ; as Sue had just had an d-propos played at

Toulon of which he was the author, he naturally

became editor of the paper. They asked him for articles,

and he did four, a series entitled L'Homme-Mouche.

These were the first items by the author of Mathilde

and of the Mysteres de Paris, which had been printed ;

it seems strange we should give them here. Our Memoirs,

as we have said, are the literary archives of the first half

of the nineteenth century ; besides, it is always interest-

ing to artists to study the early start of men who have

attained to the height of our illustrious confrere.

The four articles which he wrote appeared on Monday,

23 January 1826, Wednesday 25, Sunday 29, Tuesday 31.

^

We can see that the opposition of our friend Eugene Sue

does not date from yesterday.

Meantime, La Nouveaute did not pay its contributors

very well. On the other hand. Dr. Sue remained in-

flexible : he had taken to heart not only the wine drunk,

but, still more, the wine they had spoiled ! There re-

mained one source, of which they only availed them-

selves on great occasions ; this was a Louis xvi. enamel-
> See Appendix.
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backed watch, given by his good godmother, the Empress

Josephine. In extreme cases, they took it to the pawn-

shop and got 150 francs on it. This defrayed the

expenses of the Shrove Tuesday of 1826 ; but then, after

holding out as long as possible, he had to take the

step of going away into the country. Bouqueval offered

the young men rural and frugal hospitality, so they went

there.

Easter arrived, and with it some guests ; each had pro-

mised to bring his share of food : one a lobster, another a

meat pie, etc. ; but, as ill luck would have it, each counted

on his neighbour, and, all of them probably being short of

money, none of them brought anything. They went

straight to the stables and killed a sheep : it was a mag-

nificent merino, which Dr. Sue was keeping for show

purposes ! It was skinned, roasted and eaten up to the

very last cutlet. When the doctor learnt this fresh mis-

deed he got into an abominable temper ! Happily, Eugene

Sue confronted these paternal outbreaks with admirable

serenity. The good lad had a charming nature, he was

ever gay, joyous and laughing. Is he still the same, now
that he is a man ? Care has lined his face, and exile weighs

heavily on his heart ! Orders were given for Eugene

Sue to leave Paris. He went into the navy, and made
two voyages to the Antilles—hence, his novel Atar Gull

and his magnificent landscape passages, which read

like fairyland, seen through the fissures of a stage

curtain. Then he returned to France. A decisive battle

was to be fought against the Turks : Eugene Sue em-

barked in his official capacity as adjutant on board the

Breslau, Captain la Bretonniere'; he was present at the

battle of Navarino, and brought back as spolia opima

a magnificent Turkish costume—which, on his return,

was eaten up to the last bit of lace—a sabre and a Koran.

Whilst living on the Turkish costume, Eugene Sue, who by

degrees was pickin'' up the taste for literature, had acted,

with Desforges, / lonsieur le Marquis. Finally, about
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the same time, Plick et Plock, his first departure in the

way of a novel, appeared in La Mode.

Meanwhile, Eugene's maternal grandfather died, leav-

ing him nearly 75,000 francs. Here was an inexhaustible

fortune ! So the young poet, who was then twenty-four,

sent in his resignation to the ministre de la marine, and
furnished his house. We say that he furnished his

house, because Eugene Sue, artist by custom and instinct,

was the first to furnish a suite of rooms in the modern
fashion ; he was the first to have all those charming

knick-knacks which no one then wanted, but which every-

body snatches at nowadays : coloured glasses, china

plates, Saxe china, renaissance chests, Turkish sabres,

Malayan daggers, etc. Then he went to Gudin's studio

and began to paint. We have said that Eugene Sue drew,

or rather sketched, quite cleverly. He had, I remember,
brought an album from Navarino of twofold curiosity, both

from the illustrations, and from the artistic point of view.

It was while with the famous sea painter that the last of

Eugene Sue's escapades happened, and this closed the

list of those youthful follies which had made the society

of Rousseau, Romieu and Eugene Sue notorious. We
have related in connection with the parody of Henry IV.,

the famous attack made on the porter in the rue du Mont-

Blanc, known by the nickname of Portier je veux de tes

cheveux, which found its way into Les Mystires de Paris.

Gudin, who was then thirty, was already in the full tide

of his talent and the splendour of his renown ; amateurs

snatched at his works, women quarrelled over the man.
Gudin, like all artists of a certain standing, received

letters from unknown women from time to time, desiring

to make his acquaintance, and making appointments with

him for that purpose. One day, he received two such;

both letters fixing the same hour. Gudin could not break

himself in two, and he spoke of his difficulty to Eugene Sue.

So Eugene Sue offered to take his place. It is but a step

from pupil to master ; besides, there was a great physical
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resemblance between the two men : they were the same
height, both wore beards, had dark hair, fine eyes, and
splendid teeth ; one was twenty-seven, and the other thirty

;

the worst treated of the two unknown women could not

have cried out against the thief. Furthermore, they put

the two letters in a hat, and each took his out. From
that moment, and during the rest of the day, there were

two Gudins and no Eugene Sue. Each went to his

appointed place that night ; next day, both returned

enchanted. The thing might have lasted for ever, but

inquisitiveness always destroys women—witness Eve and
Psyche. The lady who had obtained the false Gudin as

her share had artistic tastes ; when she had made the

painter's acquaintance, she would insist upon visiting the

studio to see Gudin work, palette and paint-brush in hand.

Among the number of inquisitive women, we have for-

gotten Semele, who wanted to see her lover Jupiter in all

his splendour, and who was burned alive by a flash of

lightning. The false Gudin could not withstand the

many pleadings, and consented to grant a rendezvous to

the beauteous curieuse on the morrow. She was to come
at two o'clock in the afternoon, the most favourable

time of day for light on painting. At a quarter to two,

Eugene Sue, clad in magnificent livery, waited in Gudin's

antechamber ; at a few minutes to two, the bell was
tremulously rung by the happy visitor. Eugene Sue went

to open the door. The lady, eager to see everything,

began by casting her glances on the servant, who looked

a smart, strapping youth, and who bowed humbly before

her. Her examination was followed by a terrible cry.

"Horrors! A lackey! . .
." The lady hid her face in her

handkerchief and ran precipitately down the stairs. At a

masked ball soon after, Eugene Sue met her again, and
tried to renew acquaintance with her ; but she persisted

in believing that he was still disguised, and Eugene Sue

could not get anything from her but the words he had heard

before
—

" Horrors ! a lackey ! . .
."
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The campaign of Algiers arrived, and Gudin went with

the expedition ; the two friends became separated.

Eugene Sue took to literature. Atar Gull was begun at this

period. Then came the July Revolution. Eugene Sue

and Desforges together wrote a comedy entitled Le Fils de

I'Homme. Barth^lemy's poem will be recollected upon the

same subject : the King of Rome, a poetic figure, lonely

and imprisoned at Schonbriinn, as Napoleon had been at

St. Helena. Youthful memories awoke in Eugene Sue

;

he remembered that Josephine had been his godmother,

and that he bore the name of Prince Eugene.

The comedy was written, but got no further. Not only

had the Orleanist reaction been rapid, but Desforges,

one of its authors, had become secretary to Mar^chal

Soult. But an author's conceit is a most venturesome

passion, just as poor girls may be seen to betray their

maternity through their maternal love. One day, when
Desforges had been breakfasting with Volnys, he drew

the incendiary play from his portfolio and read it to his

host. Volnys is the son of a general of the Empire.

Volny's heart was melted with the reading.

" Leave me the manuscript," he said ;
" I want to read it

again."

So Desforges left it him. Six weeks went by. A rumour

went abroad secretly in the literary world that a great

excitement was being prepared at the Nouveautes. People

questioned what that event could be.

Bossange was then the manager of the theatre ; he

collaborated with Fr^d^ric Souli6 in two or three dramas,

and was one of the cleverest men in Paris. Bossange we
say, was manager, and included our dear D^jazet among
the number of his staff. The two of them together were

known to be capable of doing anything. The rumour

of this literary event, which was to turn Paris upside

down, reached the ears of Desforges, buried away though

he was in the recesses of his office. He trembled, and a

revelation came to him. Suppose the dramatic sensation
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was to be the first performance of the Fits de VHomme !

He decided to go that very night to the Nouveaut^s, and
to find out about it from Bossange. Accordingly, by eight

o'clock, Desforges was behind the wings.
" Oh ! do not discuss your business with me to-night,

my dear Desforges !
" said the manager to him. " I am

in a state of despair ! Such and such a man (I forget who)
has failed us with his play, and we are obliged at the very

last moment to give a play that was under rehearsal and
not properly learnt. Come, stage manager, is Dejazet

ready ?

"

" Yes, Monsieur Bossange."
" Well, give the three raps and announce what we

have arranged."

They did so ; shouts went up of " Take your places

on the stage !
" and Desforges was obliged to sit down like

the others behind a wing.

The stage manager in a white collar and black coat

went on the stage, and after the usual three bows he
said

—

" Gentlemen, one of our actors having fallen ill at the

last moment, we are obliged to give you, instead of the

second piece, a new comedy which was to have been put
on in three or four days' time. We beg you to accept
the exchange."

The audience to whom a new play was being offered

instead of an old drowned the manager's words with
applause. The curtain fell, and rose almost immediately
afterwards. At this moment, Dejazet came down out of

his dressing-room in the uniform of an Austrian colonel.
" Ah ! good heavens !

" exclaimed Desforges, stopping
him, " what are you going to play ?

"

" To play ? V^hy le FUs del'Homme . . . Come, let me
pass, monsieur author !

"

Desforges' arms fell and D6jazet passed on.

The great event of the Theatre des Nouveautfe was in

fact the representation of le Fits de VHomme ; only,

VI—35



546 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

Bossange, who feared some hindrance from the Govern-

ment, had preserved the profoundest secrecy and, as we
see, played the comedy suddenly.^

" But, you may say, was there a censorship in 1830 ?
"

" D'Artagnan, my good friend, take your hat off to the

person who has honoured us by putting that question to

us, and salute profoundly, then reply

:

"Ah! monsieur, worse luck, there is always a censor-

ship."

^ See the complete biography of Eugdne Sue, in Les Morts vont

vite, tome 11. p. i

.



BOOK VIII

CHAPTER I

The political duels

AT the beginning of the year 1833 which now opens

before us, the eyes of all France were turned towards

the Chateau de Blaye, in which Madame la duchesse de
Berry had been incarcerated.

On 28 January a question was put to the Govern-
ment by M. de Dreux-Br6z6 in connection with a

petition addressed to the Chambre des Pairs, by several

pensioners of the old Civil List, relative to the detention

of the princess. It should be said that, for the most
part, with but few exceptions, the moral feeling of France

rose up against that detention as it has since risen against

that of Abd-el-Kader. M. de Dreux-Brez6 had asked
leave to speak, and it had been granted. He mounted
the tribune.

" As the Chamber has allowed me to speak," he said,
" I will permit myself to point out to it that the right

of petition laid down by the charter has, for some time
past, become an illusory right in the Assembly. A great
number of petitions relative to the law about the state of
siege have been addressed to the Chamber, but as yet no
report has been brought in upon it. Now I ask you, why
has no such report been drawn up ? If it is not done
when the Chamber has decreed a law upon the subject,
what becomes of the right of petition ? But there are
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other petitions of a higher order which I am amazed not
to see brought forward ; I mean those relating to the
captivity of an illustrious princess whose fate is attracting

the notice of France and Europe. I cannot be ignorant
of their existence, since they have nearly all been addressed
to me to place before the Chamber ; I will, therefore,

seize the opportunity which is offered to me by the publicity

of its debates to testify to the petitioners my deep gratitude

for the confidence with which they have honoured me.
I received a petition this morning relative to the same
object, containing seventeen hundred signatures. How is

it, gentlemen, that, in contempt of the right of petition,

thousands of signatures are allowed to be buried in port-

folios which demand the setting at liberty of Madame
la duchesse de Berry ? And under what circumstances ?

It is impossible not to feel the liveliest fear for her person
and well-founded alarms in other directions ; for, taking
into account the unhealthiness of her place of detention,

her captivity is not merely an arbitrary act, but becomes
an attempt upon her life ! I do not propose, gentlemen, to

enter into a discussion here which, at this juncture, would
be irrelevant ; but I ask the Chamber to fix at once the
day for a debate on the numerous petitions which plead
for the liberty of Madame la duchesse de Berry."

The Keeper of the Seals next mounted the Tribune,

and replied

—

" The speaker complains of the place in which the
Duchesse de Berry is detained. Would he allow perpetual
civil war in la Vendue ? That is doubtless not his idea,

but one might reasonably interpret his views in that way,
when he asks for the liberty of the Duchesse de Berry,
seeing the use to which she put her liberty."

Next, the Ministre de lTnt6rieur added a few words,

saying that, even if the Chateau de Blaye were an un-

healthy dwelling-place, it was a matter of public knowledge

that the town had never been attacked by any sort of

epidemic. He did not, therefore, understand the animosity

of those persons who stated that the place of detention had
been chosen with the intention of undermining the health

of the august prisoner.
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The incident led to nothing at all. TheChambre des Pairs,

after the Due de Fitz-James and M. de Chateaubriand's

resignation, was nothing but a kind of record office where

the laws of the Chambre des Deputes were registered.

Now, it came to pass, in spite of the Keeper of the Seal's

statement and that made by the Ministre de I'lnterieur,

that the health of the Duchesse de Berry soon caused

enough uneasiness for the Government to dispatch MM.
Orfila and Auvity to Blaye. Their departure was annoimced

in a Government newspaper, Le Nouvelliste, I beheve. It

confined itself to saying that the two famous practitioners

had to examine into an important question of forensic

medicine. The vague curtness of the statement roused

comments on all sides. Le Nouvelliste, being forced to

give an explanation, inserted the following paragraph :

—

" Many newspapers have printed a thousand con-

jectures as to the mission of MM. Orfila and Auvity at

the Chateau de Blaye. That mission contains nothing

to justify the multitude of comments to which it has given

rise. The condition of Madame la duchesse de Berry presents

nothing to cause disquiet ; only, for some time, she has been

sufficiently out of health for it to be deemed advisable to

afford her the opportunity of consulting the two men who
are the most deserving of confidence, 5l. Orfila, doyen of

the medical faculty, and M. Auvity, one of whom is her

ordinary doctor and the other her consulting physician.

The situation of the prison in which Madame la duchesse

de Berry is confined necessitates this natural proceeding,

and it is in that sense we called the mission of the two
doctors forensic."

In consequence of this declaration, Le Corsaire surmised

that the Duchesse de Berry's indisposition was that of

pregnancy. The following day, a young Carlist, M.

Barbot de la Tresoridre, appeared at the offices of the

paper to call the author of the article out in a duel or,

failing the author, the responsible manager, M. Viennot.

M. Viennot replied that he could only accept responsibility

for the article in the event of the author not accepting
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responsibility. He asked to be allowed a day before he

could return an answer to M. Barbot de la Tr6sori^re.

That gentleman thought the request quite fair, but mani-

fested a desire that the reply should be very definite, the

aim of the Carlist party being to prevent any shadow of

suspicion falling upon the reputation of the illustrious

prisoner. Hardly had the last words been uttered before

one of the editors of the Corsaire came out of the editorial

office. He had heard everything and came up to M. de

la Tr^soriere.
" Monsieur," he said to him, " I am the author of the

article which you claim to regard as insulting. My name
is Eugene Briffault and I am entirely at your disposition."

The duel acceded to, the rest of the affair was for the

seconds to settle. The seconds had an interview and
arranged that the meeting should take place next day at

eight in the morning in the bois de Boulogne. At the

agreed hour, the two adversaries met upon the ground.

Pistols had been the weapons selected. The two adver-

saries were placed at a distance of thirty yards from one

another : at the third clapping of hands they were to

fire simultaneously. Both fired at the same instant.

M. Briffault's bullet missed ; M. Barbot de la Trdsoriere's

buried itself in M. Briffault's shoulder to such purpose that

it could never be extracted. The wound was serious.

M. Briffault was carried to Etienne Arago's, manager of the

Vaudeville. It need hardly be said that there the injured

man was nursed with brotherly devotion. And yet, on
the very same day on which the duel had taken place, La
Quotidienne contained the following passage :

—

" 30 January—MM. Orfila and Auvity have just re-

turned from Blaye, where they accomplished the mission
with which they were entrusted. What that mission
was, the Government does not say. But we will, because,
with Madame, we think that it is a case where the sacrifice

of the most sacred conventions is demanded by honour
itself. ,
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" For about a week past, infamous rumours have been
spread abroad concerning Madame's condition. Respect-
able people of all parties have heard them with disgust,

and we owe it to truth to declare that the Liberal opposi-

tion has loudly pronounced its indignation. One does not
imagine that those in authority are generally in ignorance
of such shameless insinuations ; one presumes that some,
at all events, of those in authority are a party to the
calumny ; but it would not occur to any one that they
were the first to be themselves the dupes. Base words
were repeated, it is true, and especially by M. Thiers, but
one could not believe in a miracle of stupid malignancy.

" Well, they were deceived ; less guilty, if you like,

but more inept than could be imagined ; what they said

they believed ; you understand ? Let us, however, pass
rapidly over these shameful matters. We will restrict

ourselves to showing to what excess of blindness certain

men can be led astray when possessed by base passions.

Thus, then, the two learned doctors went to the citadel

of Blaye. Behold them in the presence of Madame ! They
stammer and try to speak ; they speak ; but they had
not uttered three words before Madame understood them.
Then it was (we report it from evidence which certainly

cannot be questioned) that, under this ordeal, cruel for

any woman, offensive to a woman of the blood royal,

then it was, we say, that Madame rose, armed with her
character, to a sublime effort, above common charges and
vulgar susceptibilities. Calm, without apparent emotion,
less agitated, probably, than the men before her, the
princess addressed them powerfully ; she spoke to their

conscience, she invoked their sense of honour, called upon
them to fulfil their mission fully, she demanded that their

professional opinion should be pronounced fully, entirely,

unquestionably ; she wished that before God and men
they should testify what they knew of the widow of the
Due de Berry, the mother of Henri v. ! The two learned
men obeyed Madame's commands ; formed their opinion,

found out all that it was necessary they should know and
then withdrew, blushing for shame.
"A first report was rapidly dispatched to the men who

had beheved. . . . Hence, a clumsy disavowal, which we
have printed with all the mistrust it is bound to inspire.
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Authority dare not go further ; it has not the courage to

confess what it expected from the two professional men,
or what it learnt from them."

The affair, as one can see, was begim by the Carlist

party, both as an armed struggle and as written polemics,

and it was entered into as boldly as possible. We shall

see that it was upheld by the Republican party with equal

ardour.

The report of MM. Auvity and Orfila, in fact, appeared

in Le Moniteur of 5 February. It contained no par-

ticulars likely to establish opinion as to the supposed

condition of the princess ; so the newspapers continued

to give rein to their conjectures. Le Corsaire, especially,

stuck to its announcement of Madame's pregnancy. The
upshot of it all was that a fresh challenge was made to her.

Le Corsaire gave its readers the following information :

—

" People have called at our offices to ask the reason for

an article we recently published about the Duchesse de
Berry. We replied that we did not recognise the right of

any mdividual to call us to accoimt in the name of the

Duchesse de Berry, and we refused all information on
the subject. We added that we were prepared even to

accept the ill-will of the Legitimist party on this head.

The word slanderous applied to the rumours spread about
the duchess does not concern us : it belongs to those in

high quarters, from whence the rumours have issued
;

their origin is now a matter of public notoriety. The
editor of the article has expressly declared that he main-
tains that what he has written is true. Time alone can
destroy or confirm his opinion. As for the political

attitude of the Carhst party, which we have represented

as thinking far more of conspiring than of fighting, we
will call to mind the actual words 01 the prisoner of Blaye.

When she saw the lists of those devoted to her, she

exclaimed, ' They offer me their names, but not their

arms !
' That exclamation was reported only a month

ago in a widely circulated paper and has not been denied.
" It IS not the first but the second time that Le Corsaire

has been exposed^to such attacks, and one of its editors,
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M. Briffault, has even had the misfortune of being wounded
by a so-called Legitimist whose right he had recognised

of taking up the cause on behalf of the prisoner of Blaye.

It is rather singular that the susceptibihty of the Carhst

party concerning the princes of the fallen family has only

shown itself since what they call the attempted defeat

by the patriotic party in June. It is true that royalty

boasts of having made the RepubHcans turn pale ; but

all royal personages were not, perhaps, vanquished on
that day along with Louis-Philippe. True, again, many
patriots were dispersed, banished, imprisoned, in con-

sequence of those June days ; but there are enough left

outside prison for the champions of legitimacy to be certain

of finding some one to deal with them at every opportunity
;

only, in disputing the honour of killing M. Brifiault, they

should have waited till his wound was first cured.

"It is, indeed, extraordinary, if one cannot write a

single word about the Duchesse de Berry without having

sword at hand when replying to everybody interested

in making a heroine of her. Who amused themselves by
breaking lances before the July Revolution, either for or

against the virtue of the Duchesse de Berry ? And yet,

slanderous rumours, whether true or untrue, were not

wanting then any more than now. But the duchess is

a captive, she is under misfortune ! This ought to make
the hearts of her attendant cavaUers bleed ; but, as for

us, who remember only too vividly how she danced at

the Tuileries whilst the heads of our friends were being

cut off on the place de Greve, it must be acknowledged

that consideration from our side can only proceed from
motives of pure generosity.

" The Carhst party is taking a very bad way to procure

the kindly feeling of the patriotic press for the prisoner of

Blaye ; it should sulfice for them to wish to impose silence

on us as to scandalous details, whether they exist or not

;

but, when they go on to talk so that we feel obliged to

dwell on gossip, which it is our usual custom to ignore,

certainly we will recognise these gentlemen's right to

testify against us in their devotion to the person of the

Duchesse de Berry in as large niunbers as they please ; they

will find at our office a long enough hst of people disposed

to oft'er them every occasion for distinguishing themselves
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which they may desire. These gentlemen must be count-

ing much on the approach of a third Restoration for their

devotion to begin to count, to allow themselves to be
flung in prison, to insult the July Revolution by pamphlets,
novels, signed protests, street processions, challenges

addressed to patriotic papers ; it would seem that the

moment has arrived for proving the famous Republican-
Carlist alliance. All right, that need not matter ! Let
the devoted knights state their numbers ; let them but
show themselves and get the question settled. In any
case, we shall not go in search of persons to help us who
take half-way views."

Such articles as these were not calculated to pacify

political hatreds. La Tribune took up the cause of Le

Corsaire and an ardent polemic took place between it

and Le Revenant. The editor of the latter paper was
then M. Albert de Calvimont, now pr^fet de I'empire. Le

National, in its turn, interfered, and Le Revenant found itself

confronted by three adversaries. M. Albert de Calvimont

received a collective challenge for himself and his friends

from La Tribune. He replied for himself personally, but

declined to be implicated on the grounds they wished to

impose upon him. At the same time, they replied to

an aggressive article by Armand Carrel by sending him
a list of a dozen persons from whom to select one name.

The report soon went about amongst us that a challeng-

ing list asking for twelve opponents had been sent to

Armand Carrel. I rushed off to Carrel ; there was a

crowd at his door to inscribe their names, and I wrote down
mine as did the others. I had not seen Carrel for a long

time ; we were not personally on cool terms with one

another; but Le National attacked the romantic school

bitterly, and our intercourse had become infrequent. I

probably owed the favour of being asked in to see him to

the rarity of my visits. He was breakfasting with the

charming lady of whom I have had occasion to speak,

whose life, in the midst of all these riotings and duellings.

was a perpetual torture, disguised beneath a smile o(
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easily detected sadness, but which was still a smile.

As far as I can remember, Gr^goire was at breakfast

with them.
" Ah ! so it is you !

" Carrel said to me ;
" some-

thing very important must be on the way to bring

you."
" What does it matter, dear friend, what circumstances

cause my presence ?
"

" Have you come to fight ?
"

" I have come to do what I can . . . they told me you

had received a list of twelve Carlists. If you are hard put

to find a dozen Republicans, make use of me ; I shall make
one, at all events."

" But suppose I am in no such difficulty ? . .
."

" Then, dear friend, excuse me from taking part in this

row."
" You are not keen about it."

" I think the cause ridiculous."

" What ! ridiculous ?
"

" Yes, in my opinion, you should wait in silence for

official news from Blaye.- The Duchesse de Berry is,

first and foremost, a woman ; and by what right do you

say of a princess, because she is a princess, what you

would not say of the widow of your grocer ?
"

" What is one to do ? " said Carrel, who felt at heart

and from the chivalrous point of view that I was right in

my view of the question.
" I must go through with it."

" Have you sufficient force ?
"

" Pistols, yes—swordsmen, no . .
."

" Then you will fight with pistols ?
"

" No, I shall employ swords."
" Why do you arrange that ?

"

"It is a matter of sentiment, you see. I have twice

fought with swords : twice I have pinked my enemy :

I have only once fought with pistols, and, although my
adversary shot very badly, and the bullet struck the
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ground six yards off me, yet it went through the calf of

my leg."

" Will you have a few rounds with me ?
"

" If you do not mind."
" Come then."

We went into a kind of saloon which contained foils

and masks, and we placed ourselves on guard. I shot

badly, as I have said—although Grisier, out of friendliness

towards me, had spread my reputation as a good shot,

thus sparing me more than one duel—only, at that time,

having had occasion to do a small service to a good fellow

called Castelli, who was a first-rate swordsman and served

as teacher to all the celebrated masters, he had found no
other means of satisfying himself about me than to come
from time to time to give me a lesson. The result was
that without being aware of it (his lessons were so excellent),

I found I was better than I thought myself to be. As
Grisier's pupil, I put myself on the defensive rather than

attacked. Carrel gave me several lunges, which I

avoided either by leaping aside or by parrying them.

Carrel was easily carried away by excitement, and I felt

that his exercise showed signs of great excitement.
" Take care," I said to him, " by such action as that on

the ground you run great risk of being stopped short or

touched during parry and thrust."
" True," he said, flinging away his foil ;

" but I am as

fatalistic as a Mussulman : what will happen has been

decreed beforehand."
" Do you think I draw well enough to put down my

name ?
"

" Yes ; but I will not put you down."
" Why not ?

"

" Because, although I have received a list and it has

a dozen names on it, yet, from among that dozen names
Le National has only to select one."

" Well ?
"

" I choose M. Roux-Laborie." .
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" Then you are going to fight ?
"

" Of course !
" replied Carrel.

" When ?
"

" To-morrow."
" It is aU settled ?

"

" Absolutely."
" I presume you have your seconds ready too ?

"

" Yes."
" Who are they ?

"

" Gr^goire and d'Hervas."
" And you fight with ? . .

."

" Swords. Like you, I am better with the pistol

than the sword ; but I confess I have a weakness for

swords ; with the sword, one defends one's life ; with
the pistol, one renounces it."

" So you do not need me ?
"

" No."
" Not for anything ?

"

" No thanks."
" Good luck, dear friend !

"

Carrel shrugged his shoulders as much as to say :

'•That will be as God pleases !

"

I went home, where I found two of my friends waiting

in readiness to offer themselves to me in case I was on the

list. I told them of Carrel's decision. He was so abso-

lutely brave that it surprised no one that he made himself

the champion of the Republic, although he was a strange

sort of Republican, and took the duel upon himself.

Meanwhile, that is to say on i February 1833, the reply

of M. Albert de Calvimont was taken to La Tribune by
MM. Albert Berthier and Theodore Anne, commissioned
to uphold the struggle on personal lines, the only grounds
on which M. Albert de Calvimont would accept. There
was a lengthy debate between the two seconds of M. Albert

de Calvimont and M. Marrast, to whom M. de Calvimont's

reply was addressed. M. Marrast, surrounded by all his

friends, urged on by them, wanted a real battle, wherein



558 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

the strength of the two parties should be tested. M. de

Calvimont's friends, on their side, could only offer the

duel, all other agreements exposing them to a charge of

recantation. In the mdidle of the debate, a communica-

tion arrived from Le National : it announced the challenge

received by Carrel. They conferred together and decided

that no engagement ought to be made before knowing

what Carrel would do. For the time being, therefore, they

confined themselves to showing the communication to

M. de Calvimont's two seconds and to adjourning the

discussion until night. By then, Carrel's decision was
known : he had chosen M. Roux-Laborie, junior, not only

because he was a Royalist but, still more, because he was
the son of a man who had an interest in the Journal des

Dehats, a paper devoted to the Royalist cause of July. The
details of the duel were settled between MM. Gr^goire

and d'Hervas, Carrel's seconds, and Theodore Anne and
Albert Berthier, M. Roux-Laborie's seconds. Carrel, as

instigator, had the choice of arras, and chose swords. Next
day, Saturday, 2 February (the day of the first performance

of Lucrtce Borgia), M. Roux-Laborie, accompanied by
MM. Berthier and Theodore Anne, presented themselves

at the barriere de Clichy, where, almost immediately

afterwards, Armand Carrel arrived, supported by M.
d'Hervas, capitaine de chasseurs, and by Gr^goire. The
two "adversaries each stayed in their carriages whilst

the seconds got out and conferred together. Then
arose an incident amongst the seconds, which, in the

case of a man other than brave and loyal Carrel, would
have been made the occasion for giving up the duel. M.
Roux-Laborie's seconds, with instructions received from

the leaders of the Carlist party, declared that their friend

was ready to answer his challenge ; but that he desired to

fight with some other than Carrel, seeing that the feelings

the Legitimists had for the chief editor of Le National were

much more those of gratitude than of hatred, Carrel having,

before the Assises of Blois, by his open and loyal evidence,
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saved the life of one of their party, M. de Chi^vres, accused

of participation in the affairs of la Vendue. Carrel, on

that occasion, had done for M. de Chi^vres, in 1832, what

M. de Chievres did for Carrel when he was accused in

1823 of plotting against the State.

" If Carrel were wounded," said MM. Theodore Anne
and Albert Berthier, " there would be mourning in both

the camps, whilst if, on the contrary, M. Roux-Laborie

were hit, there would only be grief in one camp, and the

match would not be equal."

From every motive M. Roux-Laborie's seconds demand
the substitution of Carrel for some other person, whomso-

ever they liked. M. Roux-Laborie was ready to accept

that person whoever it might be.

These observations were transmitted to Carrel. He got

down out of his carriage, came up to the seconds and

thanked them for their complimentary remarks about

himself, but he declared, at the same time, that he was

not in the habit of being replaced ; he had come to fight

and meant to fight. Carrel's resolution was positive and

they had to give in to him. They entered their carriages

and went in search of a spot suitable for the encounter
;

they went far before they found it. At last they stopped

behind a factory near the ile Saint-Ouen. Until then

they had found the ground too damp and slippery

;

there, alone, was the earth solid on account of the

deposit of pit-coal. The two adversaries then dis-

mounted from their carriages, bowed politely and put

themselves on guard. The engagement was short and

sharp. After two or three passes, they both lunged

simidtaneously. Carrel's sword merely penetrated M.

Roux-Laborie's arm. The seconds stopped the duel

crying, " There is a wound !

"

They went up to M. Roux-Laborie.
" I, too, am wounded," Carrel quietly observed, putting

his hand to his abdomen at the same time.

Whilst M. Roux-Laborie's doctor, M. Bouch6-Dugua,
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was dressing his patient, Dumont, Carrel's' doctor, dis-

covered a serious injury to the groin. M. Roux-Laborie

was able to be taken away in a carriage, but it was im-

possible to move Carrel. They ran to the factory and got

a mattress which they stretched on the shafts of a cart

they found ready at hand, then they placed Carrel on

the mattress and his seconds, helped by M. Roux-Laborie's

friends, who had remained with them, carried the wounded
man to the factory, where they hastened to render him a

hospitable reception. Dumont bled Carrel, but his condition

was too grave to allow him to be driven to Paris ; that

would have risked a fatal accident, the movement of the

carriage would have led to haemorrhage. One of M. Roux-

Laborie's seconds ran to Clichy and brought back a

stretcher, upon which they could take Carrel to his house in

the rue Blanche. They sent off quickly for M. Dupuytren,

who rushed there. The injury was serious, the sword

had gone in nearly three inches, and had penetrated the

liver ; they could not yet predict the upshot of the accident.

The same night the report of the event spread through-

out Paris with the rapidity of bad news. You must have

lived at that period of excitement and enthusiasm to have

an idea of the magic which attached to the name of Carrel.

On the morrow, the duel and its details filled the leading

articles of every newspaper. We open the first to hand by

chance

—

Le Corsaire—and we read

—

" 2 February 1833,—It is with inexpressible grief that

all fair-minded persons learnt yesterday the news of the

wound received by M. Armand Carrel, in a duel with

M. Roux-Laborie, one of the Legitimists whose names
were sent to Le National. But it is quite impossible to

give any idea of the indignation and sorrow of patriots

upon learning this deplorable event, of Carlists especially,

who, by reason of our activity, need not have been driven

to despair ; what we should have done as a duty, X'e now
fulfil as a sacred obligation. M. Armand Carrel is by
virtue of his fine talent, his noble strength of character,

by the renown and usefulness of the services he has ren-
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dered, and, above all, by the detestation which he has
expressed against the enemies of our liberties, is one of

those men whose youth has already been a credit to the
country. The party which has struck him down has not
as much wealth as M. Carrel. Obeying a generous impulse,
whilst his reason, at the same time, was opposed to an
unjust attack, he acceded to a duel on behalf of the sad
cause in which we are now engaged. He was injured in

the groin by a sword, but his condition is not past hope,
and M. Dupu5rtren, who went to him, confirms the serious-

ness of the wound without giving up hope. There is such
a splendid future before M. Carrel that we cannot harbour
the distressing idea that it may soon terminate. He is

one of those men who seem bound up with the destiny
of his country. He showed touching sympathy when
misfortune struck down one of our friends in the same
cause, and we shall not cease to follow him with our
gratitude and devotion and with the patriotism which
he taught so well, of which he has given us such a fine

example."

The whole of Paris called to inquire at Carrel's house.

Amongst the twenty first names written in the visitors'

book were La Fayette, Chateaubriand, Beranger, Thiers

and Dupin. The society Aide-toi et le del t'aidera, ap-

pointed a committee of three members to go, in the name
of the whole society, to inscribe their names and express

their sympathy for the loyal and courageous conduct he

had displayed throughout the affair. The committee was
composed of MM. Thiard, Lariboissiere and Lemercier,

of the Institut. On the night of the day when the duel

took place, M. Albert Berthier, one of M. Roux-Laborie's

seconds, received the following letter from M. d'Hervas :

—

" Monsieur,—It is with profound regret that, in

exchange for your good and generous action of this

morning, I feel myself compelled to ask you to fix a duel
for to-morrow. M. Carrel is the man I love and revere

most in the world. He is seriously wounded, and honour
demands that I avenge him. Your obliging conduct of

VI.—36
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this morning alone kept the request from my lips that I

now make you. I know you to be a man of honour, and
am certain you will understand me. I spend the night

with M. Carrel, where I shall expect your reply to-morrow
morning. Choose the arms, place of meeting and time

;

but I desire that our encounter should take place during

the day, for I am obliged to return at night to my
regiment.—Accept my respectful greetings,

"D'Hervas"

On Sunday morning M. d'Hervas received this reply

—

" 3 February 1833

" Sir,—The police have seized me, and I have only time
to reply that, for the moment, it is impossible for me
to respond to your challenge. You will understand my
situation.—Yours, etc., Albert Berthier"

A letter pretty nearly in the same terms as that to

M. Berthier was written by M. Gr6goire to Theodore Anne.

But, like M. Albert Berthier, Theodore Anne had also

been arrested. He was therefore obliged to postpone the

meeting. But, in order that it should be clearly known
that only force majeure could hinder the proposed duels, the

Republican party inserted the following paragraph in the

newspapers, as a public answer to the letters of MM.
Berthier and Theodore Anne :

—

" We keenly regret, gentlemen, that arrest or a threat-

ened arrest does not permit you to reply to the letter we
wrote you yesterday ; we hope, as much as you yourselves
can do so, that a speedy liberation will allow you to respond
to our challenge. However, we will gladly accept in the
meantime any Legitimists you may be pleased to sub-
stitute until you are yourselves ready.

"D'Hervas, Gr6goire"

It will be seen that the tourney was fully begun and in

good earnest. The arrest of MM. Berthier and Theodore
Anne only, as one might imagine, exasperated the two
parties all the more. The real enemy throughout, as

both Carlists and patriots thoroughly realised, was the
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Government of Louis-Philippe. The following letter was

addressed to the editors of the Revenant :

—

" Gentlemen,—We look upon your remarks of yester-

day in the National and Tribune as a direct challenge.

You refused our challenge yesterday ; to-day, after what
has just happened between MM. Armand Carrel and
Roux-Laborie, we adhere more closely than ever to up-
holding our views and to the pursuit of your party by all
METHODS to gain a just and pubhc reparation. We send
you a prehminary fist of twelve persons, since yesterday
you spoke of twelve on your side. We do not demand
a dozen duels simultaneously, but successively, and in the

time and places most convenient to you. No excuse,

no pretext would save you from cowardice, nor from
the subsequent consequences of such cowardice. Hence-
forth, the first duel will be the declaration of war between
your side and ours. There shall be no truce until one
of the two has succumbed to the other

—

"Armand Marrast
" GODEFROY CaVAIGNAC
"Gardarin "

Then came the names of twelve patriots. A similar

letter was addressed to the offices of La Quotidienne. It was

signed by Ambert, Guinard and by M. Th^venin. At the

same time, Germain Sarrut, supported by MM. Delsart

and Saint-Edme, went to M. de Genoude, who rephed to

the explanations demanded

—

" Monsieur,—The editors of La Gazette officially dis-

approve of the conduct of the men of their party who
have incited the contributors of the different newspapers,
and they consequently refuse to take any part whatsoever

in the quarrel raised between the two parties."

La Quotidienne, in its turn, wrote the following letter

in reply to that of Ambert, Guinard and Th^venin

—

" M. de Montfort, M. de Calvimont and others,

being arrested, or under the pressure of a warrant, the
business of the letter from the gentlemen of the National
cannot be attended to for the moment—3 February.
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This letter was received on the 4th. On the 5th the

patriotic papers contained the following paragraph :

—

"The letters addressed yesterday by our friends to the

champions of the legitimacy have been supported to-day
by overtures made by several of them to those gentlemen
to induce them to take definite action and not to prolong a
situation which hitherto has been neither an acceptance
nor a formal refusal. It now appears that equivocation
is at an end. They do not accept the challenge."

Meantime, various duels took place. On 2 February,

preoccupied by the first representation of Lucrdce

Borgia, I had only put in but a brief appearance at the

National ; they did not yet know the result of the meeting

there. I found one of my friends there, M. de Beauteme,
an impulsive and excitable character. He came to put

his name down ; but, learning that the list was closed, he

decided to act on his own account. We returned to-

gether, and he came up to my rooms, asked me for a pen,

paper and ink and wrote to Nettement, the editor of La
Quotidienne, offering him a meeting. He urged me strongly

to do the same ; but it was a difficult enough matter for

me ; Republican though I was, I certainly had more
friends amongst the Carlists than among the Republicans.

He was so insistent that I had no way of getting out of

it. So I took up my pen and wrote

—

" My dear Beauchene,—If your party is as silly as

mine, and compels you to fight, I ask you, in preference

to another, delighted as I shall ever be to give you a proof

of my esteem, in default of a proof of friendship.—Yours
always, Alex. Dumas"

Beauteme pushed his complacency to the point of him-

self undertaking to deliver the letter. Beauchene was

in the country, and not expected to return for a week or

ten days ; but his concierge was deputed to forward him

the letter. On 4 February, the meeting offered by

Beauteme to Nettement took place, and the latter re-



A DETERMINED SUICIDE 565

ccived a sword cut across the arm. The bulletins which

came to us of Carrel's health were satisfactory. No
one was allowed to enter his room except the devoted

creature who never left him, and M. Dupuytren, who came

to see him twice a day. On 5 February, Le Revenant

appeared as blank paper : a note of half a line annoimced

that all its contributors had been arrested. On the 9th,

they arrested M. Sarrut. The same day I received a

letter from Beauchene : he was detained for a few days

longer in the country ; but, as soon as he returned,

he would put himself at my disposal. However, there

was no means of fighting, for each of us had a police spy

after us, who stuck to us like our shadows. On the 9th,

Carrel was well enough for several of his friends to be

allowed in his room. I went with two or three others :

M. Dupuytren was there : it was the first time I had

seen him. He held forth upon the speedy and easy cure

of sword cuts, and promised Carrel he should be on his

feet again in another week.

A month before, this is what had happened to the

famous doctor : a paymaster had played and lost a con-

siderable sum taken from the regimental exchequer

;

when he returned home he saw no other alternative but

the galleys or death. He chose death. Then, with

prodigious sang-froid, after writing down his reason for

suicide, he drew his sword, leant the hilt against the wall,

with the point to his breast, took a step forward and the

sword penetrated six inches. He continued to push till

the sword had gone in a foot . . . still he went on pushing

;

the hilt of the sword, as they say in barrack-room parlance,

had acted as a plaster. In spite of all he still remained

upright. Then remorse seized upon him ; the desire

for life overtook him and he rang for his servant ; only,

as he felt weak, he seated himself astride a chair whilst

he waited for the servant. In this position, the latter

found his master when he entered ; at first, he did not

understand the situation and did not notice the hilt of
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the sword against his master's breast, and the eighteen

inches of steel coming out from between his shoulders.

" Go and fetch M. Dupuytren," said the ofi&cer.

The servant began to ask what was the matter.
" Go ! go !

" the officer repeated. " Sacrebleu ! Can't

you see there is no time to lose !

"

The officer grew deadly pale ; there was a pool of blood

at his feet.

The servant saw there was, indeed, no time to lose and he

rushed off to M. Dupuytren. When M, Dupuytren arrived,

the wounded man had slipped down in the chair and was

laid in a faint over the side. M. Dupuytren drew out

the sword with the greatest precaution, applied a twofold

bandage and, seeing a written paper, took possession of

it : the cause of the suicide was then explained to him.

With the paper he found a banker, and the latter gave

the officer the 150 louis he had lost. On the evening of

the day upon which M. Dupuytren related this to us, the

officer had got up and was able to go to his desk. When
he opened the drawer, he found the 150 louis.

The man was saved twice over.

Whilst Carrel was advancing to recovery, as M. Dupuy-

tren had predicted, preventative arrests were being

continued ; but, on 14 February, the Council Chamber

found the seconds of M. Roux-Laborie and of MM. Albert

Berthier and Theodore Anne not guilty, and they were

set at liberty. The first use these gentlemen made of

their liberty was to place themselves at the disposal of

MM. d'Hervas and Achille Grdgoire; only, not wanting

to enter upon this succession of duels as a mere matter

of principle, they chose their seconds from among the

Republicans. Thus, MM. Mathieu and Alexis Dumesnil

were M. Berthier's seconds, and Etienne Arago and

Antdnor Joly those of M. Theodore Anne. But, on the

morning of the 15th, MM. Theodore Anne and Albert

Berthier received this letter, written by Carrel in duplicate.

We have the one addressed to Theodore Anne.
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" Paris. 15 February 1833

" Sir,—I have learnt with keen satisfaction that to-day
you have at last been allowed to return to your business

affairs and to your friends. I cannot protest too ener-

cetically against the motive upon which they dared to

found your arbitrary detention ; but I particularly

want to tell you, sir, how very sensible I have been to

the attentions heaped upon me by your generous loyalty

at a time when I might have feared to have no claim upon
it except the sorrow and active solicitude of my seconds
and friends. In this perilous moment, it has been difficult

for me to distinguish between the devotion of friends

who desired to uphold my cause and share my dangers,

and the generous courtesy of the men of honour whom
M. Roux-Laborie had selected for seconds. Be sure, sir,

I have noticed everything even during the time when sharp
suffering seemed to obliterate my light, and I shall never
forget the assiduous attentions with which you have
lavished upon me personally. I need hardly tell you, sir,

how sorry I was that my seconds thought it their duty,
yielding to the impulse of the moment, to seek out you
and M. Berthier to be their opponents : for the future,

I can only count you among the number of people who
wish me well, and to whom I in return wish well. Accept
this assurance, and believe me. Your most devoted Servant,

"Carrel"

The same day. Carrel came out of doors and went to

La Tribune, to Le National, and to pay a call on M. Roux-
Laborie, whose wound was much less serious than that of

his adversary, but was healing much more slowly, and

still kept him to his bedroom. Finally, after Carrel's

letter, no further duels were possible. On 17 February,

the Republican newspapers contained the following

paragraph :

—

" 17 February.—It will be remembered that after the

duel between MM. Carrel and Roux-Laborie, M. Carrel's

seconds addressed a challenge to the seconds of M. Laborie,

MM. Albert Berthier and Theodore Anne. As is known,
these two gentlemen had been placed under arrest, charged
with inciting to murder. That accusation having been
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abandoned, MM. Albert Berthier and Theodore Anne were
bound, on recovering their liberty, to warn M. Carrel's
seconds that they were now at their disposition ; they
had added that, not wishing a meeting between them to
assume a political character, they chose their seconds
from among the political friends of M. Carrel's seconds.
The seconds of both sides, having met together, have
decided that they could not allow any sequel to this affair

to take place, since, on behalf of MM. Berthier and Theodore
Anne, the question of the political aspect is abandoned,
and the challenge of MM. d'Hervas and Achille Gregoire
was only prompted by the danger M. Armand Carrel
might then incur, a danger happily and speedily dis-

sipated. Things being in this state, the undersigned
seconds decree that any collision between the friends of
MM. Armand Carrel and Laborie, when the reasons
thereof no longer exist, would be unjustifiable in the light
of reason and of honour.

" Ambert, Guinard, Gregoire leCocq, Oranne,
seconds to MM. d'Hervas and Achille
Gregoire ; Mathieu and Alexis Dumesnil,
Etienne Arago, Ant£nor Joly, seconds to
MM. Berthier and Theodore Anne "

On the 14th, as we said, MM. Theodore Anne and
Albert Berthier had been set at liberty. On the 15th,

Beauchene returned from the country and informed me
of his arrival. The following day, our seconds conferred
together; but, as I have said, after Carrel's letter, no
more duels were possible. Besides, the rumour of the
Duchesse de Berry's pregnancy, without being officially

declared, began to take a serious complexion. No one
any longer had doubts on the subject, when, in the official

column of the Moniteur of 26 February, one read

—

" On Friday, 22 February, at half-past five o'clock,
Madame la duchesse de Berry handed to M. le g^ndral
Bugeaud, governor of the citadel of Blaye, the following
declaration :

—

Compelled by circumstances and by the measures
ordered by the Government, although I have the gravest
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reasons for keeping my marriage secret, I think it due to

myself as well as to my children to declare that I was
married secretly during my stay in Italy.

" ' Citadel of Blaye, 22 February 1833.
Signed: " ' Marie-Carolike '

" This declaration, transmitted by M. le general Bugeaud
to M. le president du Conseil, Ministre de la guerre, has
been placed at once among the archives of the chancellerie

de France."

Not one word concerning Her Royal Highness's preg-

nancy was suggested in those lines ; but one felt perfectly

sure that they had only been written on account of her

condition. Furthermore, only two and a half months later,

the name of the Duchesse de Berry's new husband was
ofi&cially pronounced in the ofi&cial report of the accouche-

ment. Here is that report, a curious sequel to that which
was addressed to the Tuileries on the day of the birth of

the Due de Bordeaux :

—

" On 10 May 1833, at half-past three in the morning :

" We the undersigned,

—

Thomas-Robert Bugeaud,
membre de la chambre des deputes, marechal de camp,
commandant superieur de Blaye ; Antoine Dubois,
professeur honoraire a la faculte de m^decine de Paris

;

Charles-Francois Marchand-Dubreuil, sous-prefet de
I'arrondissementde Blaye; Daniel-Thfotime Pastoureau,
president du tribunal de premiere instance de Blaye

;

Pierre Nadaud, procureur du roi pres le meme tribunal

;

Guillaume Bellox, president du tribunal de commerce,
adjoint au maire de Blaye ; Charles Bordes, commandant
de la garde nationale de Blaye ; Elie Descrambes, cur6
de Blaye ; Pierre-Camille Delord, commandant de la

place de Blaye ; Claude-Olivier Dufresne, com-
missaire civil du gouvemement a la citadelle ; witnesses
called at the request of General Bugeaud to be present at

the accouchement of Her Royal Highness Marie-Caroline,
princesse des Deux-Siciles, duchesse de Berry (MM.
Merlet, maire de Blaye, Regnier juge de paix, witnesses
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equally called, being at that time absent in the country
and unable to be present), state that we were taken to the

citadel of Blaye and into the house inhabited by Her Royal
Highness, where we were introduced to a salon next to the

room in which the princess was confined.
" M. le docteur Dubois, M. le g6n6ral Bugeaud and M.

Delord, commandant de la place, were in the salon from
the first labour-pangs ; they declared to the other witnesses

that Madame la duchesse de Berry had just been delivered

at three o'clock, that they had seen her receive the

attention of docteurs Deneux and Meniere, M. Dubois
having remained in the room until the child was born.

M. le g^ndral Bugeaud went in to ask Madame la duchesse
if she wished to receive the witnesses ; she replied, ' Yes,

as soon as the child has been washed and dressed.' A
few minutes later, Madame d'Hautefort appeared in the

salon and invited the witnesses to enter on behalf of the

duchesse, and we immediately did so.
" We found the Duchesse de Berry laid in her bed with

a new-born infant on her left ; at the foot of her bed sat

Madame d'Hautefort ; Madame Hansler, MM. Deneux
and Meniere were standing at the head of the bed.

" M. le president Pastoureau then approached the

princesse and addressed the following questions to her in

a loud voice

—

" ' Have I the honour of speaking to Madame la duchesse
de Berry ?

'

" ' Yes.'
" ' You are really Madame la duchesse de Berry ?

'

" ' Yes, monsieur.'
" * Is the child just born lying by you yours ?

'

" * Yes, monsieur, it is mine.'
" ' What sex is it ?

'

"' It is of the feminine sex. I have deputed M. Deneux
to declare that fact.'

" Then Louis-Charles Deneux, docteur de m^decine,
ex-professeur de clinique d'accouchement de la faculty de
Paris, titular member of the Acad^mie royale de m^decine,
made the following declaration :

—

" ' I have just delivered Madame la duchesse de Berry,
here present, wife in lawful wedlock of Comte Hector de
Lucchesi-Palli, a prince of the House of Campo-Franco,
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gentleman of the chamber to the King of the Two Sicilies,

domiciled at Palermo.'
" M. le Comte de Brissac and Madame la Comtesse

d'Hautefort, asked by us if they would sign the statement

of the event of which they had been witnesses, replied

that they had come here to attend to the Duchesse de

Berry as friends but not to sign any sort of document.
" In respect of all this we have drawn up the present

report, in three copies, one to be deposited in our presence

in the archives of the citadel, while the other two have

been placed with M. le g6n6ral Bugeaud, governor, whom
we have charged to hand them to the Government, duly

signed after being read over, on the day, month and year

dated above."

In our opinion, Madame la duchesse de Berry did a

graver wrong than by marrying M. le Comte de Lucchesi-

Palli, noble and loyal Sicilian gentleman as he was, whose

family I had the honour to become acquainted with during

my travels in Sicily. That wrong was in signing the

declaration of 22 February and the legal document of her

accouchement on 10 May 1833 ; no human power could

have compelled her to do so, and the opposition against

the Government was such, at that period, that every

ofi&cial bit of paper not signed by Madame la duchesse de

Berry could be, if not out of good faith, at least successfully,

repudiated as apocryphal. Between the denial of the

Carhst party and the affirmation of the moderate party,

public opinion would have been left in a state of indecision.

Thus was one of the most heated periods of the beginning

of the reign of Louis-Philippe frustrated. It had a real

advantage, because it brought the Carlist party and the Re-

publican closer together, not in opinion so much as from res-

pect. MM. Theodore Anne and Berthier, by joining hands

with MM. d'Hervas and Gr^goire, whilst Carrel was crossing

swords with M. Roux-Laborie, gave that proof of esteem

to which I referred when talking to Beauchene, which is

given among enemies in default of a proof of friendship.



CHAPTER II

Lucr^ce Borgia—Disco\\Ta.gement—First conception of the Historical

Romances

IN the midst of all this a great literary event had

happened. Victor Hugo had had his first prose

drama, Lucrtce Borgia, performed at the theatre Porte-

Saint-Martin. It is difficult to believe it, but it is a fact,

that during this stormy atmosphere literature sprang

to life, and grew and increased from flower to fruit.

The play was splendidly put on. Georges and Fr6d^rick

played the principal parts. It contained powerfully

moving passages, and had an immense success. Let us

state that we owe this glowing picture of a portion of the

life of the Duchesse d'Este to the absence of the censorship.

From the night of 2 February 1833 began the real life

of the author of Lucrdce Borgia and of Orientates, as it

appeared in his representation of his beautiful drama,

Marion Delorme. You, lovely Princess Negroni, know
what we mean, you, in whom he discovered the love

and devotion that blessed every hour of his life in this

his natal land as also in foreign lands.

Ah ! dear Comtesse Dash, you may rightly say that,

unluckily, the most interesting facts of these Memoirs
are those which I cannot write down !

I witnessed the fresh success of Victor Hugo with great

delight—although friends had thrown some clouds across

our early friendship—a joy all the greater as, having

temporarily renounced the theatre myself, Hugo at that

period represented the whole school.
S7«
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Why had I renounced it ? One experiences moments
of lassitude and of disgust in life, quite beyond one's own
control. I was passing through such a period. I had been

deeply hurt—not by the failure of the Fils de VEmigre,

for the play was poor ; it had justly failed. I acknow-

ledge and submit to the hard lessons which the public

give an author—this simplicity, let us remark in passing,

is a part of my strength—but, in the simplicity of my
heart, I did not understand the fury of the Press against

me. They indeed knew one thing—or rather two

—

That I had fallen ill during the second or third act of

the work ; that I had left France in consequence of the

troubles of June—namely, at the beginning of the re-

hearsals ; that, finally, I was hardly responsible for a

third of the work, and they attacked me concerning my
five or six preceding successes. No wonder I was stag-

gered. But, in other ways, this retiring into my shell,

which I am not so presumptuous to compare with that

of Achilles, was of great advantage with respect to my
literary Ufe, which it spliti nto two divisions. Without the

failure of the Fils de VEmigre, and the explosion of hatred

which followed it, I should probably never have done

anything but theatrical work. On the contrary, during

the year's silence which I kept with regard to the stage,

I published my first impressions of my travels, which

was very successful among the booksellers, and I prepared

my volume entitled, Gaule et France, an unfinished but

wonderful book, wherein the double vision of poet sup-

plements the knowledge of the historian. Then, too, this

latter work, which absorbed me completely, by precipi-

tating me into the intoxication of unknown matters, was

of still greater advantage to me than to the public for

which I intended it : it did not teach the public much,

but it taught me a great deal. I was, I repeat, pro-

foundly ignorant in history. When I began a historical

drama, I did not investigate the whole century in which

my heroes had lived, but merely the two or three years
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during which my action took place and the event which

formed the catastrophe of the drama was accompUshed,

I made a hole after the fashion of well-sinkers ; I dived

like fishermen. True, by dint of digging, I sometimes

brought up an ingot of gold ; by diving, I at times came

to the surface with a pearl ; but it was merely chance.

The studies I was compelled to make about the French

Monarchy, from Caesar's invasion of the Gauls to the

invasion of the French Republic in Europe, unfolded before

my eyes that magnificent continuity of eighteen centuries

wrongly styled the history of France, under Charlemagne,

Philippe-Auguste, Francois i., Louis xiv. and Napoleon,

which has become the history of the world. I viewed

with amazement the marvellous advantage there was to

be derived from these changes of dynasty and of morals

and of customs. I made acquaintance with the men who
summed up a reign, with the men who summed up a cen-

tury, with those, also, who represented a period. I saw

appear, like meteors lost to the vulgar gaze in the night of

time, those rare chosen spirits of Providence which pass

with fire on their brows, bearing the thoughts of God,

unconscious themselves of what they carry and not

realising their mission until they go to render up their

account to Him who bestowed it upon them.

I confess I was at first dazzled before this awful Sinai,

its summit thundered upon by the superb trinity of the

men we call Caesar, Charlemagne and Napoleon. I then

understood that there was to be done for this great and

beauteous France what Walter Scott had done for poor

little Scotland, an illustrated, picturesque and dramatic

story of the past—a bringing to life again of all the great

dead—a kind of last judgment of all those who had worn

a crown, whether of laurels, of flowers or of gold. But,

I admit, if I had been dazzled by this historical revelation,

I was overwhelmed by the work it imposed on the historian,

and I fell prostrate, saying to myself : Happy indeed

is the man who shall accomplish this gigantic mission I
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but God knows full well I have not the vanity to imagine

it will be mine.

Yet I proceeded with my work with a growing courage,

amidst the doubts and laughter of all my friends. When
I meet some one whom I have not seen for some time,

he will say to me

—

" So it is you !

"

" Yes, it is I. What is there surprising in that ?
"

" I thought you were dead."
" Why ?

"

" Because you have been doing nothing."
" Who told you that ?

"

" Why ! nobody is talking of you."
" I have written a book."
" Ah yes ! your Impressions de Voyages. I read that, it

was very funny
;
you're a fine joker."

" Why am I a joker ?
"

" Would you have me believe that you have tasted

bear's flesh and caught trout with a bill-hook ?
"

" Of course, there is absolutely nothing else in my
Impressions de Voyages. But I am writing a history now."

" You write a history ! You are wrong."
" Why so ?

"

" Stick to drama, my dear fellow
;
you know you are

dramatic through and through."
" Does it therefore foUow that because, as you say,

I am dramatic before everything else I ought not to write

drama ? Is there nothing dramatic outside the stage,

and could one not put drama into a novel ?
"

" A novel ! You want to do a romance after the style

of Walter Scott ?
"

" Why not ?
"

But my interlocutor shook his head.
" Walter Scott has depicted localities, characters,

manners
; you must take the novel from Walter Scott's

hands, as Raphael took art from Perugino's, and add the

passions."
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" If I were you—though I have no advice to offer you

—

I would stick to the theatre."

" Let me try."
" Oh ! you are a free agent !

"

So my questioner left me with a shrug of his shoulders,

as much as to say, " There goes another to destruction !

"

Am I lost, or have I, as I said Raphael did to Perugino,

taken romance from the hands of Walter Scott to give

him a push forward ? Have I taught a little of the history

of my country to my contemporaries by causing them to

read la Conttesse de Salysbury, le Bdtard de Mauleon,

Isabeau de Bavihre, Jehanne la Pucelle, Ascanio, la Reine

Margot, la Dame de Montsoreau, les Quarante-Cinq, les

Trois Monsquetaires, Vingt ans afres, le Vicomte de Stage-

lonne, le Chevalier d'Harmental, la Fille du Regent, Balsamo,

le Collier de la Reine, Ange Pitou, la Comtesse de Charny et

le Chevalier de Maison-Rouge? The future must decide.

In any case, the metamorphosis of the dramatic poet into

a romance-writer dates from 1833, and the probable cause

was the failure of the Fils de VEmigre.



CHAPTER III

Condition of the The4tre-Fran9ais in 1832 and 1833—Causes

which had led to our emigration from the Thfedtre-Franfais

—

Reflections concerning the education of dramatic artists

IN one of the preceding volumes of these Souvenirs,

we amused ourselves by enumerating the plays that

the Thdatre-Fran^ais acted in 1830 to 1834, whilst the

Porte-Saint-Martin was plajdng Antony, Marion Delorme,

Richard, La Tour de Nesle, Lucrice Borgia, Marie Tudor

and Angile. Two of these plays were to pass to the

Th6atre-Fran9ais without any other advertisement except

their failure. They were Gtiido Rent and Le Preshytere.

Caius Gracchus, by Theodore Dartois, and Clarisse Mar-

lowe, by Denain, my collaborator in Richard Darlington,

had foUowed the first two dramas without turning the

ill-fortune which seemed to be attached to the theatre.

There was genuine despair in the rue de Richelieu : the

last days of Mademoiselle Mars were wasted in failures.

She had, indeed, acted in Guido Reni and in Clarisse

Harlowe without being able to give more than a few

touches of life to these two works. In other ways there

began, between the dramatic school of 1828 and the

Th^atre-Frangais, the spirit of antagonism which has

lasted until to-day, even after my having given my
Henri III. and Hugo his Hernani to the Th^atre-Frangais.

This stupid opposition, which we felt to be permanently

against us, half arising from the administration and half

from society itself, had induced us to desert it. In fact,

with the restrictive conditions by which the Th6atre-

VI.—37
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Fran^ais was bound, it could play neither Christine nor

Richard, nor La Tour de Nesle, nor Lucrece Borgia. Now,
why could these plays not be acted ? It is a difficult

matter to explain. Why cannot certain plants which

flourish splendidly in other latitudes grow in such or such

another kind of climate ? They need atmosphere.

Well ! it must be admitted that the Theatre-Fran^ais

has its own atmosphere, in which certain forms of art, the

picturesque and the poetic, cannot thrive. Now this very

picturesque and poetic side, which was unable to accom-

modate itself to the jog-trot routine of the theatre of the

rue de Richelieu, was just what constituted the splendid

efflorescence of dramatic art. It must be admitted that,

before the rise of the Modern School, this side of dramatic

art was totally unknown in France ; it came from abroad.

It had its origins in -^schylus, its development in Shake-

speare and Goethe and Schiller. As we have seen, it rose

again to the fore at the beginning of the dramatic world.

We felt instinctively that something would be eternally

missing in French art so long as it did not manage to

graft upon itself this exotic art. It was the same as with

the gardens in our parks, the authorities of which, when
they had transformed them after the periods of Louis xiv.

and Louis xv., were no longer satisfied with lime-trees

cut in arcades, yews cut in pyramids, chestnut trees

cut in lines like a chess-board, but felt the need for

designing them on new plans, and of adding to the classical

and national trees the American magnolia, the sumachs
of Japan, the paulownia of China. What we wanted to

do, in short, in dramatic art, was something after the

style of the garden of the Petit-Trianon, as opposed to

the Versailles. Winding paths, massive trees of all shades

of foliage and flower, running water, as in the Alps or

Pyrenees, lawns and mossy places as in England and
Ireland. Then, instead of eternally following the regular

path which, without episode or surprise, leads straight to

the end foreseen from the first step, one could lose oneself,
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find one's way again and, in fact, pass through every

emotion of that art which is all the greater in that it con-

ceals itself behind nature to the point of making believe

that it does not exist. Imagine gardeners who were
capable of endowing your horizons with palms with moving
plumes, banana trees with huge leaves, bamboos with

flexible slender stems, to whom you refused entrance to

your gardens because the stateliness of your oaks, the

serious look of your limes and the proud bearing of your
yews could not endure the proximity of the new-comers

;

would not those gardeners thus repulsed by you have the

right to make their winter gardens elsewhere ? Very
well ! that is just the very situation in which we found

ourselves with regard to the Theatre-Fran9ais. The
vicinity of Moliere, that lime-tree with sweet scented

flowers, hovered over by numbers of humming bees

;

Comeille, the majestic oak which covers the seventeenth

century with its shade ; and Racine, that agreeable, ever-

green yew, cut to suit the taste of the Court of Louis xiv.,

was, they said, degraded by us. Being gods as jealous as

Jehovah, they wanted to keep their sky pure from con-

tact with those other gods, by name Shakespeare, Calderon,

Schiller and Goethe. Hence arose the administrative

opposition, supported in its absolutism by literary criticism.

Nothing is so repugnant to literary criticism as admiration

for the living. Remember the dialogue reply to criticism

which Moliere gives, and Comeille's humble prefaces

apropos of Nicomdde. Think of Racine's bitter recrimina-

tions with respect to Andromaque. Well then, the three

men who stand for the dramatic trinity in the religion of

modem art, these men who, with good reason, were held

to be as gods equal to the Roman Caesars, could apparently

only become divine by dying. Now criticism said to the

young poets—Outside the art of Louis xiv. is no salvation.

Criticism well knew that that art was dead, because, indeed,

it was exhausted by having borne such splendid fruits as

Tartufe, Horace, Britannicus. It knew full well that the

I
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scathing spirit of Moli^re against a state of society which

no longer exists could not be met with again ; nor the

thoughtful style of Corneille, son of the League and of the

Fronde ; nor the suave complacency of Racine, rewarded

by a glance from Lavalli^re, or punished by a word from

Louis XIV.—these could none of them be revived. It

knew that all this had died with the men themselves, and
could not be revived after them in other individualities,

placed in contact with other epochs, customs and men.

Because it knew that all this spirit was dead, entirely

dead, it asked us to resuscitate it.

It was pointed out that academic methods of galvanism

applied to corpses might, occasionally, make a dead body
tremble ; but between that and the resurrection of the

daughter of Jairus, and of Lazarus, there was the abyss

which separates Volta from Jesus Christ, the man from

God. No matter, exclaimed the critics. Give us Molidre,

Corneille and Racine; we will have none others. True,

said MM. Lemercier, Viennet and Baour-Lormian, you
have us ; but criticism would not accept them.

Now we will pass on to the opposition which came from

the side of the associates. Talma had spent his life asking

authors to write him something fresh.

Mademoiselle Mars said :
" Do so if you like."

Other members said :
" Do nothing of the kind."

Talma, born in Paris, but brought up in England, spoke

English as easily as French ; Talma, acting, with equal

indifference Auguste and Neron in Paris and Hamlet and
Richard III. in London ; compelled to play Ducis instead of

Shakespeare, could comprehend all that would be gained

by the introduction of a fresh element into the national art.

Mademoiselle Mars, intelligent, delicate, a comedienne

both innately and from study, who made up for want of

genius by wit, of strength by gracefulness, greatness by
cleverness, she could say, " Do something fresh if you
want to." Armed with her qualifications, even though
they were slightly inferior, whilst still eminently sym-
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pathetic, she was always safe to succeed in everything.

You can see she was not mistaken, since, after she had

played Sylvia, Elmire, C^limdne, she took the part of the

Duchesse de Guise, Dona Sol and of Desdemona.

The rest said, " Do not create anything fresh for us,"

because, for the most part, they were just ordinary stereo-

typed artists with no desire to begin their education over

again, feeling, at the same time too, that if they attempted

it they were powerless to transform themselves.

Let us indeed examine into the education given to our

artists, and see if it is as complete and intelligent as it

might be.

k



CHAPTER IV

Talma—Mademoiselle Mars— The Conservatoire— Macready

—

Young—Kean—Miss Smithson—Mrs. Siddons—Miss Faudt

—

Shakespeare—The limits to dramatic art in France

WE have told what Talma's education had been.

Brought early to Paris, taken to London at the

age of eight or nine, his earliest enthusiasm had been for

Shakespeare. When he returned to Paris he had made
his first appearance about 1788 or '89, and had done his

very utmost to get the theatre to embark on true lines.

Not succeeding in moving them in the matter of works,

he had turned to costumes. After he had played

Charles IX., Chenier's classical piece, without being able

to change a line of it, he had played Racine's Berenice

and changed Titus's style of wig. That change of wig

created a revolution. From 1791, the period during which

the work was played, they wore their locks d la Titus.

So Talma demanded something fresh, because he was a

genius. Mile. Mars, a fille de la balk in theatrical parlance,

who had acted in comedy from her mother's knees, lisping

Sedaine's Victorine when first learning to talk ; a pupil

of Monvel, whom they banished from the Com4die-Fran-

9aise with a shameful excuse, but really because, with

his unstudied tones, without even raising his voice, he

produced more effect than MM. Larive and Lafond

with their loud cries and great strength ; Mile. Mars,

who could modulate her flexible voice to the whole

dramatic gamut, from the charming prattle of Madame
de Bawr to the growling and savage roar of Clotilde ;

58J
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Mademoiselle Mars, who by means of her art could make
up for genuine passion ; she accepted the new school

because she was clever. But as for the rest of them,
they rejected it because they were merely mechanical.

Firmin and Joanny very nearly came over to our side,

yet, after all, the transition was not really sincere. Firmin
shrank from Antony, and Joanny certainly preferred

Orosmane to Othello. Who was to blame ? I do not

hesitate to say it was the fault of the dramatic education

given by the professors of the Conservatoire to their pupils.

It is true they were only appointed professors to the

Conservatoire on condition they gave this education and
no other. Why is not Frederick, a powerful genius

(in spite of what our collaborator Marteau said the other

day in Le Mousquetaire), why is not Frederick a professor

at the Conservatoire ? Why is not Bocage, who has

created on a lofty plane seven or eight roles which will

remain as types ? Why is not Lockroy a professor of the

Conservatoire, who is the cleverest adviser I know ? Why,
finally, is not Dorval a professor there, a large-hearted

woman, who had enthusiasm enough to inspire half a

score of actresses if it could be done ?

Because the Conservatoire must not teach anything

but dead art and has to be hostile to living art. It appears

to me that the Conservatoire is committing the same error

as the Ecole de Rome. All grand prix students are sent

to Rome. Now suppose Rembrandt and Rubens were

our contemporaries : Rembrandt who stands for light and
Rubens for colour. Suppose God had bestowed the

honour on France of making them our countrymen.

Suppose, then, they are pupils, the one of Decamps, the

other of Delacroix. Suppose they compete, and that Rem-
brandt painted for his theme La Ronde de Nuit, and that

Rubens painted I'Adoration des Mages. Suppose they

were accepted, and, which is absolutely unimaginable,

the one gained the first and the other the second prize.

Next, they pick out Rubens and Rembrandt, and dis-
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patch them to M. Ingres, director of the School of Painting

at Rome, and write to him to give a guiding hand to these

two promising young men. M. Ingres has the two pictures

sent to him to look at. He faints at the sight of l'Adora-

tion des Mages, and has a fit when he sees La Ronde de

Nuit, and he totally abandons the two pupils to their un-

happy fate with the advice—Study Raphael, apart from

Raphael there is no salvation possible. Do you imagine

that Rembrandt and Rubens, if they should study, Rem-
brandt Les Fiangailles de la Vierge and Rubens La
Dispute d'Athenes, could ever paint such pictures ? Not
only would they remain bad scholars instead of becom-

ing masters, and very great masters ; but, instead of

painting La Descente de Croix and I'Ange du Jeune

Tobie, they would do atrocious pasticcio far worse than

these.

Ah, well ! that is exactly what happens to the pupils

of the Conservatoire. In France they are destined either

for tragedy or comedy : if for tragedy, they study Corneille

and Racine—if for comedy, Moliere and Regnard. Hardly

ever at the same time both Corneille, Moliere, Regnard
and Racine. It must be either comedy or tragedy

—

laughter or tears. In England they have no Conservatoire,

and no author but Shakespeare. But Shakespeare

contains the whole of humanity. A pupil who studies

Shakespeare studies at the same time Corneille, Moliere,

Racine and Regnard. Then, too, Shakespeare is as full

of comedy as Moliere and Regnard ; look at Falstaff and
Mercutio. He is as dramatic as Corneille and Racine

;

witness Othello and Richard IH. Furthermore, he is as

mystical as Goethe, for instance Hamlet \ as dramatic

as Schiller, in Macbeth ; as poetical ... as the whole

realm of poetry combined. Think of Romeo. Accord-

ingly, when an actor or actress has studied Shakespeare,

they have studied everything. The actress has studied

innocence in Juliet, ambition in Lady Macbeth, grace

in Ariel, filial affection in Cordelia, maternal love in Valeria,
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terror in Hamlet's mother and devotion and love in Des-

demona. The actor has studied artifice in Richard iii.,

madness in King Lear, jealousy in Othello, dignity in

Juhus Caesar, chivalry in Talbot and melancholy in

Hamlet—melancholy, the tenth muse, unknown to the

ancients, which has been revealed to us by the sixteenth

century. Shakespeare foresaw everything, even mes-

merism, which did not appear till the close of the eighteenth

century. Think of the sleep-walking scene of Lady

Macbeth! The result is that in the hands of a well-

developed student, Shakespeare can replace Moliere,

Comeille, Racine, Calderon, Goethe and Schiller. This

it is which clouds Macready's brow in Hamlet, Kean's

terrible glance in Othello, the ominous laughter of

Richard in Young, Smithson's heartrending tears in

Ophelia, and Siddons' appalling shrieks in Lady Mac-

beth and Miss Faucit's enchanting love-making in

Juliet.

A moment ago we made a suggestion, we said let us

suppose Rembrandt and Rubens lived in our days. Now
let us also imagine that Shakespeare is our contemporary.

Who, at the Theatre-Fran^ais will play Romeo, Juliet,

Desdemona, Ariel, Miranda, Richard in., Hamlet and

Ophelia ? Nobody. Mademoiselle Rachel's inflexible

taJent will not bend to all the feminine tenderness necessary

for the swans of Shakespeare. Beauvallet, Geoffroy and

Reginer, perhaps, might give us an idea of some of the

masculine types. But the number of persons who could

undertake the playing of Shakespeare, at the Th^atre-

Fran^ais, would certainly not exceed two or three.

Shakespeare, therefore, would be compelled to do what

Hugo and I did in 1830, or as Casimir Delavigne had to do

in 1833 with Les Enfants d'Edouard.

Oh, gentlemen ! you who are engaged in matters of

French dramatic art, ponder this seriously. France,

with its powers of assimilation, ought not to restrict itself

to National Art. She ought to seize upon European Art,
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cosmopolitan, universal art—bounded in the North by
Shakespeare, in the East by ^Eschylus, in the South by
Calderon and in the West by Corneille. It was thus that

Augustus, Charlemagne and Napoleon conceived their

Empires.

And now we ask our patient, faithful reader's permission

to close provisionally this series of our Memoirs. The
Souvenirs which we should now have to recall belong to

the period at which we have arrived and frequently have
too many points of contact with present-day politics and
politicians to enable us always to speak freely. Later, when
better conditions shall prevail in France, in the matter

of the press—if the reception accorded to these Memoirs
comes up to our expectation, and God sees fit to grant us

life—we will resume our chronicler's pen in the hope of

providing fresh and curious material for the veracious

history of our times.

FINIS



APPENDIX

[See text, p. 83. The following is the discussion referred to.]

Nous avons promis, on se le rappelle, de compulser les archives du
conseil d'Etat, et de donner un extrait de cinq ou six stances ou

fut d^battue, devant la commission formee pour preparer la loi sur

les th^dtres, la question de la censure dramatique et de la liberie

theitrale. Sans tenir compte de I'ordre chronologique, nous aliens

mettre sous les yeux de nos lecteurs ce prdcieux document de notre

histoire littdraire, qui nous semble avoir sa place marquee ici

mieux que partout ailleurs.

Or, il arriva qu'un jour,—c'etait dans la seconde quinzaine de

septembre 1849,

—

}^ requs une lettre qui me priait de me rendre

le lendemain k une seance du conseil d'Etat.

Mon ^tonnement fut grand
;
je n'ai jamais ni donnd, ni demand^

un conseil.

Quel conseil pouvait done avoir k me donner ou h, me demander
le conseil d'etat

Je me rendis k I'invitation un peu tard, selon mon habitude
;

aussi la seance etait-elle dejk ouverte.

M. Vivien pr^sidait, et MM. les conseillers Behic et Charton

sidgeaient h. ses cotes.

MM. Bayard, Melesville, Victor Hugo, Eugene Scribe et Emile

Souvestre avaient 6t6 convoqu^s comme moi, et, arrives avant

moi, etaient en seance.

Melesville parlait sur la question de la liberty industrielle des

theatres. Cette question m'int^ressait d'autant plus que d^tait la

premiere fois qu'une commission quelconque me fit ITionneur de

me convoquer i une pareille deliberation.

Melesville racontait, avec cette parole daire et facile qui, en

ecartant ses l^vres, fait voir k la fois et son bienveillant sourire et ses

belles dents, Melesville racontait, dis-je, que, I'annee precedente,

il avait fait partie d'une commission formee par M. Ledru-RoUin
587
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dans le but d'examiner la question th^itrale sous le triple aspect

de la liberty industrielle, de la censure et des cautionnements.

La commission s'dtait prononcde pour la liberty industrielle.

M^lesville avouait qu'il ne s¥tait point, en cette circonstance,

rduni k la majority, et qu'il dtait, lui, partisan, non d'une liberty

illimit^e, mais d'une concurrence limitde.

Tout cela fut dit, je le r^p^te, avec cette gracieuse urbanity de

paroles qui est le caract&re particulier de la conversation de Mdles-

ville.

Puis vint le tour de Bayard.

Vice-president de la soci^td des auteurs dramatiques, il d^clara,

au nom de cette socidtd, qu'elle demandait la liberty thditrale la

plus absolue.

Quant k lui personnellement, ainsi que M^lesville, il demandait

un moyen terme qui donnat plus d'activitd aux thditres existants :

—par exemple, I'Oddon vigoureusement soutenu, pour dperonner

le Th^itre-Frangais, et un troisi^me th^dtre lyrique, pour fouetter

I'Op^ra-Comique et le Grand-Op^ra.

II ^tait comme ces pisciculteurs qui mettent un certain nombre
de perches et de brochets dans leurs ^tangs afin d'empecher, en

leur donnant la chasse, les carpes de devenir trop grasses.

La discussion se prolongea pendant quelque temps sur la meme
mati^re entre MM. les conseillers Bdhic et Charton, et MM.
M^lesville et Bayard,—MM. les conseillers prdtendant qu'il y
avait ddjk trop de thddtres, MM. les auteurs affirmant qu'un

troisi^me th^Atre lyrique ^tait ndcessaire.

Puis ce fut le tour de Scribe de parler.

M. Scribe.—La liberty des thd&tres serait la ruine de I'art, du
goflt, de I'industrie et des mceurs ! Avec elle, il ne s'^l^vera pas

de bons th^dtres ; il s'en dl^vera immddiatement beaucoup de

mauvais. La raison en est bien simple : les bons thddtres font

peu d'argent ; les mauvais, beaucoup. Je ne chercherai pas com-
ment on peut restreindre la liberty des entreprises thditrales. Mon
syst^me est franc : je n'admets pas cette liberty. Si I'absolutisme

peut ^tre permis quelque part, c'est assurdment en fait de th^Stre.

Je voudrais que Ton fit ce que firent autrefois les ddcrets impdriaux,

qu'on limitdt d'une mani^re pr(?cise et assez dtroite le nombre des

thddtres de la capitale. Je dis assez dtroite
; je ne voudrais pas,

cependant, que Ton adoptit le nombre fixd en 1807. La popula-

tion a augment^ depuis cette dpoque : il faut tenir compte de cette

augmentation
; je prendrais, par exemple, le nombre seize ; sur ces
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seize th^dtres conserves, tant seraient consacr^s aux chefs-d'oeuvre

anciens, tant au genre lyrique, tant k la com^die et k la trag^die

modeme, etc., etc. Par ce syst^me, on arriverait h. augmenter le

nombre des grands th^itres, des thditres utiles, et, en meme temps,

k les rendre prosp^res par la diminution des scenes secondaires

qui leur font concurrence. Les grands thditres, devenant plus

riches, pourraient se passer des subventions que leur paye le

gouvemement. On ferait ainsi de I'economie et de la morale, en

supprimant les th^itres inutiles ou dangereux : par exemple, les

th^tres d'enfants, enseignement mutuel de nuzuvaise litt^rature et

de mauvaises tnaeurs.

Le privilege, dans ce syst^me franc et s^v^re, est legitime, puis-

quHl rt'esi institui qi^en faveur des ouvrages qui peuvent /aire

honneur d Par/, et itre utiles d. la morale publique.

M. Alexandre Dumas.—Je suis fichd de n'etre d'accord, avec

mon confrere Scribe, sur aucune des propositions qu'il vient

d'^raettre, relativement aux theitres et aux privileges.

Les theitres d'enfants, a-t-il dit, sont immoraux, c'est vrai ; mais

on peut les soumettre k une police rigoureuse : ils ne le seront plus.

Ne les d^truisez pas, c'est une p^pini^re precieuse de comddiens.

M. Scribe.—Et le Conserv-atoire !

M. Dumas.—Le Conser\'atoire fait des comddiens impossibles.

Qu'on me donne n'importe qui,—un garde municipal licencie en

F^vrier, un boutiquier retird,—^j'en ferai un acteur ; mais je n'en ai

jamais pu former un seul avec les ^l^ves du Conservatoire. lis

sont k jamais gates par la routine et la m^diocrit^ de I'^cole ; ils

n'ont point ^tudi^ la nature, ils se sont toujours bom^s k copier

plus ou moins mal leur maitre. Au contraire, d^s qu'un enfant est

sur le th^itre, ce qu'il peut y avoir en lui de talent se developpe

naturellement. C'est ainsi que se sont formes presque tous nos

grands com^diens modemes.
Quant k la liberty des th^itres, k mon avis, plus vous la laisserez

enti^re, plus vous aurez de bons theatres,—et, par bons thidtres,

j'entends, moi, ceux qui attirent le plus de monde, ceux qui font

vivre le plus de families.

Je ne congois point les privileges : d^s qu'il y a privilege, il y a

abus I Un privilege me donne un droit que n'a pas mon voisin,

et me pousse k faire ce que je ne ferais pas si I'^galit^ existait pour

tous. Un privilege fait trouver de I'argent pour une entreprise

ruineuse, el m^ne k la banqueroute. Le jour ou il n'y aura plus de
privileges, vous aurez trente thddtres dans Paris ; mais, un an

apr^s, il en restera tout au plus dix ou douze, et tous seront en dtat
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de se suffire. Telle personne qui, les privileges abolis, ne bitirait

jamais un theatre nouveau, avec un privilege en bitira un im-

mediatement. On a done bien tort de s'effrayer du regime de la

liberte !

M. Scribe.—Mon confrere, avec la liberty illimitde, nous promet,

d'ici k deux ans, une vingtaine de banqueroutes au bout desquelles

il restera dix ou douze theatres ; je demande qu'on ^tablisse tout

de suite les dix ou douze theatres, avant d'avoir laiss^ se consom-

mer la ruine d'un millier de families.

Ou serait le mal, lorsque tant de petits th^itres immoraux
disparaitraient, et que, pour compenser leur disparition, il y aurait

trois theatres fran^ais et quatre thditres lyriques ?

Imposez des conditions au privilege, et vous verrei que vous

aurez les avantages de la liberty sans en avoir les inconv^nients.

On a exp^rimente tous les abus du regime du privilege, on pent

done y porter remade. La liberty illimit^e, vous ne la connaissez

pas,—ou, du moins, vous ne la connaissez pas suffisanunent : c'est

un abime.

Je ne saurais admettre cette opinion de M. Dumas, que, d'une

mani^re absolue, les meilleurs thditres sont ceux qui gagnent le

plus d'argent, et qui font vivre le plus de monde
;

je dirai, au

contraire, que ces theatres-Ik sont souvent les mauvais. On ne

gagne pas beaucoup d'argent avec les pieces vraiment litt^raires

;

on r^ussit souvent mieux k en gagner avec des excentricit^s, des

attaques contre la morale et le gouvemement. Avec la liberty,

I'industrialisme conduira de plus en plus loin dans cette voie

deplorable.

M. Dumas.—Les attaques contre le gouvemement, on les

reprimera par les lois. M. Scribe exag^re, d'ailleurs, quand il dit

que ces attaques sont les meilleurs moyens de succ^s pour un

theatre : le public, la plupart du temps, fait prompte justice des

attaques contre la morale ; les attaques contre le gouvemement ne

I'entrainent qu'un instant, quand elles I'entrainent.

M. Scribe fait trop bon marche des petits th^dtres ; I'immoralite

ne leur est pas inherente, et I'art ne leur est pas toujours Stranger :

il y a de I'art jusque dans les pantomimes et dans la danse. Ces

theatres, d'ailleurs, font vivre bien des artistes, bien des families !

M. le president prie M. Souvestre d'exposer son opinion.

M. :^MiLE Souvestre.—Je suis d^soie de ne pouvoir adopter

compietement aucune des opinions qu'ont dmises jusqu'ici mes
confreres.

Je ne crois point, comme M. Alexandre Duinas, que I'art et
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I'industrie thditrale soient toujours mel^s, et que Ik ou reussit

rindustrie, I'art prosp^re toujours. Je ne crois pas, comme M,
Scribe, qu'il faille mepriser compl^tement et abandonner I'int^ret

de I'industrie Ik ou il n'y a pas d'interet d'art.

Un privilege n'a pas de raison d'exister lorsqu'il ne procure pas,

soit un profit au gouvernement, soit un benefice moral ou intel-

lectuel k la nation. Or, c'est le cas de la plupart des privileges de

th^tre actuellement concedes. Est-ce un monopole qui fasse

gagner de I'argent au gouvernement ? Non. Ce monopole sert-il

k I'avancement moral ou intellectuel ? La plupart des theatres

agissent en sens contraire de ce progr^s. Je voudrais qu'on fit

une distinction entre les theitres qui sont utiles k la conservation

et k I'avancement de I'art, k I'instruction, k la moralisation du
peuple, et ceux qui ne sont purement qu'une exploitation

industrielle. Ceux-ci, comme toutes les exploitations industrielles,

devraient 6tre abandonnes au regime de la liberty, de la libre

concurrence. Ceux de la premiere categoric seraient, au contraire,

dot^s, soutenus par le gouvernement ; c'est son devoir d'etre leur

tuteur.

Maintenir le privilege pour les theatres purement industriels,

c'est maintenir une cause de mine : le privilege est un hameqon
avec lequel on attire des ^cus pour les faire perdre ; il n'est point

luie valeur reelle, il n'en est que le fantome. A cause de I'esp^ce

de fascination qu'il exerce, il fait fonder des theatres Ik oii ils ne

peuvent reussir ; il accumule toutes les charges des exploitations

successives, et entretient ainsi une ruine permanente. Ces charges

ne seraient point transmises dans une entreprise ordinaire. Si un
homme a fait de mauvaises affaires dans une filature, celui qui la

lui achate prend I'etablissement pour ce qu'il vaut, et ne s'engage

pas k payer les dettes de son pred^cesseur.

Je crois done que la loi doit absolument reconnaitre le principe

de la libre concurrence des theitres purement industriels. Est-ce

k dire f>our cela qu'on doive leur donner une liberty sans condition ?

Je ne le crois point, et je serais des premiers k demander qu'on

fixat certaines conditions de police et de capital.

J "arrive aux theitres qu'on peut regarder comme des ecoles, des

musses, et qui seraient privilegies en ce sens qu'ils seraient subven*

tionn^s par I'Etat. Quels seraient ces theitres .'* Ici, la difficult^

est s^rieuse ; cep>endant, je I'aborde.

II y a un thditre qui, incontestablement, a droit d'etre rang^

dans cette cat^gorie : c'est celui qui est reprdsente actuellement par

le Th6itre-Fran9ai5. Ce th^tre serait charg^ de conserver les



592 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

chefs-d'oeuvre litt^raires du passd. Maintenant, k c6td de ce

thditre stationnaire, il faut un theitre qui marche, qui innove : ce

sera le Second-Th^atre-Franqais ; il faudra le creer dans des

conditions serieuses de rivalitd ; on devra conserver, pour le genre

lyrique, les deux theatres qui existent maintenant, I'Op^ra et

I'Opdra-Comique. Mais ils ne suffisent pas, on le disait tout k

I'heure k la commission. Le gouvemement cree, chaque annde,

des compositeurs auxquels il ne donne ni ne laisse les moyens de

faire jouer leurs oeuvres. II faut un troisi^me theatre lyrique. Ce
ne doit pas etre simplement une doublure des deux autres. II y a

une chose qui me parait trop oubliee dans toute cette question,

c'est le peuple. Vous subventionnez des th^^tres pour I'art pur, et

le peuple, dont I'education musicale n'est pas suffisante pour qu'il

comprenne nos grands operas, vous I'abandonnez k lui-meme, vous

ne faites rien pour lui. Je voudrais que le peuple eut son Theatre-

Franqais et son Grand-Op^ra reunis dans la meme salle, c'est-k-dire

qu'il eut un th^itre ou I'on ne jouerait que les oeuvres, soit lyriques,

soit purement dramatiques, hors de discussion au point de vue de

I'art et de la morale.

Si I'on ne cr^e pas ce th^itre,—soit sous le regime de la

liberty, soit avec le regime du privilege,— on arrivera k

une demoralisation successive, k une decadence intellectuelle

des masses par le thdatre. En effet, il est bien plus facile

d'attirer la foule avec les mauvaises passions qu'avec les bons

exemples ; de sorte que vous verrez toujours les th^dtres dangereux,

c'est-k-dire ceux qui ont une direction subversive de I'ordre

veritable, I'emporter sur les bons, c'est-k-dire sur les theitres utiles,

sur les thditres oil Ton se respecte, et oii Ton respecte I'art. Ce
r^sultat se produira sous le regime du privilege aussi facilement

que sous celui de la liberte ; car le gouvernement n'a pas plus

d'action sur la direction intellectuelle des theitres privil^gids qu'il

n'en aurait sur celle des theitres libres. Voyez ce qui se passe au

Vaudeville. Une administration gratifi^e d'un privilege de la

Rdpublique attaque impun^ment la Rdpublique chaque soir. Vous
connaissez, messieurs, ces pieces qu'on a os^ d^corer du nom
^aristophanesques. Comme c'est la premiere fois qu'on prom^ne

sur notre sc^ne les images vivantes des hommes publics, que sur

notre sc&ne I'on bafoue grossi^rement les plus hautes personnifi-

cations du pouvoir national, et les institutions qui rdgissent la

France, le public vient en foule. Est-ce Ik un moyen honnete de

faire prosperer un th^dtre ?

Quand Aristophane faisait des comedies, il ^tait le reprdsentant
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de la liberte de la pens^e, et non de I'industrie. Son th^itre,

c'etait, h Ath^nes, la liberte de la presse ; ce n'etait point une
exploitation ; ses attaques acerbes, c'etait I'acte d'un citoyen, et

non le talent d'un manufacturier. C'est done en vain que Ton
s'abrite derri^re un grand nom pour cachet les tristes speculations

du privilege aux abois.

II y a utility pour I'honneur de la France k ce que le gouverne-

ment ne laisse point compl^tement I'art dramatique k I'industrie, et

le moyen le plus puissant de I'arracher k son matdrialisme, c'est

d'apporter un soin tout particulier k I'organisation des theitres

d'art, et principalement des theitres populaires. II faudrait

surtout composer avec un grand soin les comit^s charges de juger

les pieces
;
jusqu'k present, ils I'ont 6t6, en general, dans les grands

theatres avec assez de negligence. On a pris d'ordinaire des

personnes appartenant k I'administration theitrale, des academiciens

representant le passe plutot que le present, enfin des comediens.

Les academiciens se retirent promptement ; le comit^ se depeuple
;

bientot il ne reste plus du tribunal primitif que les juges qui n'ont

rien de mieux k faire, et ce ne sont pas les meilleurs.

De pareils comitds ne conviennent pas au but que doivent

atteindre les theatres subventionnes : il en faut de plus serieux.

Les comitds ne seront serieux qu'autant qu'il y aura une pena-

lity pour ceux de leurs membres qui manqueraient aux seances.

Je voudrais que leurs membres fussent non-seulement des admini-

strateurs de th^itre, des auteurs, des comediens, mais aussi des

artistes, des gens du monde. Des sensations de ce public varid,

quoique restreint, il rdsulterait un jugement qui serait probable-

ment le pr^curseur certain du jugement du public veritable.

Pour me resumer, voici ce que je souhaiterais :

Libert^ de I'industrie th^itrale ; creation de theatres d'art,

litteraires et lyriques, subventionnds par le gouvernement, et

soumis k une constitution nouvelle
;

Creation d'un theatre populaire, ^galement subventionne, et

destine k faire cultiver la morale, le patriotisme et I'art panni les

travailleurs.

M. Scribe.—J'admets la plupart des id^es de M. Souvestre
;

elles me semblent gdn^reuses et de nature k ce que leur application

soit utile pour les populations et pour I'art : j'entends parler

surtout de celles qui sont relatives k la constitution des theatres

subventionnes. Je dois ajouter que I'application de ses iddes me
parait difficile avec le syst^me de la liberty, tr^s-facile avec le

syst^me du privilege.

VI.—38
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M. SOUVESTRE.—J'ai dit les motifs qui m'ont fait combattre le

syst^me du privilege. F{it-il plus facile d'appliquer k ce syst^me

ma proposition sur les theatres subventionnes, je le repousserais ;

mais je ne vois aucune difificult^ k concilier ma proposition avec le

syst^me de la liberty industrielle. Je veux que le gouvemement
decide ce qu'il faut organiser de thditres subventionnes, mais non

ce qu'il faut organiser de theatres en general
; je ne veux pas qu'il

intervienne dans ce qui relive seulement de la speculation, qu'il

impose h. I'industrie theitrale son jugement, qu'il decide qu'il ne

peut y avoir que tant de scenes jouant tels genres, ouvertes dans

tels quartiers. Laisse/, I'interet mercantile decider ces questions

de speculation, vous qui gouvernez ; vous n'avez k vous occuper

que de deux choses : I'art et le peuple.

Dans I'etat actuel, le pouvoir prdjuge quels sont les theatres qui

peuvent vivre, et le resultat prouve combien de fois il s'est tromp^
;

laissez I'experience porter ce jugement. Avec la liberte, les

theatres qui n'ont pas de raison d'etre tomberont ; ceux qui ont

une aptitude r^elle k vivre resteront seuls debout.

Les Lacedemoniens jetaient dans un gouflfre les enfants qui ne

leur paraissaient pas viables ; ils risquaient d'y jeter Leonidas.

Ne faites pas comme eux ; mais, comme les Athdniens, laissez tout

le monde essayer I'existence :—le temps ddcidera qui doit vivre

qui doit mourir.

Cette merveilleuse improvisation parut produire le plus grand

effet sur le conseil d'fetat
;
par malheur, le rdsultat prouva que

remotion avait 6t6 aussi passag^re que profonde !

Cetait au tour d'Hugo de parler. II se leva.

M. Victor Hugo.—Mon opinion sur la mati^re qui se discute

maintenant devant la commission est anciennement connue
;
je

I'ai meme en partie publi^e. J'y persiste plus que jamais. Le

temps ou elle prdvaudra n'est pas encore venu. Cependant,

comme, dans ma conviction profonde, le principe de la libertd doit

finir par triompher sur tous les points, j'attache de Timportance k

la mani^re s^rieuse dont la commission du conseil d'Etat dtudie

les questions qui lui sont soumises ; ce travail prdparatoire est

utile, et je m'y associe volontiers. Je ne laisserai dchapper, pour

ma part, aucune occasion de semer des germes de liberty. Faisons

notre devoir, qui est de semer les id^es ; le temps fera le sien, qui

est de les f^conder.

Je commencerai par dire k la commission que, dans la question

des theatres, question tr^s-grande et tr^s-serieuse, il n'y a que

deux interets qui me preoccupent ; k la verite, ils embrassent
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tout : I'un est le progres de I'art, I'autre est I'amelioration du
peuple.

J'ai dans le ccEur une certaine indifference pour les formes

politiques, et une inexprimable passion pour la liberte. Je viens

de vous le dire, la liberty est mon principe, et partout ou elle

m'apparait, je plaide ou je lutte pour elle.

Cependant, si, dans la question th^dtrale, vous trouvez un moyen
qui ne soit pas la liberte, mais qui me donne le progres de I'art et

I'amelioration du peuple, j'irai jusqu'k vous sacrifier le grand
principe pour lequel j'ai toujours combattu, je m'inclinerai et je me
tairai. Maintenant, pouvez-vous arriver k ces resultats autrement

que par la liberte ?

Vous touchez, dans la mati^re speciale qui vous occupe, k la

grande, k I'etemelle question qui reparait sans cesse, et sous toutes

les formes, dans la vie de I'humanite. Les deux grands principes

qui la dominent dans leur lutte perpetuelle, la liberte, I'autorit^,

sont en presence dans cette question-ci comme dans toutes les

autres. Entre ces deux principes, il vous faudra choisir, sauf

ensuite k faire d'utiles accommodements entre celui que vous

choisirez et celui que vous ne choisirez pas. II vous faudra choisir
;

lequel prendrez-vous ? Examinons.

Dans la question des theitres, le principe de I'autoritd a ceci

pour lui et conlre lui, qu'il a d^jk 6t6 experiments. Depuis que le

theitre existe en France, le principe d'autorite le poss^de. Si Ton
a constate ses inconvenients, on a aussi constate ses avantages, on
les connait Le principe de liberte n'a pas encore 6i6 mis k

I'^preuve.

M. LE Pr£sident.— II a 6i6 mis k I'epreuve de 1791 k 1806.

M. Victor Hugo.— II fut proclame en 1791, mais non realist
;

on Stait en presence de la guillotine : la liberte germait alors, elle

ne regnait pas. II ne faut point juger des effets de la liberte des

theitres par ce qu'elle a pu produire pendant la premiere revolu-

tion.

Le principe de TautoritS a pu, lui, au contraire, produire tous ses

fruits ; il a eu sa realisation la plus complete dans un syst^me ou

pas un detail n'a ete omis. Dans ce syst^me, aucun spectacle ne
p>ouvait s'ouvrir sans autorisation. On avait ete jusqu'k specifier le

nombre de personnages qui pouvaient paraitre en sc^ne dans
chaque theitre, jusqu'k interdire aux uns de chanter, aux autres de

parler
;
jusqu'k regler, en de certains cas, le costume et mfime le

geste ; jusqu'k introduire dans les fantaisies de la sc^ne je ne sais

quelle rigueur hieratique.
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Le principe de I'autorite, realise si completement, qu'a-t-il

produit ? On va me parler de Louis xiv et de son grand regne.

Louis XIV a porte le principe de I'autorite, sous toutes ses formes,

k son plus haut degre de splendeur, Je n'ai a parler ici que du

theatre. Eh bien ! le theitre du xvii® siecle eut ete plus grand

sans la pression du principe d'autorit^. Ce principe a arrete

I'essor de Comeille, et froisse son robuste genie. Moli^re s'y est

souvent soustrait, parce qu'il vivait dans la familiarity du grand

roi, dont il avait les sympathies personnelles. Moli^re n'a ete si

favorise que parce qu'il etait valet de chambre tapissier de Louis

XIV ; il n'eut point fait sans cela le quart de ses chefs-d'oeuvre.

Le sourire du maitre lui permettait I'audace. Chose bizarre k

dire ! c'est sa domesticite qui a fait son independance : si Moli^re

n'eut pas ^te libre!

Vous savez qu'un des miracles de I'esprit humain avait ete de-

clare immoral par les contemporains ; il fallut un ordre formel de

Louis XIV pour qu'on jouat Tartufe. Voila ce qu'a fait le principe

de I'autoritd dans son plus beau si6cle. Je passerai sur Louis xv
et sur son temps ; c'est une epoque de complete degradation pour

I'art dramatique. Je range les tragedies de Voltaire parmi les

oeuvres les plus informes que I'esprit humain ait jamais produites.

Si Voltaire n'^tait pas, k cote de cela, un des plus beaux genies de

I'humanit^ ; s'il n'avait pas produit, entre autres grands rdsultats,

ce r^sultat admirable de I'adoucissement des mceurs, il serait au

niveau de Campistron.

Je ne triomphe done pas du xvill^ siecle
;
je le pourrais, mais je

m'abstiens. Remarquez seulement que le chef-d'oeuvre dramatique

qui marque la fin de ce siecle, le Mariage de Figaro, est du k la

rupture du principe d'autoritd. J 'arrive k I'empire : alors I'autorite

avait ^t^ restaur^e dans toute sa splendeur ; elle avait quelque

chose de plus ^clatant encore que I'autorite de Louis Xiv ; il y
avait alors un maitre qui ne se contentait pas d'etre le plus grand

capitaine, le plus grand l^gislateur, le plus grand politique, le plus

grand prince de son temps, mais qui voulait ^tre le plus grand

organisateur de toutes choses. La litt^rature, I'art, la pensee, ne

pouvaient ^chapper k sa domination, pas plus que tout le reste. II

a eu, et je I'en loue, la volont^ d'organiser I'art ; pour cela, il n'a

rien ^pargn^, il a tout prodigu^. De Moscou, il organisait le

Th^Atre-Franqais. Dans le moment meme ou la fortune toumait,

et oil il pouvait voir I'abime s'ouvrir, il s'occupait de r^glementer

les soubrettes et les Crispins.

Eh bien, malgrd tant de soins et tant de volontd, cet homme, qui
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pouvait gagner la bataille de Marengo et la bataille d'Austerlitz,

n'a pu faire faire un chef-d'ceuvre. II aurait donn^ des millions

pour que ce chef-d'cEuvre naquit ; il aurait fait prince celui qui en

aurait honore son r^gne. Un jour, il passait une revue. II y avait

ik dans les rangs un auteur assez mediocre qui s'appelait Barjaud.

Personne ne connait plus ce nom. On dit k I'empereur :
" Sire, M.

Barjaud est Ik.—M. Barjaud, dit-il aussitot, sortez des rangs !
" Et

il lui demanda ce qu'il pouvait faire pour lui.

M. Scribe.—M. Barjaud demanda une sous-lieutenance ; ce qui

ne prouve pas qu'il eut la vocation des lettres. II fut tud peu de

temps apres ; ce qui aurait empeche son talent—s'il avait eu du

talent—d'illustrer le r^gne imperial.

M. Victor Hugo.—Vous abondez dans mon sens. D'apr^s ce

que I'empereur faisait pour des m^diocrites, jugez de ce qu'il eut

fait pour des talents
;
jugez de ce qu'il eut fait pour des g^nies !

Une de ses passions eut ete de faire naitre une grande litterature.

Son gout litteraire etait superieur : le Memorial de Sainte-Hellne

le prouve. Quand I'empereur prend un livre, il ouvre Comeille.

Eh bien ! cette litterature qu'il souhaitait si ardemment pour en

couronner son r^gne, lui, ce grand createur, il n'a pu la cr^er.

Qu'ont produit, dans le domaine de I'art, tant d'efForts, tant de per-

severance, tant de magnificence, tant de volonte ? Qu'a produit ce

principe de I'autorite, si puissamment applique par I'homme qui le

faisait en quelque sorte vivant ? Rien I

M. Scribe.—Vous oubliez les Templiers de M. Raynouard.

M. Victor Hugo.—Je ne les oublie pas. II y a dans cette piece

un beau vers.

Voilk, au point de vue de I'art sous Tempi re, ce que Tautorit^ a

produit, c'est-k-dire rien de grand, rien de beau.

J'en suis venu k me dire, pour ma part, en voyant ces rdsultats,

que I'autoritd pourrait bien ne pas etre le meilleur moyen de faire

fructifier I'art
;
qu'il fallait peut-etre songer k quelque autre chose :

nous verrons tout k I'heure k quoi.

Le point de vue de Tart ^puisd, passons k Tautre, au point de vue

de la moralisation et de Tinstruction du peuple. C'est un ctKi de

la question qui me touche infiniment.

Qu'a fait le principe d'autorit^ k ce point de vue ? et que veut-il ?

—Je me borne toujours au thditre.—Le principe d'autoritd voulait

et devait vouloir que le thditre contribuit, pour sa part, k enseigner

au peuple tous les respects, les devoirs moraux, la religion, le prin-

cipe monarchique qui dominait alors, et dont je suis loin de m^con-

naitre la puissance civilisatrice. Eh bien I je prends le th^Atre tel
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qu'il a dte au si&cle par excellence de I'autorit^, je le prends dans

sa personnification franqaise la plus illustre, dans Thomme que

tous les si^cles et tous les temps nous envieront, dans Moli^re.

J'observe : que vois-je ? Je vols le theatre echapper completement

h. la direction que lui donne I'autorite ; Moli^re preche, d'un bout

h. I'autre de ses oeuvres, la lutte du valet contre le maitre, du fils

contre le p^re, de la femme contre le mari, du jeune homme contre

le vieillard, de la liberte contre I'autorite.

Nous disons, nous :
" Dans Tartufe, Moli^re n'a attaqud que

I'hypocrisie." Tous ses contemporains le comprirent autrement.

Le but de I'autorite etait-il atteint ? Jugez vous-meme. II etait

completement toume ; elle avait ete radicalement impuissante.

J'en conclus qu'elle n'a pas en elle la force necessaire pour donner

au peuple, au moins par I'interm^diaire du th^^tre, I'enseignement

le meilleur selon elle.

Voyez en effet : I'autorite veut que le theatre enseigne tous les

respects ; le theatre enseigne toutes les desobeissances. Sous la

pression des idees religieuses, et meme devotes, toute la comddie

qui sort de Moli^re est sceptique ; sous la pression des idees

monarchiques, toute la tragedie qui sort de Corneille est republic-

aine. Tous deux, Corneille et Moli^re, sont declares, de leur vivant,

immoraux, I'un par I'Academie, I'autre par le parlement.

Et voyez comme le jour se fait, voyez comme la lumi^re vient

!

Corneille et Moli^re, qui ont fait le contraire de ce que voulait leur

imposer le principe d'autorite sous la double pression religieuse et

monarchique, sont-ils immoraux vraiment? L'Acaddmie dit oui,

le parlement dit oui,—la posterite dit non. Ces deux grands poetes

ont etd deux grands philosophes ; ils n'ont pas produit au theatre

la vulgaire morale de I'autorite, mais la haute morale de I'humanite.

C'est cette morale, cette morale supdrieure et splendide, qui est

faite pour I'avenir, et que la courte vue des contemporains qualifie

toujours d'immoralit^.

Aucun genie n'echappe h. cette loi, aucun sage, aucun juste !

L'accusation d'immoralit^ a successivement atteint et quelquefois

martyrise tous les fondateurs de la sagesse humaine, tous les r^-

vdateurs de la sagesse divine. C'est au nom de la morale qu'on

a fait boire la cigue i Socrate, et qu'on a cloud Jdsus au gibet. . . .

Maintenant, voulez-vous que je descende de cette region dlevde,

ou je voudrais que les esprits se maintinssent toujours, pour traiter,

au point de vue purement industriel, la question que vous dtudiez ?

Ce point de vue est pour moi peu considerable, et je declare que le

nombre des faillites n'est rien pour moi, \ c6te d'un chef-d'oeuvre
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crd^ ou d'un progr^s intellectuel ou moral du peuple obtenu.

Cependant, je ne veux point ndgliger completement ce cot^ de la

question, et je demanderai si le principe de I'autoritd a et^, du

moins, bon pour faire prosp^rer les entreprises dramatiques ? Non.

II n'a pas meme obtenu ce mince r^sultat. Je n'en veux pour

preuve que les dix-huit annees du dernier rhgne. Pendant ces

dix-huit annees, I'autorite a tenu dans ses mains les theitres

par le privilege et par la distinction des genres. Quel a ete le

resultat ?

L'empereur avait jug^ qu'il y avait beaucoup trop de th^itres

dans Paris
;

qu'il y en avait plus que la population de la ville n'en

pouvait f>orter. Par un acte d'autorite despotique, il supprima une

partie de ces thedtres, il emonda en bas, et conserva en haul.

Voilk ce que fit un homme de genie. La demi^re administration

des beaux-arts a retranche en haut, et multiple en bas. Cela seul

suffit pour faire juger qu'au grand esprit de gouvemement avait

succede le petit esprit. Qu'avez-vous vu pendant les dix-huit

annees de la deplorable administration qui s'est continuee, en depit

des chocs de la politique, sous tous les ministres de I'interieur?

\'ous avez vu perir successivement ou s'amoindrir toutes les scenes

vraiment litt^raires.

Chaque fois qu'un theatre montrait quelques velleit^s de littera-

ture, I'administration faisait des efforts inouls pour le faire rentrer

dans des genres mis^rables. Je caract^rise cette administration

d'un mot : point de debouches k la pens^e dlevee ; multiplication

des spectacles grossiers ! les issues fermees en haut, ouvertes en

bas ? II sufiisait de demander k exploiter un spectacle-concert, un
sp>ectacle de marionnettes, de danseurs de corde, pour obtenir la

permission d'attirer et de depraver le public. Les gens de lettres,

au nom de I'art et de la litterature, avaient demande un Second-

Theitre-Franqais : on leur a r^p>ondu par une derision ; on leur a

donne I'Odeon !

Voilk comment I'administration comprenait son devoir ; voilk

comment le principe de I'autorite a fonctionne depuis vingt ans :

d'une part, il a comprime I'essor de la pensee ; de I'autre, il a

ddveloppe I'essor, soit des parties infimes de I'intelligence, soit des

int^rSts purement materiels. II a fonde la situation actuelle, dans
laquelle nous avons vu im nombre de thddtres hors de toute pro-

portion avec la population parisienne, et cre^s par des fantaisies

sans motifs. Je n'^puise pas les griefs. On a dit beaucoup de
choses sur la mani^re dont on trafiquait des privileges. J'ai peu
de gout k ce genre de recberches. Ce que je constate, c'est qu'on
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a ddvelopp^ outre mesure I'industrie miserable pour refouler le

ddveloppement de I'art.

Maintenant qu'une revolution est survenue, qu'arrive-t-il ? C'est

que, du moment qu'elle a 6c\at6, tous ces theitres factices sortis du
caprice d'un commis, de pis encore quelquefois, sont tombes sur

les bras du gouvemement. II faut, ou les laisser mourir, ce qui

est une calamity pour une multitude de malheureux qu'ils nour-

rissent, ou les entretenir k grands frais, ce qui est une calamity

pour le budget. Voilk les fruits des syst^mes fondes sur le prin-

cipe de Pautorit^. Ces rdsultats, je les ai dnumerds longxiement.

lis ne me satisfont point. Je sens la n^cessit^ d'en venir k un
syst^me fond^ sur autre chose que ce principe.

Or, ici, il n'y a pas deux solutions. Du moment ou vous renoncei

au principe d'autorit^, vous etes contraints de vous tourner vers

le principe de liberte,

Examinons, maintenant, la question des theatres au point de vue

de la liberty. Je veux pour le theatre deux libertes qui sont toutes

deux dans I'air de ce si^cle : liberte d'industrie, liberte de pens^e.

Libertd d'industrie, c'est-k-dire point de privileges ; liberty de
pens^e, c'est-k-dire point de censure.

Commen^ons par la liberte d'industrie. Voyons comment nous

pourrions organiser le syst^me de la liberty. Ici, je dois supposer

un peu ; rien n'existe.

Je suis obligd de revenir k mon point de depart ; car, il ne faut

pas le perdre de vue un seul instant, la grande pensee de ce si^cle,

celle qui doit survivre h. toutes les autres, k toutes les formes

politiques, quelles qu'elles soient, celle qui sera le fondement de

toutes les institutions de I'avenir, c'est la liberty. Je suppose done
que la liberte p^n^tre dans I'industrie theatrale comme elle a

p^n^tr^ dans toutes les autres industries
;
puis je me demande si

elle satisfera au progr^s de I'art, si elle produira la renovation du
peuple. Voici d'abord comment je comprendrais que la liberty

de I'industrie thddtrale fiit proclam^e.

Dans la situation ou sont encore les esprits et les questions

politiques, aucune liberty ne peut exister sans que le gouvernement

y ait pris sa part de surveillance et d'influence. La liberty d'en-

seignement ne peut, k mon sens, exister qu'k cette condition ; il en

est de m6me de la liberty th^Atrale. L'^tat doit d'autant mieux
intervenir dans ces deux questions, qu'il n'y a pas Ik seulement un
int^r^t materiel, mais un int^rct moral de la plus haute importance.

Quiconque voudra ouvrir un theatre le pourra en se soumettant

aux conditions de police que voici . . . aux conditions de cautionne-



APPENDIX 6oi

ment que voici . . . aux garanties de diverses natures que voici.

. . . Ce sera le cahier des charges de la liberty.

Ces mesures ne suffisent pas. Je rapprochais tout k I'heure la

liberte des theatres de la liberte de I'enseignement ; c'est que le

th^Atre est une des branches de I'enseignment populaire. Res-

ponsable de la moralitd et de I'instruction du peuple, I'Etat ne doit

point se resigner h. un role negatif, et, apr^s avoir pris quelques

precautions, regarder, laisser aller. L'^tat doit installer, k cot^

des theatres libres, des theitres qu'il gouvemera, et oil la pens^e

sociale se fera jour.

Je voudrais qu'il y eut un theatre digne de la France, pour les

cel^bres poetes morts qui I'ont honor^e
;
puis un theatre pour les

auteurs vivants. II faudrait encore un th^tre pour le grand

opera, un autre pour I'opera-comique. Je subventionnerais magni-

fiquement ces quatre theitres.

Les theatres livr^s k I'industrie personnelle sont toujours forces

k une certaine parcimonie. Une pi^ce coute cent mille francs k

monter : ils reculeront ; vous, vous ne reculerez pas. Un grand

acteur met h. haut prix ses pretentions : un thedtre libre pourrait

marchander et le laisser echapper ; vous, vous ne marchanderez

pas. Un ecrivain de talent travaille pour un theitre libre, il reqoit

tel droit d'auteur : vous lui donnerez le double ; il travaillera pour

vous. Vous aurez ainsi dans les theitres de I'Etat, dans les theatres

nationaux, les meilleures pieces, les meilleurs comediens, les plus

beaux spectacles. En meme temps, vous, I'Etat, qui ne sp^culez pas,

et qui, k la rigueur, en presence d'un grand but de gloire et d'utilit^ k

atteindre, n'etes pas forcd de gagner de I'argent, vous offrirez au

peuple ces magnifiques spectacles au meilleur march^ possible.

Je voudrais que I'homme du peuple, pour dix sous, fut aussi bien

assis au parterre, dans une stalle de velours, que I'homme du monde

k I'orchestre, pour dix francs. De m^me que je voudrais le theitre

grand pour I'idee, je voudrais la salle vaste pour la foule. De cette

faqon, vous auriez, dans Paris, quatre magnifiques lieux de rendez-

vous ou le riche et le pauvre, I'heureux et le malheureux, le Parisien

et le provincial, le Franqais et I'^tranger, se rencontreraient tous

les soirs, meleraient fratemellement leur ime, et communieraient,

pour ainsi dire, dans la contemplation des grandes oeuvres de

I'esprit humain. Que sortirait-il delk? L'am^lioration populaire

et la moralisation universelle.

Voilk ce que feraient les theitres nationaux. Maintenant, que

feraient les theatres libres? Vous allez me dire qu'ils seraient

^erases par une telle concurrence. Messieurs, je respecte la
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liberty ; mais je gouveme et je tiens le niveau 6lev6. C'est k la

liberty de s'en arranger.

Les d^penses des thditres nationaux vous efifrayent peut-etre :

c'est k tort ; fussent-elles enormes, j'en r^ponds, bien que mon but

ne soit pas de crder une speculation en faveur de I'^tat, le r^sultat

financier ne lui sera pas desavantageux. Les hommes speciaux

vous diraient que I'J^tat fera avec ces etablissements de bonnes

affaires. II arrivera alors ce resultat singulier et heureux qu'avec

un chef-d'cBuvre, un poete pourra gagner presque autant d'argent

qu'un agent de change par un coup de bourse.

Surtout, ne I'oubliez pas, aux hommes de talent et de g^nie qui

viendront k moi, je dirai :
" Je n'ai pas seulement pour but de faire

votre fortune, et d'encourager Part en vous protegeant
;

j'ai un but

plus 6lev6 encore. Je veux que vous fassiez des chefs-d'oeuvre, s'il

est possible, mais je veux surtout que vous amelioriez le peuple de

toutes les classes. Versez dans la population des id^es saines
;

faites que vos ouvrages ne sortent pas d'une certaine ligne que
voici, et qui me parait la meilleure." C'est \h un langage que tout

le monde comprendra ; tout esprit consciencieux, toute ime honn^te

sentira I'importance de la mission. Vous aurez un thditre qui

attirera la foule, et qui r^pandra les idees civilisatrices, I'heroisme,

le ddvouement, I'abndgation, le devoir, I'amour du pays, par la

reproduction vraie, animee ou m6me patriotiquement exalt^e des

grands faits de notre histoire.

Et savez-vous ce qui arrivera ! Vous n'attirerez pas seulement

le peuple k vos thdktres, vous y attirerez aussi I'etranger. Pas un
homme riche en Europe que ne soit tenu de venir k vos theatres

completer son Education frangaise et litt^raire. Ce sera Ik une
source de richesse pour la France et pour Paris. Vos magnifiques

subventions, savez-vous qui les payera ? L'Europe. L'argent de
I'etranger affluera chez vous ; vous ferez k la gloire nationale une
avance que I'admiration europeenne vous remboursera.

Messieurs, au moment ou nous sommes, il n'y a qu'une seule

nation qui soit en dtat de donner des produits litt^raires au monde
entier, et, cette nation, c'est la nation frangaise. Vous avez done
Ik un monopole immense, un monopole que I'univers civilise subit

depuis dix-huit ans. Les ministres qui nous ont gouvernes n'ont

eu qu'une seule pensde : comprimer la litt^rature frangaise k
rint^rieur, la sacrificer au dehors, la laisser syst^matiquement
spolier dans un royaume voisin par la contrefaqon. Je favoriserais,

au contraire, cet admirable monopole sous toutes ses formes, et

je le r^pandrais sur le monde entier ;
je creerais k Paris des foyers



APPENDIX 603

lumineux qui dclaireraient toutes les nations, et vers lesquels

toutes les nations se toumeraient.

Ce n'est pas tout. Pour achever I'cEuvre, je voudrais des thditres

speciaux pour le peuple ; ces theatres, je les mettrais k la charge,

non de I'^tat, mais de la ville de Paris ; ce seraient des theatres

crees k ses frais, et bien choisis par son administration tnunicipale

parmi les theatres dejk existants, et des lors subventionnes par

elle. Je les appellerais theatres municipaux.

La ville de Paris est intdressde, sous tous les rapports, k

I'existence de ces th^4tres : ils ddvelopperaient les sentiments

moraux et I'instruction dans les classes inferieures : ils contribue-

raient k faire r^gner le calme dans cette partie de la population

d'ou sortent parfois des commotions si fatales k la ville.

Je I'ai dit plus haut d'une mani^re generale en me faisant le

plagiaire de I'empereur Napoleon, je le r^p^te ici en appliquant

surtout mon assertion aux classes inferieures de la population

parisienne : la peuple fran^ais, la population parisienne principale-

ment, ont beaucoup du peuple athenien ; il faut quelque chose

pour occuper leur imagination. Les theatres municipaux seront des

especes de derivatifs qui neutraliseront les bouillonnements

populaires. Avec eux, le peuple parisien lira moins de mauvais

pamphlets, boira moins de mauvais vins, hantera moins de mau-
vais lieux, fera moins de revolutions violentes.

L'interet de la ville est patent ; il est naturel qu'elle fasse les

frais de ces fondations. Elle ferait appel k des auteurs sages et

distingu^s, qui produiraient sur la sc^ne des pieces elementaires,

tirees surtout de notre histoire nationale. Vous avez vu une

partie de cette pensee realisee par le Cirque ; on a eu tort de le

laisser fermer.

Les thedtres municipaux seraient repartis entre les differents

quartiers de la capitale, et places surtout dans les quartiers les

moins riches, dans les faubourgs.

Ainsi, k la charge de I'Etat, quatre th^itres nationaux pour la

France et pour I'Europe ; k la charge de la ville, quatre theatres

municipaux pour le peuple des faubourgs ; k c6t6 de ce haut

enseignement de I'Etat, les theatres libres ; voilk mon systdme.

Selon moi, de ce syst^me, qui est la liberty, sortiraient la

grandeur de I'art, et I'ameiioration du peuple, qui sont mes deux

buts. Vous avez vu ce qu'avait produit, p>our ces deux grands

buts, le syst^me base sur I'autorite, c'est-k-dire le privilege et la

censure. Comparez et choisissez.

M. LE President.—Vous admettez le regime de la liberty, mais
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vous faites aux theatres libres une condition bien difficile. lis

seront ^crasds par ceux de I'Etat.

M. Victor Hugo.—Le r6Ie des theatres libres est loin d'etre

nul k cote des theatres de I'Etat. Ces theatres lutteront avec les

votres. Quoique vous soyez le gouvernement, vous vous trompez

quelquefois. II vous arrive de repousser des oeuvres remarquables
;

les thditres libres accueilleront ces ceuvres-lk ; ils profiteront des

erreurs que vous aurez commises, et les applaudissements du

public que vous entendrez dans les salles seront pour vous des

reproches, et vous stimuleront.

On va me dire :
" Les theatres libres, qui auront peine k faire

concurrence au gouvernement, chercheront, pour r^ussir, les moyens

les plus f^cheux : ils feront appel au devergondage de I'imagination,

ou aux passions populaires ; pour attirer le public, ils speculeront

sur le scandale ; ils feront de rimmoralite, et ils feront de la

politique ; ils joueront des pieces extravagantes, excentriques,

obsc&nes, et des comedies aristophanesques." S'il y a dans tout

cela quelque chose de criminel, on pourra le rdprimer par les moyens
legaux ; sinon, ne vous en inquietez pas. Je suis un de ceux qui

ont eu I'inconvenient ou I'honneur, depuis Fevrier, d'etre quelque-

fois mis sur le th^itre. Que m'importe ! j'aime mieux ces plais-

anteries, inoffensives aprfes tout, que telles calomnies r^pandues

contre moi par un journal dans ses cinquante mille exemplaires.

Quand on me met sur la scene, j'ai tout le monde pour moi ;

quand on me travestit dans un journal, j'ai contre mois les trois

quarts des lecteurs ; et, cependant, je ne m'inqui^te pas de la

liberte de la presse
;
je ne fais point de proems aux joumaux qui

me travestissent ; je ne leur ^cris pas mcme de lettres avec un

huissier pour facteur. Sachez done accepter et comprendre la

liberty de la pensde sous toutes ses formes, la liberte du th^itre

comme la liberte de la presse : c'est I'air meme que vous respirez.

Contentez-vous, quand les the&tres libres ne depassent point

certaines homes que la loi peut pr^ciser, de leur faire une noble

et puissante guerre avec vos th^itres nationaux et municipaux
;

la victoire vous restera.

M. Scribe.—Les g^nereuses iddes qui vient d'^mettre M. Victor

Hugo sont en partie les miennes ; mais il me semble qu'elles

gagneraient k etre rdalis^es dans un syst^me moins compliqu^

Le systfeme de M. Victor Hugo est double, et ses deux parties

sembient se contredire. Dans ce syst^me, ou la moitid des

th^iitres serait privildgiee, et I'autre moitid libre, il y aurait deux

choses k craindre : ou bien les theatres du gouvernement et de la
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\ ille ne donneraient que de pieces officielles oil personne n'irait,

ou bien ils p>ourraient h leur gr6 user de ressources immenses de

leurs subventions ; dans ce cas, les theatres libres seraient evidem-

ment ^erases.

Pourquoi, alors, permettre a ceux-ci de soutenir une lutte inegale,

qui doit fatalement se terminer par leur mine ? Si le principe de

liberty n'est pas bon en haut, pourquoi serait-il bon en bas ? Je

voudrais, et sans invoquer d'autres motifs que ceux que vient de me
foumir M. Hugo, que tous les theatres fiissent places entre les

mains du gouvemement.
M. Victor Hugo.—Je ne pretends nullement etablir des

theatres privilegies ; dans ma pensee, le privilege disparait. Le
privilege ne cree que des theatres factices ; la liberty vaudra

mieux : elle fonctionnera p>our I'industrie theitrale comme pour

toutes les autres ; la demande reglera la production. La liberie

est la base de tout mon systfenie, il est franc et complet ; mais je

veux la liberte pour tout le monde, aussi bien pour l'£tat que pour

les particuliers. Dans mon syst^me, TEtat a tous les droits de

I'individu ; il pent fonder un theatre, comme il peut creer un

journal ; seulement, il a plus de devoirs encore. J'ai indique

comment I'Etat, pour remplir ses devoirs, devait user de la liberte

commune ; voilk tout.

M. LE President.—Voulez-vous me permettre de vous ques-

tionner sur un detail ? Admettriez-vous, dans votre syst^me, le

principe du cautionnement ?

M. Victor Hugo.—J'en ai d^jk dit un mot tout k I'heure
; je

I'admettrais, et voici pourquoi : je ne veux compromettre les

interets de personne, principalement des pauvres et des faibles, et

les com^diens, en general, sont faibles et pauvres. Avec le

syst^me de la liberte industrielle, il se presentera plus d'un

aventurier qui dira :
" Je vais louer un local, engager des acteurs

;

si je rdussis, je payerai ; si je ne reussis pas, je ne payerai per-

sonne." Or, c'est ce que je ne veux point. Le cautionnement

repondra. II aura un autre usage : le payement des amendes qui

pourront dtre inflig^es aux directeurs. A mon avis, la liberte

implique la responsabilit^ ; c'est pourquoi je veux le cautionne-

ment.

M. LE President.—On a propose devant la commission

d'^tablir, dans I'hypoth^se oil la liberty industrielle serait pro-

damde, des conditions qui empecheraient d'^tablir, sous le nom de

th^itres, de v^ritables ^choppes : conditions de construction,

conditions de dimension, etc.
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M. Victor Hugo.—Ces conditions sont de celles que je

mettrais k I'etablissement des th^itres.

M. Scribe.—Elles me paraissent parfaitement sages.

M. LE President.—On avait propose aussi d'interdire le melange

des representations theitrales avec d'autres industries
;

par

exemple, les caf^s-spectacles.

M. Alexandre Dumas.—Cast d'une affaire de police.

M. LE conseiller Defresne.—Comment seront administrds,

dans le syst^me de M. Hugo, les theatres subventionnes ?

M. Alexandre Dumas.—Je demanderai k la commission la

permission de lui dire comment, selon moi, la question devrait

^tre r^solue. J'ai quelque experience de la matifere, j'ai beaucoup

manie les th^itres, soit comme auteur, soit comme directeur.

J'adopte avec empressement I'institution des theitres de I'^tat,

selon le systeme de M. Victor Hugo et celui de M. Souvestre.

Je ne crois pas que I'administration directe de ces th^itres par le

gouvernement doive etre plus dispendieuse pour lui que la tutelle

actuelle. Le chiffre total des subventions annuelles s'el^ve k onze

cent et quelques mille francs. Cette somme suffit, selon moi, pour

soutenir largement quatre theatres que je voudrais voir subven-

tionner par le gouvernement : le Thditre-Frangais, I'Opera-

Comique, les theitres des Italiens et de rOd^on. Je ne parle pas

encore de I'Opdra. Tous ces thditres ont trente-quatre pieds h.

peu pr^s d'ouverture ; tous pourraient user des memes decors.

Maintenant, ils ont chacun les leurs ; chacun a une administration

pour r^pondre de ceux qu'il poss^de. Le jour ou les quatre theatres

seront dans la main de la nation, on pourra r^unir ces quatre

administrations en une seule. Dans chacun des th^dtres, on

aura le choix des decorations qui auront 6t6 faites pour tous les

quatre depuis dix ans.

On fera ainsi cent cinquante mille francs d'economie par an, rien

qu'en faisant servir la toile et la bois d'un th^dtre pour un autre.

Je n'ai point parie de I'Op^ra : k cause de ses machines, on doit

le laisser k part. Le theatre de I'Opera d^pense prodigieusement

en decors ; d^s qu'une toile a servi sur la sc^ne, elle ne peut plus

resservir. Le Thektre-Franqais tombe dans un excbs contraire
;

il ne depense pas par an, plus de quinze mille francs de decora-

tions. II a un tailleur qui lui fait ses costumes k forfait, pour

vingt-quatre mille francs par an. Tel qu'il est, le Thektre-

Franqais est constitue pour ^tre eternellement en mine. Ce
qu'il faut pour faire vivre un thektre, c'est une moyenne de recettes.

Quand une administration tire ses gains moins du meWte de son
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repertoire que du talent d'un acteur, il faut n^cessairement qu'elle

fasse de mauvaises affaires, car un acteur ne pourra pas jouer tous

les jours. Dans ce cas-lk, il faut au moins que I'administration ait

deux grands acteurs, et qu'ils altement entre eux afin d'attirer le

public tous les jours.

M. LE PRisiDENT.—Ce que la commission demandait, c'dtait

surtout des details sur le mode d'administration des th^itres qui

seraient entretenus par L'Etat ou par les villes.

M. Victor Hugo.—V'ous me demandez comment je ferais

administrer, dans mon syst^me, les theatres subventionn^s, c'est-

k-dire les theitres nationaux et les theitres municipaux.

Je commence par vous dire que, quoi que I'on fasse, le rdsultat

d'un syst^me est toujours audessous de ce que I'on en attend. Je

ne vous promets done pas la perfection, mais une amelioration

immense. Pour la r^aliser, il est n^cessaire de choisir avec un
soin extreme les hommes qui voudront diriger ce que j'appellerais

volontiers les thidtres icoles. Avec de mauvais choix, I'institution

ne vaudrait pas grand'chose ; il arrivera peut-etre quelquefois qu'on

se trompera ; le minist^re, au lieu de prendre Comeille, pourra

prendre M. Campistron
;
quand il choisira mal, ce seront les

theatres libres qui corrigeront le mal, et, alors, vous aurez le

Theatre-Fran^ais ailleurs qu'au Theitre-Frangais, mais cela ne

durera pas longtemps.

Je voudrais, k la tSte des theitres du gouvemement, des

directeurs independants les uns des autres, subordonnds tous

quatre au directeur, ou plutot au ministre des arts, et se faisant,

pour ainsi dire, concurrence entre eux. lis seraient retribues par

le gouvemement, et auraient un certain interet dans les benefices

de leurs theitres.

M. MiLESViLLE.—Qui est-ce qui nommera, et qui est-ce qui

destituera les directeurs ?

M. Victor Hugo.—Le ministre competent les nommera, et ce

sera lui aussi qui les destituera. II en sera pour eux comme pour

les prefets.

M. M#,LESVILLE.—Vous IcuT faites Ik une position singuli^re.

Supposez un homme honorable, distingu^, qui aura administr^ avec

succ^s la Com^die-Franqaise : un ministre lui a demande une

pi^ce d'une certaine couleur politique ; le ministre suivant sera

d^favorable k cette couleur politique. Le directeur, malgrd tout

son m^rite et son service, sera imm^diatement destitu^.

M. Alexandre Dumas,—C'est un danger commun a tous les

fonctionnaires.
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Sur la question de la censure dramatique, voici, maintenant,

comment s'exprimait Victor Hugo :

M. Victor Hugo.—Le syst^me actuel est detestable. En
principe, c'est I'Etat qui rdgit la liberie litt^raire des theatres :

mais I'Etat est un etre de raison, le gouvemement I'incame et le

represente ; mais le gouvemement a autre chose a faire que de

s'occuper des theatres : il s'en repose sur le ministre de I'int^rieur
;

mais le ministre de I'int^rieur est un personnage bien occupd ; il se

fait remplacer par le directeur des beaux-arts ; la besogne deplait

au directeur des beaux-arts, qui la passe au bureau de censure.

Admirez ce syst^me qui commence par I'Etat, et qui finit par

un commis ! Si bien que cette esp^ce de balayeur d'ordures

dramatiques qu'on appelle un censeur peut dire, comme Louis

XIV, :
" VttcLt, c'est moi !

"

La liberte de la pensee dans un journal, vous la respectez en la

surveillant ; vous la confiez au jury. La libertd de la pensde sur le

theatre, vous I'insultez en la rdprimant ; vous la livrez k la

censure

!

Y a-t-il au moins un grand int^ret qui excuse cela ? Point.

Quel bien la censure, appliquee au the&tre, a-t-elle produit

depuis trente ans ? A-t-elle empeche une allusion politique de se

faire jour ? Jamais. En g^ndral, elle a plutot eveilld qu'endormi

I'instinct qui pousse le public k faire, au theitre, de I'opposition en

riant.

Au point de vue politique, elle ne vous a done rendu aucun

service. En a-t-elle rendu au point de vue moral? Pas

davantage.

Rappelez vos souvenirs. A-t-elle empfichd des thedtres de

s'^tablir uniquement pour I'exploitation d'un certain cdt^ des

appdtits les moins nobles de la foule? Non. Au point de vue

moral, la censure n'a 6t6 bonne h. rien ; au point de vue politique,

bonne k rien. Pourquoi done y tenez-vous ?

II y a plus. Comme la censure est reputee veiller aux moeurs

publiques, le peuple abdique sa propre autorit^, sa propre

surveillance ; il fait volontiers cause commune avec les licences du
th^itre contre les persecutions de la censure. Ainsi que je I'ai dit

un jour k I'Assemblde nationale, de juge, il se fait complice.

La difficult^ mfime de crder des censeurs montre combien la

censure est un labeur impossible. Ces fonctions si difficiles, si

deiicates, sur lesquelles p^se une responsabilitd si dnorme, elles

devraient logiquement ^tre excretes par les hommes les plus

dminents en litt^rature. En trouverait-on parmi eux qui les
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accepteraient ? lis rougiraient seulement de se les entendre

proposer. Vous n'aurez done jamais, pour les remplir, que des

hommes sans valeur personnelle, et j'ajouterai, des hommes
qui s'esiiment peu ; ct ce sont ces hommes que vous faites

arbitres, de quoi ? De la litt^rature ! Au nom de quoi ? De la

morale !

Les partisans de la censure nous disent :
" Oui, elle a 6i6

mal exercee jusqu'ici ; mais on peut I'am^liorer." Comment
I'ameliorer ? On n'indique gu^re qu'un moyen : faire exercer la

censure par des personnages considerables, des membres de

rinstitut, de I'Assembl^e nationale, et autres, qui fonctionneront

au nom du gouvemement, avec une certaine independance, dit-on,

une certaine autoritd, et, k coup sur, une grande honorabilite. II

n'y a k cela qu'une petite objection, c'est que c'est impossible. . . .

Croyez-moi, n'accouplez jamais ce mot, qui est si noble, I'lnstitut

de France, avec ce mot qui Test si peu, la censure !

Dans votre comite de censure, mettez-vous des membres de

I'Assemblde nationale elus par cette assemblee? Mais, d'abord,

j'espere que I'Assemblee refuserait tout net ; et puis, si elle y
consentait, en quoi elle aurait grand tort, la majority vous enverrait

des hommes de parti qui vous feraient de belle besogne I

Pour commission de censure, vous bomerez-vous k prendre la

commission des theatres? II y a un element qui y serait

necessaire ; eh bien ! cet element n'y sera pas. Je veux parler

des auteurs dramatiques. Tous refuseront, comptez-y. Que sera

alors votre commission de censure ? Ce que serait une commission

de marine sans marins.

DiflScult^s sur difficultes. Mais je suppose votre commission

composee, soit ; fonctionnera-t-elle ? Point. Vous figurez-vous un
representant du peuple, un conseiller d'Etat, un conseiller k la cour

de cassation, allant dans les theatres, et s'occupant de savoir si

telle pi^ce n'est pas faite plutot pour eveiller des app^tits sensuels

que des idees ^levees. Vous les figurez-vous assistant aux

repetitions, et faisant allonger les jupes des danseuses ? Pour ne
parler que de la censure du manuscrit, vous les figurez-vous

marchandant avec I'auteur la suppression d'un coq-k-l'slne ou d'un

calembour ?

Vous me direz :
" Cette commission ne jugera qu'en appel."

De deux choses Tune : ou elle jugera en appel sur tous les details

qui feront difficult^ entre I'auteur et les censeurs infdrieurs, et

I'auteur ne s'entendra jamais avec les censeurs inferieurs : autant

alors, ne faire qu'un degre ; ou bien elle se bornera, sans entrer

VI.—39
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dans les details, k accorder ou k refuser I'autorisation : alors, la

tyrannie sera plus grande qu'elle n'a jamais ete.

Tenez, renonqons k la censure, et acceptons r^solument la

liberty. C'est le plus simple, le plus digne et le plus sur.

En depit de tout sophisme contraire, j'avoue qu'en presence de

la liberty de la presse, je ne puis redouter la liberty des theatres. La

liberie de la presse presente, k mon avis, dans une mesure beaucoup

plus considerable, tous les inconvenients de la liberte du th^itre.

Mais liberte implique responsabilite. A tout abus, il faut la

repression. Pour la presse, je viens de le rappeler, vous avez le

jury
;
pour le thditre, qu'aurez-vous ?

La cour d'assises? des tribunaux ordinaires ? Impossible.

Les delits que Ton peut commettre par la voie du theatre sont de

toutes sortes. II y a ceux que peut commettre volontairement un

auteur ecrivant dans une pi&ce des choses contraires aux mceurs
;

il y a, ensuite, les delits de I'acteur, ceux qu'il peut commettre en

ajoutant aux paroles, par des gestes ou des inflexions de voix, un

sens reprehensible qui n'est pas celui de I'auteur.

II y a les delits du directeur, par exemple : des exhibitions de

nudites sur la scfene
;
puis les delits du decorateur, resultant de

certains embl^mes dangereux ou seditieux meles k une decoration
;

puis ceux du costumier, puis ceux du coiffeur . . . oui, du coiffeur :

un toupet peut etre factieux ; une paire de favoris a fait d^fendre

Vauirin. Enfin, il y a les delits du public : un applaudissement

qui accentue un vers, un sifflet qui va plus haut que I'acteur, et

plus loin que I'auteur.

Comment votre jury, compose de bons bourgeois, se tirera-t-il

de Ik?

Comment d^ra^Iera-t-il ce qui est k celui-ci, et ce qui est k celui-

Ik? le fait de I'auteur, le fait du comedien, et le fait du public?

Quelquefois le delit sera un sourire, une grimace, un geste.

Transporterez-vous les jures au thedtre pour le juger ? Ferez-vous

sieger la cour d'assises au parterre ?

Supposez-vous,—ce qui, du reste, ne sera pas,—que les jurys, en

general, se defiant de toutes ces difficultes, et voulant arriver k

une repression efficace, justement parce qu'ils n'entendent pas

grand'chose aux delits de thedtre, suivront aveuglement les indica-

tions du minist^re public, et condamneront, sans broncher, sur

oui-dire ? Alors, savez-vous ce que vous aurez fait ? Vous aurez

cree la pire des censures, la censure de la peur. Les directeurs,

tremblant devant les arrets qui seraient leur ruine, mutileront la

pens^e, et supprimeront la liberte.
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Vous etes places entre deux syst^mes impossibles : la censure

preventive, que je vous d^fie d'organiser convenablement ; la

censure repressive, la seule admissible maintentant, mais qui

echappe aux moyens du droit commun.

Je ne vous qu'vme mani^re de sortir de cette double impossi-

bilite.

Pour arriver k la solution, reprenons le syst^me theatral tel que

je vous I'ai indiqud. \'ous avez un certain nombre de theatres

subventionnds ; tous les autres sont livres k I'industrie privee ; k

Paris, il y a quatre thedtres subventionnes par le gouvemement,

et quatre par la ville.

L'etat normal de Paris ne comporte pas plus de seize theatres.

Sur ces seize theatres, la moiti^ sera done sous I'influence directe

du gouvemement ou de la ville ; I'autre moitie fonctionnera sous

I'empire des restrictions de police et autres que dans votre loi vous

imposerez k I'industrie theitrale.

Pour alimenter tous ces theatres et ceux de la province, dont la

position sera analogue, vous aurez la corporation des auteurs

dramatiques, corporation composee d'environ trois cents personnes,

et ayant un syndicat.

Cette corporation a le plus serieux interet a maintenir le theatre

dans la limite ou il doit rester pour ne point troubler la paix de

I'Etat et rhonnetete publique. Cette corporation, par la nature

meme des choses, a sur ses membres un ascendant disciplinaire

considerable. Je suppose que I'Etat reconnait cette corporation,

et qu'il en fait son instrument.

Chaque annee, elle nomme dans son sein un conseil de

prud'hommes, un jury. Ce jury, elu au suffrage universel, se

composera de huit ou dix membres ;—ce seront toujours, soyez-en

sflrs, les personnages les plus consider^s et les plus considerables

de I'association.

Ce jury, que vous upellerez Jury de bidme, ou de tout autre nom
que vous voudrez, sera saisi, soit sur la plainte de Fautorit^ publique,

soit sur celle de la commission dramatique elle meme, de tous les

delitsdetheitre commis par les auteurs. les directeurs, les comediens.

Compost d'hommes speciaux, investi d'une sorte de magistrature

de famille, il aura la plus g^ande autorit^, il comprendra parfaite-

ment la mati^re, il sera s^v^re dans la repression, et il saura

su|}erposer la peine au d^lit.

Le jury dramatique juge les ddlits ; s'il les reconnait, il les

blime ; s'il bldme deux fois, il y a lieu k la suspension de la pi^ce,

et k une amende considerable, qui peut, si elle est infligee kun
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auteur, etre prelevee sur les droits d'auteur recueillis par les agents

de la soci^td.

Si un auteur est blimd trois fois, il y a lieu k le rayer de la liste

des associes. Cette radiation est une peine tr^s-grave : elle

n'atteint pas seulement I'auteur dans son honneur, elle I'atteint

dans sa fortune, elle implique pour lui la privation k peu pr^s

complete de ses droits de province.

Maintenant, croyez-vous qu'un auteur aille trois fois devant le

jury dramatique? Pour moi, je ne le crois pas. Tout auteur

traduit devant le jury se defendra ; s'il est blame, il sera profon-

dement affect^ par ce blime, et, soyez tranquilles, je connais

I'esprit de cette excellente et utile association, vous n'aurez pas de

recidives.

Vous aurez done ainsi, dans le sein de I'association dramatique

elle-meme, les gardiens les plus vigilants de I'interet public.

C'est la seule mani^re possible d'organiser la censure repressive.

De cette manifere vous conciliez les deux choses qui font tout le

probl^me : I'interet de la societe et I'interet de la liberte. . . .

En dehors du syndicat de I'ordre dts auteurs dramatiques, il y
aura aussi un juge qui veillera k la police de Vaudience, k la dignit^

de la representation ; ce juge, ce sera le public. Sa puissance est

grande et serieuse ; elle sera plus serieuse encore quand il se

sentira reellement investi d'une sorte de magistrature par la liberte

meme. Ce juge a puissance de vie et de mort ; il peut faire

tomber la toile, et alors tout est dit.

M. LE President.—Mais ce juge n'est pas un, la majorite

decidera, la minorite protestera, et une lutte personnelle s'engagera

pour trancher la question.

M. SouvESTRE.—Les troubles seront plus tares que vous ne le

croyez. Je n'en veux pour preuve que ce qui s'est passd au

Vaudeville dans ces derniers temps. On y jouait des pieces faites

pour exciter la passion et la repulsion d'une partie de la population

parisienne. La majorittJ du public s'est prononc^e en faveur de

ces pieces ; la minority s'est retiree, s'inclinant ainsi devant le

jugement de la majority. Des faits analogues seront de plus en

plus communs k mesure qu'on s'habituera k la liberty du thddtre.

M. Le conseiller B^hic.—L'organisation de la censure re-

pressive, telle que la propose M. Victor Hugo, pr^sente une

difficult^ dont je le rends juge. On ne peut, maintenant, faire

partie de I'association des auteurs dramatiques qu'apr^s avoir fait

jouer une pifece. M. Victor Hugo propose de maintener ces

conditions ou des conditions analogues d'incorporation. Quel
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syst^me r^pressif appliquera-t-il alors ii la premiere pi^ce d'un

auteur?

M. Victor Hugo.—Le systfeme de droit commun, comme aux

pieces de tous les auteurs qui ne feront pas partie de la society, la

repression par le jury.

M. LE CONSEILLER B6hic.—J'ai une autre critique plus grave

k faire au syst^me de M. Victor Hugo. Toute personne qui

remplit des conditions determinees a droit de se faire inscrire dans

I'ordre des avocats. De plus, les avocats peuvent seuls plaider.

Si un certain esprit litt^raire prddominait dans votre association,

ne serait-il pas h craindre qu'elle repouss^t de son sein les auteurs

d^vou^s k des iddes contraires, ou meme que ceux-ci ne refusassent

de se soumettre k un tribunal ^videmment hostile, et aimassent

mieux se tenir en dehors ? Ne risque-t-on pas de voir alors, en

dehors de la corporation des auteurs dramatiques, un si grand

nombre d'auteurs, que son syndicat deviendrait impuissant k

realiser la mission que lui attribue M. Victor Hugo .''

M. Scribe.—Je demande la permission d'appuyer cette objection

par quelques mots. II y a des esprits independants qui refuseront

d'entrer dans notre association precisement parce qu'ils craindront

une justice disciplinaire, k laquelle il n'y aura pas chance d'echapper,

et ceux-lk seront sans doute les plus dangereux.

J'irai plus loin. Si vous attributez k notre association le caract&re

que lui veut M. Victor Hugo, vous changez le nature du contrat

qui nous unit, et que nous avons souscrit. Or, je suis persuade

que, d^s que ce changement aura lieu, beaucoup de nos confreres

se separeront de nous immediatement : il y en a plusieurs que

trouvent dejk bien lourd le joug si leger que leur imposent nos

conventions mutuelles.

Du reste, il y a, dans le syst^me de M. Victor Hugo, des id^es

larges et vraies, qu'il me semble bon de conserver dans le syst^me

pr^ventif, le seul qui, selon moi, puisse etre dtabli avec quelque

chance de succ^s. II n'est personne de ceux qui veulent I'etablir

dans la nouvelle loi qui ne le veuille avec des garanties qu'il n'a

jamais cues jusqu'ici. Je suppose la censure k deux degres. Ne
pourrait-on pas composer la commission d'appel de personnes

considerables de professions diverses, parmi lesquelles se trou-

veraient, en certain nombre, des auteurs dramatiques ^lus par le

suffrage de leurs confreres ?

Si ces auteurs ^taient d^signds par le ministre, par le directeur

des beaux-arts, ils n'accepteraient sans doute pas ; mais, nomm^s
par leurs confreres, ils accepteront. J'avais soutenu le contraire
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en combattant le principe de M. Souvestre ; les paroles de M.

Victor Hugo m'ont fait changer d'opinion. Celui de nous qui serait

6lu ainsi ne verrait pas de honte k exercer les fonctions de censeur
;

il s'en ferait meme honneur, car il sentirait qu'elles lui ont 6t6 con-

fines, non pour opprimer, mais pour protdger et defendre les auteurs

dramatiques.

M. Victor Hugo.—Personne n'accepterait. Les auteurs drama-

tiques consentiront k exercer la censure repressive, parce que c'est

une magistrature ; ils refuseront d'exercer la censure preventive,

parce que c'est une police.

J'ai dit les motifs qui, h tous les points de vue, me font repousser

la censure preventive
;
je n'y reviens pas.

Maintenant, j'arrive i cette objection, que m'a faite M. B^hic, et

qu'a appuyee M. Scribe. On m'a dit qu'un grand nombre d'auteurs

dramatiques pourraient se tenir, pour des motifs divers, en dehors

de la corporation, et qu'alors mon but serait manque.

Cette difficulte est grave. Je n'essayerai point de la tourner ; je

I'aborderai franchement, en disant ma pensee tout enti^re. Pour

realiser la reforme, il faut agir rigoureusement, et meler k I'esprit

de liberty I'esprit de gouvernement. Pourquoi voulez-vous que

I'Etat, au moment de donner une liberty considerable, n'impose

pas des conditions aux hommes appel^s k jouir de cette liberty ?

L'Etat dira :
" Tout individu qui voudra faire reprdsenter une

pi^ce sur un theitre du territoire fran^ais pourra la faire repr^-

senter sans la soumettre k la censure ; mais il devra etre membre
de la societe des auteurs dramatiques." Personne, de cette mani^re,

ne restera en dehors de la socidte : personne, pas meme les nou-

veaux auteurs, car on pourrait exiger, pour I'entree dans la societe,

la composition, et non la representation, d'une ou plusieurs pieces.

Le temps me manque ici pour dire ma pensde dans toute son

etendue ; je la compldterai ailleurs et dans quelque autre occasion.

Je voudrais qu'on organisat une corporation, non pas seulement de

tous les auteurs dramatiques, mais encore de tous les lettrds. Tous

les delits de presse auraient leur repression dans les jugements des

tribunaux d'honneur de la corporation. Ne sent-on pas tous les

jours I'inefficacite de la repression par les cours d'assises ?

Tout homme qui ecrirait et ferait publier quelque chose serait

necessairement compris dans la corporation des gens de lettres.

A la place de I'anarchie qui existe maintenant parmi nous, vous

auriez une autorite ; cette autorite servirait puissamment k la gloire

et k la tranquillite du pays.

Aucune tyrannic dans ce syst^me : Torganisation. A chacun la
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liberty enti^re de la manifestation de sa pensee, sauf k I'astreindre

k une condition pr^alable de garantie qu'il serait possible k tous de

remplir.

Les idees que je viens d'exprimer, j'y crois de toute la force de

mon dme ; mais je pense, en m^me temps, qu'elles ne sont pas

encore mures. Leur jour viendra
; je le hiterai pour ma part. Je

prevois les lenteurs : je suis de ceux qui acceptent sans impatience

la collaboration du temps.

M. J^MILE SOUVESTRE.—Avant I'arrivee de M. Victor Hugo
dans le sein de la commission, et sans connaitre les moyens qu'il

supposait necessaires pour organiser la censure repressive, j'avais

6m\s des idees analogues k celles qu'il vient de developper. Cette

rencontre fortuite est pour moi un motif nouveau et puissant de ne

voir le port que Ik ou je I'ai indique : je pense qu'elle aura frappd

la commission.

Je dois ajouter qu'on n'aurait pas autant de peine k ^tablir un

tribunal disciplinaire de gens de lettres ou d'auteurs dramatiques

que le croit M. Scribe ; maintenant, avec notre organisation im-

parfaite, trfes-souvent les bureaux de ces soci^tes rendent des

sentences arbitrates aux-quelles les parties se soumettent tr^s-

volontiers. C'est dejk un commencement de juridiction.

M. LE CONSEILLER Defrksne.—Ce que M. Victor Hugo et M.
Souvestre demandent, c'est tout bonnement I'etablissement d'une

jurande ou maitrise litteraire. Je ne dis pas cela pour les blamer.

L'institution qu'ils demandent serait une grande et utile institution
;

mais, comme eux, je pense qu'il n'y faut songer que pour un temps
plus ou moins eloigne.

M. Victor Hugo.—Les associations de I'avenir ne seront point

celles qu'ont vues nos p^res. Les associations du passe etaient

bashes sur le principe de Tautorit^, et faites pour le soutenir et

I'organiser ; les associations de I'avenir organiseront et develop-

peront la liberty.

Je voudrais voir desormais la loi organiser des groupes d'in-

dividualites, pour aider, par ces associations, au progr^s veritable

de la liberie. La liberte jaillirait de ces associations, et rayon-

nerait sur tout le pays. II y aurait liberty d'enseignement avec

des conditions fortes impos^es k ceux qui voudraient enseigner.

Je n'entends pas la liberte d'enseignement comme ce qu'on appelle

le parti catholique : liberte de la parole avec des conditions im-

posees k ceux qui en usent devant les tribunaux, liberty du theitre

avec des conditions analogues ; voilk comme j'entends la solution

du probl^me.
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J'ajoute un detail qui complete les iddes que j'ai dmises sur

I'organisation de la liberie th^atrale. Cette organisation, on ne

pourra gu^re la commencer serieusement que quand une r^forme

dans la haute administration aura reuni dans une meme main tout

ce qui se rapporte k la protection que I'^^tat doit aux beaux-arts,

aux creations de I'intelligence ; et, cette main, je ne veux pas que
ce soit celle d'un directeur, mais celle d'un ministre. Le pilote de
I'intelligence ne saurait etre trop haut place. Voyez, k I'heure qu'il

est, quel chaos !

Le ministre de la justice a I'imprimerie nationale ; le ministre

de I'intdrieur, les thd^tres, les musses ; le ministre de I'instruction

publique, les soci^tds savantes ; le ministre des cultes, les ^glises
;

le ministre des travaux publics, les grandes constructions nationales.

Tout cela devrait etre r^uni.

Un meme esprit devrait coordonner dans un vaste syst^me tout

cet ensemble, et le feconder. Que peuvent, maintenant, toutes ces

pensees divergentes, qui tirent chacune de leur c6t6 ? Rien, qu'em-

p^cher tout progr^s rdel.

Ce ne sont point Ik des utopies, des reves. II faut organiser.

L'autorit^ avait organist autrefois assez mal, car rien de v^ritable-

ment bon ne peut sortir d'elle seule. La libertd I'a d^bord^e et I'a

vaincue k jamais. La libertd est un principe f^cond ; mais, pour

qu'elle produise ce qu'elle peut et doit produire, il faut I'organiser.

Organisez done dans le sens de la liberty, et non pas dans le

sens de I'autoritd. La liberty, elle est maintenant n^cessaire.

Pourquoi, d'ailleurs, s'en effrayer? Nous avons la liberie du
th^itre depuis dix-huit mois

;
quel grand danger a-t-elle fait courir

k la France ?

Et, cependant, elle existe maintenant sans fitre entour^e d'aucune

des garanties que je voudrais ^tablir. II y a eu de ces pieces qu'on

appelle reaclionnaires ; savez-vous ce qui en est result^ ? C'est

que beaucoup de gens qui n'dtaient pas r^publicains avant ces

pieces le sont devenus apr^s. Beaucoup des amis de la liberty ne

voulaient pas de la R^publique, parce qu'ils croyaient que I'intol^r-

ance dtait dans la nature de ce gouvernemenl ; ces hommes-lk se

sont rdconcilies avec la Rdpublique le jour ou ils ont vu qu'elle

donnait un libre cours k I'expression des opinions, et qu'on pouvait

se moquer d'elle, qu'elle dlail bonne princesse, en un mot. Tel a

6t6 I'effet des pieces r^actionnaires. La R^publique s'est fait

honneur en les supportant.

Voyez maintenant ce qui arrive I la reaction contre la reaction

commence. Derni^rement, on a repr^sent^ une pi^ce ulira-r^ac-
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tionnaire : elle a 6i6 sifflde ! Et c'est dans ce moment que vous

songeriei k vous donner tort en r^tablissant la censure ! Vous
rel^veriez k I'instant mdme I'esprit d'opposition qui est au fond du

caract^re national

!

Ce qui s'est passe pour la politique s'est passd aussi pour la

morale. En r^alite, il s'est joue, depuis dix-huit mois, moins de

pieces decolletdes qu'il ne s'en jouait d'ordinaire sous Teinpire de

la censure. Le public sait que le theatre est libre ; il est plus

difficile. Voilk la situation d'esprit ou est le public. Pourquoi

done vouloir faire mal ce que la foule fait bien ?

Laissez Ik la censure, organisez ; mais, je vous le r^p^te, organisez

la liberty

!

[See text, p. 174. The following precedes the letter to M. S. Henry Berthoud,

in the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, 1854. ]

Nous empruntous textuellement tout ce qui va suivre au Musie
des Families

HISTOIRE LITT£RA1RE ET DRAMATIQUE DU XIX' SifeCLE

Tour de NtiU.—lA. Alex. Dumas—M. Gaillardet—M. Jules Janin

—M. Harel—M. Barba

Une seule phrase, jet^e au milieu d'un article publie par le

Musie des Families^ a fait naitre de tristes debats que la loi autant

que notre esprit d'impartialite nous contraignent de reproduire. Si

nous avons consenti k le faire aussi longuement, c'est afin de

mettre un terme k cette lutte litteraire, de clore cette veritable

mdl^e dramatique dans laquelle ne manque aucun personnage.

L'auteur en vogue malgr^ I'^clat qui s'attache k son nom,
I'ecrivain inconnu malgrd I'interet qu' inspire tout jeune homme
k ses debuts dans une carri^re difficile,—le directeur de theitre,

malgrd ses habiles combinaisons pour faire payer au parterre ses

victories dramatiques,—I'editeur thdatral marchandant la valeur

lit^raire du drame moderne,—et enfin, enfin le redoutable feuille-

toniste des Dibats, celui dont les deux seules initiales sont la terreur

des vaudevillistes et qui jusqu'k present avait joui du privilege

de pouvoir attaquer sans rdplique. Dans ce drame, qui se passe

hors la scfene et dans les colonnes du Journal d. deux sous, tous

les roles sont remplis, tous les caract^res se d^veloppent

parfaitement, quelque confuse que paraisse Taction, et quelque

h^riss^es de notes et de pieces que soient les pages du r^cit.

Un seul espoir affaiblit le regret que nous ^prouvons de servir
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d'organes k une si triste revelation des moeurs litt^raires de notre

^poque. L'immense publicite que lui donne le Musde des Families

dclairera, nous I'esperons, cette foule de jeunes hommes, qui,

trompes par leur imagination, aspirent k quitter leur province,

leur famille, leur foyer, leur profession modeste et lucrative pour
les ^changer contre la gloire et le bien-etre de la vie litteraire et

artistique de Paris. Qu'ils regardent de pr^s quelle est cette gloire,

quel est ce bien-etre !

—

[See p. 204. The following additional passage occurs in the Paris edition of

the Souvenirs, vol. iv., 1854.]

They forgot that a soldier is an impassive tool, who is placed
inflexibly between the two words obedience and disobedience, and
that, from the standpoint of martial law, to obey is his duty, to

disobey means disgrace. The soldiers had only done their duty
by obeying. Men of intelligence fully understand this distinction

;

but the masses class together under the same malediction both the

steel and the arm which wields it

[See p. 216. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. iv., 1854.]

Is it not strange to hear Charles X., an exile in England,
continuing to call himself King by the grace of Godl One recalls

the poor bricklayer who fell from the top of a ladder, to whom, as

he picked himself up with one leg only broken, a passer-by

remarked :

—

" Ah ! friend. Providence has been very gracious to you !
"

" To me !—He might have favoured me with the missing rung
of the ladder."

But let us return to our proclamation.

[See p. 316. Report of 2 December 1831.]

No. 1034.

Les renseignements les plus scrupuleux ont ^te pris sur M, V^ret
et les personnes designees dans la note dont le numdro est ci-

contre.

M. V^ret est arrivd d'un petit voyage il y a quinze jours, d'oii il

avait conduit les fils d'un ami qu'il a eu la douleur de voir mourir
peu de temps apr^s son arrivde.

Le 25 de ce mois, en arrivant k Monceau (pare), oil il est log^,

il y trouva MM. Teulon, d^put^ du Gard, et Augier, avocat, qui
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^talent venus demander k diner k madame Vdret ; il n'y avait que
ces deux messieurs d'etrangers. lis y ont, en effet, din^, et n'en

sont sortis qu'k onze heures un quart. Le 26 au matin, madame
Veret a ^t^ occupde toute la matinee k savonner, et, I'apr^s-midi,

k repasser son linge, et n'est point sortie dans le pare de toute la

joumee ; mais, le dimanche 27, elle s'y est promenee pendant une
demi-heure avec un parent de M. Veret

;
j'ignore sur quel objet

ils se sont entretenus.

Ce qu'il y a de certain, c'est que M. Veret, quoique ayant de
I'esprit, est peut-etre I'homme du monde le moins propre k la

politique, et qu'il ne s'en occupe jamais.

Le donneur d'avis aurait pu signaler aussi comme frequentant

la maison de M. Veret : MM. Cremieux, Madier de Montjau,

Augier, gendre de Pigaulte-Lebrun, et Oudard, secretaire des

commandements de la reine.

Le prdfet qui commande la maison de M. Veret, et qui, dit-on,

doit etre connu de M. Thibault,—et non Thiebault,—medecin, rue

de Provence, 56, ne serait-il point M. le comte de Celles, qui, k

une ^poque d^jk ancienne, ^tait prefet k Amsterdam, lorsque

M. Veret y ^tait commissaire de police.'' M. le comte de Celles,

honore des bont^s du roi depuis longtemps, pourrait-il donner des

soup<;ons d'etre en opposition au gouvemement du roi Louis-

Philippe ? On peut affirmer que non.

La liaison de M. Veret avec M NL Teulon, d^put^ du Gard; Augier,

avocat ; Rousselle et Madier de Montjau, ainsi que M. Detr^e,

demeurant rue Planche-Mibray, n° 3, date de 181 5, lorsque

M. Veret, ^tait commissaire de police k Nimes, et que, d'accord

ensemble, ils s'oppos^rent avec energie aux massacres qui eurent

lieu dans cette ville. Ce furent encore eux qui r^dig^rent la

fameuse protestation de M. Madier de Montjau, qui valut k celui-ci

d'etre censure k la cour royale de Paris.

M. Thibault, medecin demeurant, rue de Provence, n" 56, est

I'ami et le mddecin de M. Veret et de sa famille, et, en cette

double quality, il va quelquefois chez la famille Veret, mais rare-

ment sans y 6tre appele. J'ai ddjk rendu compte, dans un prece-

dent rapport, de I'opinion de ce jeune homme, qui a I'habitude de

s'exprimer librement etavec franchise, mais qui, j'en ai la certitude,

est incapable de nuire au gouvemement du roi Louis- Philippe, ni

k aucun minist^re ; ce jeune homme, qui a du talent, est recherche

des meilleures soci^tes de la capitale, et meme d'opinions tr^s-

opposees ; il appartient, comme je I'ai d^jk dit, k une famille de

distinction : un grand vicaire de Lisieux est son oncle.
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M. Alexandre Dumas, demeurant nte Sainte-Lazare, dans ttne

matson bdtie par des Afiglats, est, e7i e^et, un ripublicain dans

toute tacception du terme. II itait employi dans la maison de M.
le due d^ Orleans, avant la revolution de juillet. IIy a resta encore

quelques temps aprh ; mats, enfin, rHayant pas voulu priter

serment de fiddliti au rot Louts-Philippe, il quitta son service.

Pendant tout le temps quHl a M employ^ dans la maison de

monseigneur le due d'Orleans, il afriquenti la maison de M. Vdret;

tnais on peut affirmer, sans crainte d^etre ddtnenti, qui, depuis ce

temps, il tia pas iti unefois chez Itii.

M. Detr^e est propri^taire de la maison ou il demeure, rue

Planche-Mibray, n° 3, depuis sept ou huit ans, et ou il tient un

bureau de loterie ; il a €\.€ anciennement chirurgien-major aux

armdes ; cet homme jouit de la reputation d'un homme de bien,

et est parfaitement dans les principes du gouvernement actuel.

Sous le gouvernement dechu, il passait pour etre bonapartiste
;

mais on peut dire que c'est un homme k peu pr^s nul. J'ai d^jk

dit depuis quelle epoque il est lie d'amitie avec M. V^ret.

M. Rousselle, homme de loi, ami de M. Veret, demeure depuis

plusieurs annees rue de la Coutellerie, n° 10, ou il tient un cabinet

d'affaires et a une nombreuse clientele ; il est tres-considdrd dans

son quartier, a la reputation d'avoir beaucoup d'esprit, a vu la

revolution de juillet avec plaisir ; depuis ce temps, il fait parte de

la garde nationale, et en remplit exactement tous les devoirs ; son

opinion est et a toujours €\.€ tr^s-moddree, et, quoique ami de la

famille Veret, il n'y va que rarement le soir.

M. Augier, gendre de M. Pigault-Lebrun, a la reputation d'etre

un avocat distingud, ami intime de M. Veret et de M. Teulon,

depute du Gard, jouissant de I'estime generale, et, k ce qu'on m'a
assure, grand partisan du roi Louis-Philippe.

M. Puget, ei6ve en droit, natif de Nimes, est fils d'un ami de
M. veret, et ce n'est qu'en cette qualite qu'il est regu chez lui, et

encore peu souvent ; ce jeune homme a demeure pendant dix-huit

mois en garni, rue Hautefeuille, n° 11, oil il s'est fait estimer pour
sa douceur et sa bonne conduite ; depuis le 1" novembre, il est

loge rue des Fosses-Saint-Germain-des-Pres, n° 9, oii il est en
pension, et on ne I'a pas encore entendu parler politique.

Le sieur Biuret ne demeure rue Jacob, n° 6, que depuis quinze

jours ; on ne sait ou il demeurait auparavant : il prend la qualite

d'homme de lettres, et n'en parait pas plus heureux. Tant qu'k

son opinion, on ne la connait pas, n'etant connu de personne dans
la maison, ni dans le quartier.
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Le sieur Zacharie demeure rue de Bussy, n" 30, depuis plus d'un

an. Avant, il travaillait, k Lyon, dans une fabrique de chales.

Croyant qu'k Paris cet ^tat etait plus avantageux, il y vint avec sa

femme, et s'y est fixe ; mais, ayant etd sans ouvrage, et se trouvant

dans la mis^re, il a reclame des secours de la maison du roi.

Depuis quelque temps, on dit qu'il est occupe k la construction du
nouveau pont en face des Saints-P^res. Cet homme n'a point

d'opinion, et, quoique pas heureux, jouit de la reputation d'un

honnete homme.
Le sieur Riverand a demeurd rue Saint-Martin, n° 222, pendant

deux mois seulement. On ne sait ou il demeurait avant, et il y a

environ trois mois qu'il a quitte ce logement pour aller, a-t-on dit,

loger rue du Mail ; mais toutes les recherches pour I'y trouver ont

ete inutiles. Ayant laisse des dettes rue Saint-Martin, on a des

raisons de croire qu'il cache sa nouvelle demeure. Quoi qu'il en

soit, on n'en dit ni bien ni mal dans son ancien domicile de la rue

Saint-Martin ; seulement, on sait qu'il n'dtait pas heureux.

D'apr^s les renseignements que j'ai pu recueillir sur M. Veret,

je puis aflfirmer qu'il jouit de I'estime de tous les gens de bien,

qu'il est aime dans la maison du roi ; mais il n'est pas sans avoir

quelques ennemis qui peut-etre sont jaloux de la faveur dont il

jouit, et, si j'en crois quelques mots echappes k quelques personnes,

M. le marquis d'Estrada pourrait bien dtre pour quelque chose

dans les declarations contre M. Vdret.

Signi: BiNET

[See p. 320. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. v., 1855.]

I awoke at Montereau. I made up my mind to stop at every

place renowned in history. I began at Montereau, celebrated for

two events, one during the Middle Ages and one in modern times.

Jean-sans-peur was assassinated there and Najwleon won a battle

there.

[See p. 401. From the Paris edition of the Souvtnirs, vol. vi., 1855.]

These three days of hospitable entertainment left such a pleasant

recollection in my memory as will easily account for the different

episodes I shall have to relate concerning that adorable princess

and the other members of her family.
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[See p, 472. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. vii., 1855.]

But my reader will not lose anything thereby, for I know these

lines by heart and I will repeat them

—

** Ce vieillard m'a maudit I

"

This is the second time that Triboulet repeats this hemistich.

You see clearly that Victor Hugo was undoubtedly right.

" Pendant qu'il me parlait,

Pendant qu'il me criait : Oh 1 sois maudit, valet !

Je raillais sa douleur ! Oh ! oui, j'etais infame !

Je riais, mais j 'avals I'^pouvante dans I'ame.

Maudit !

"

What the deuce ! you see clearly, my learned critic, that this

time you are wrong and that the first act is connected with the

second.

"Ah ! la nature et les hommes m'ont fait

Bien mechant, bien cruel et bien lache en effet !

O rage ! etre bouffon ! O rage ! etre difforme !

Toujours cette pensee ! et qu'on veille, qu'on dorme,

Quand du monde en revant vous avez fait le tour,

Retomber sur ceci. Je suis bouffon de cour

!

Ne vouloir, ne pouvoir, ne devoir et ne faire

Que rire ! . . . Quel exces d'opprobre et de mis^re !

Quoi ! ce qu'ont les soldats, ramass6s par troupeau

Autour de ce haillon qu'on appele drapeau !

Ce qui reste, apr^s tout, au mendiant d'Espagne,

A I'esclave h. Tunis, au for9at dans son bagne,

A tout homme, ici-bas, qui respire et se meut,

Le droit de ne pas rire et de pleurer, s'il veut

Je ne I'ai pas ! Oh Dieu ! triste et d'humeur mauvaise,

Pris dans un corps mal fait ou je suis mal a I'aise,

Tout rempli de d^gofit de ma difformite,

Jaloux de toute force et de toute beaut^,

Entour^ de splendeurs qui me rendent plus sombre,

Parfois, farouche et seul, si je cherche un peu d'ombre,

Si je veux recueillir et calmer un moment
Mon ame qui sanglote et pleure am^rement,

Mon maitre tout k coup survient, mon joyeux mattre.

Qui, tout puissant, aim^ des femmes, content d'etre,

A force de bonheur oubliant le tombeau,

Quand, jcune, et bien portant, et roi de France, et beau.

Me pousse avec le pied dans I'ombre ou je soupire,

Et me dit en bSillant : Bouffon ! fais-moi done rire

!
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O pauvre fou de cour !—C'est un homme apr^ tout

!

Eh Bien ! la passion qui dans son ame bout,

La rancune, I'orgueil, la colere hautaine,

L'envie et la fureur dont sa poitrine est pleine,

Le calcul etemel de quelqu' affreux dessein,

Tous ces noirs sentiments qui lui rongent le sein,

Sur un signe du maitre, en lui-meme il les broie,

Et, pour quiconque en veut, il en fait de la joie !

Abjection ! s'il marche, ou se l^ve ou s'assied,

Toujours il sent le fil qui lui tire le pied.

—M^pris de toute part !—Tout homme I'humilie.

Ou bien, c'est une femme, une femme, jolie,

Demi-nue et charmante, et dont il voudrait bien,

Qui le laisse jouer sur son lit comme un chien !

—

Aussi, mes beaux seigneurs, mes railleurs gentilhommes

;

Oh ! comme il vous hait bien ! quels ennemis nous sommes !

Comme il vous fait parfois payer cher vos d^dains !

Comme il leur sait trouver des contre-coups soudain !

II est le noir d^mon qui conseille le maitre.

Vos fortunes, messieurs, n'ont plus le temps de naitre.

Et, sit6t qu'il a pu dans ses ongles saisir

Quelque belle existence, il I'effeuille k plaisir !

—Vous I'avez fait mechant ! O douleur ! est-ce vivre ?

Mfeler du fiel au vin dont un autre s'enivre.

Si quelque bon instinct germe en soi, I'effacer,

Etourdir de grelots I'esprit qui veut penser,

Traverser chaque jour, comme un mauvais genie,

Des fetes qui, pour vous, ne sont qu'une ironie,

D^molir le bonheur des heureux par ennui,

N'avoir d'ambition qu' aux ruines d'autrui,

Et, contre tous, partout oil le hasard vous pose

Porter toujours en soi, meler a toute chose,

Et garder, et cacher, sous un rire moqueur.

Un fond de vieille haine, extravasee au cceur !

Oh ! je suis malheureux !

"

Surely, Virgil and those with him when they visited the seventh

circle of Hell—read the Divine Comedy—never heard a more
sorrowful or more bitter wail of despair.

The critic next analyses the third scene.

[See p. 479. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs^ vol. vii., 1855.]

But here is the play against which the Government seeks to

raise numerous objections ! Behold immorality and obscenity

exposed. What a pity ! The power had its hidden reasons (which
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we will reveal presently), for stirring up as many prejudices against

le Rot s^amuse as possible. It would have liked the public to

smother the play without a hearing, on the ground of an ima-

ginary wrong, as Othello smothered Desdemona

—

Honest Iago !

[See p. 481. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. vii., 1855.]

Ecoutez :

—

"Cast bien lui !—Maintenant, monde, regarde-moi,

Ceci, c'est un bouffon, et ceci c'est un roi

!

Et quel roi ! le premier de tous ! le roi supreme !

Le voila sous mes pieds, je le tiens, c'est lui-meme.

La Seine pour s^pulcre, et ce sac pour linceul,

Qui done a fait cela

!

Eh bien, oui, c'est un seul.

Non, je ne reviens pas d'avoir eu la victoire,

Et les peuples demain refuseront d'y croire.

Que dira I'avenir? Quel long ^tonnement

!

Parmi les nations, d'un tel ^v^nement

!

Sort, qui nous mats ici, comme tu nous en 6tes !

Une das majest^s humaines les plus hautes,

Quoi, Fran9ois de Valois, ce prince au coeur de feu,

Rival de Charles-Quint, un roi de France, un Dieu,

—A I'etamit^, pres,—un gagneur de batailles

Dont le pas ^branlait les bases das murailles,

L'homme de Marignan, lui qui, toute une nuit,

Poussa das bataillons I'un sur I'autre ^ grand bruit,

Et qui, quand le jour vint, las mains de sang trempees

N'avait plus qu'un tron9on de trois grandes 6p^s,

Ce roi 1 do I'univers par sa gloire etoil^,

Dieu ! comme il se sera brusquement en all^ !

Emporte tout ^ coup, dans toute sa puissance,

Avec son nom, son bruit, et sa cour qui I'encensc,

Emporte, comme on fait d'un enfant mal venu,

Une nuit qu'il tonnait, par quelqu'un d'inconnu !

Quoi ! cette cour, ce siecle et ce regne,—fumee !

Ce roi, qui se levait dans une aube enflamm^e !

—^teint, ^vanoui, dissip^ dans les airs !

Apparu, disparu,—comma un de ces eclairs !

Et peut-etre demain des crieurs inutiles.

Montrant des tonnes d'or, s'en iront par les villei

Et crieront au passant, de surprise ^perdu

:

—A qui retrouvera Fran9ois premier perdu I

—C'est merveillcux !

—



APPENDIX 625

Ma fille, 6 ma pauvre afflig6e,

Le voilil done puni, te voili done veng^e !

Oh ! que j'avais besoin de son sang ! Un peu d'or,

Et je I'ai ! Scel^rat, peux tu m'entendre encor ?

Ma fille, qui vaut plus que ne vaut ta couronne,

Ma fille, qui n'avait fait de mal a personne,

Tu me I'as envi^e et prise ! Tu me I'as

Rendue avee la honte,—et le malheur, h61as !

Et bien ! dis, m'entends-tu ? Maintenant, c'est Strange,

Oui, c'est moi qui suis li, qui ris et qui me venge I

Par ee que je feignais d'avoir tout oubli^,

Tu t'itais endormi !—Tu croyais done, piti6 !

La colore d'un p^re ais^ment ^dent^e !

—

Oh ! non ! dans cette lutte, entre nous suscit^e,

Lutte du faible au fort, le faible est le vainqueur

Lui, qui Itehait tes pieds, 11 te ronge le cceur."

[See p. 481. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. vii., 1855.]

Very well I Why is Triboulet's not as long as yours ? Do you

not imagine that the father, whose daughter has been stolen from

him, has not as much to say to the King, as you, a poet, who have

not even stolen as much as Alexander stole from the cynic

Diogenes—namely, his share of sunshine?

[See p. 495. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. vii., 1855.]

The engagements I have entered into I shall keep, messieurs.

Those in authority who are concerned that this discussion shall be

conducted with dignity and in order need have no fear of me. I

feel neither anger nor animosity. Only, as the police have put a

construction on one ofmy lines which it does not bear and which was

never in my mind, I declare that to be an impertinence and more

insulting even to the King than to me the poet. I would have the

police to understand once for all that I do not write plays with

double meanings. Let them fully understand this, because I shall

not refer to the question again.

[See p. 498. From the Paris edition of the Souvenirs, vol. vii., 1855.]

When Bonaparte was Consul and Emperor, he also desired

despotism, but he acted differently. He did it boldly and openly.

He did not make use of any of the wretched little precautionary

measures with which nowadays all our liberties are juggled,

VI.—40
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older liberties as well as the more recent ones, those of 1830 as

well as those of 1789. Napoleon was neither cunning nor a

hypocrite ; he did not swindle us out of our rights one after the

other, under cover of our supineness, as is done now. Napoleon

took everything at once at a single bound and single-handed.

The lion has not the same methods as the fox.

Those, messieurs, were great times ! The Empire, both in its

government and in its administration, was undoubtedly an epoch

of intolerable tyranny ; but let us remember that the loss of our

liberty was largely made up for by glory. The attitude of France

then, like that of Rome under Caesar, was, at the same time, both

submissive and dignified. It was not France as we like it, a

free France, the independent sovereign of herself, but France the

slave of one man and mistress of the world.

Then, it is true, our liberty was taken from us ; but we were

presented with a sublime spectacle. We were told at such a day

and hour " I will enter such or such a capital " ; and we did enter

it, the said day and hour. All sorts of kings elbowed against one

another in his ante-chambers. A dynasty was dethroned with one

decree of the Moniteur. If any one took a fancy for a column, the

Emperor of Austria was made to provide the bronze.

The lot of French comedians was, I admit, ruled in rather an

arbitrary fashion, but the regulation proceeded from Moscow.

As I say, they took away all our liberty, created a bureau of

censorship, tore up our books, stripped our play-bills off the walls ;

but, to all our complaints, they had ready the magnificent reply,

Marengo ! Jena ! Austerlitz !

Those days, I repeat, were great ; to-day we are petty. We
obey an arbitrary will as then, but we are no longer giants. Our
Government is not calculated to console a great nation for the loss

of its liberty. In matters of art, we deface the Tuileries ; in

matters of glory, we let Poland perish. That does not prevent our

puny statesmen from handling liberty, as though they were cut out

for despots ; or from trampling on France as though their

shoulders were strong enough to carry the world.

[See p. 539. In the Paris edition of the Souvtnin, vol. viii., 1855,

Dumas ends thus :—

]

" Now would you like to have an idea of French wit in the year

1825?"

"What do you mean ? Does French wit, then, change?"
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" Certainly 1 every ten or fifteen years ; that is how it is

eternal."

"Then, according to you, witty men are only clever for ten

years ?"

" Witty men are clever all their lives, for example, Voltaire and

M. de Talleyrand. But their wit changes its form, as a serpent

changes its skin, often in order to take a more brilliant one than it

has cast off."

[And then he prints twenty pages of extracts from a newspaper

of 1825 as specimens of " esprit."]

[See p. 540.]

PREMIERE LETTRE DE L'HOMME-MOUCHE

A Monsieur le prifet * *

Monsieur le Pr£fet,—Je prends la liberty de me rappeler k

votre souvenir ; car vous n'ignorez pas que, depuis dix ans que je

suis au bagne de Toulon, je n'ai pas interrompu un seul instant les

honorables fonctions que Ton m'a confides. Cependant, comme il

serait possible que vous m'eussiez oubid, je vais vous tracer de

nouveau un petit tableau de mon existence physique et morale.

Je m'appelle de * * *
; oui, monsieur le prefet, de * * *

! Mon
nom est precddd de la particule, et j'ai pourtant i\.€ confondu avec

un tas de coquins obscurs. . . . Mais, helas ! vous le savez comme
moi, dans ce monde, k quoi n'est-on pas exposd ? Revenons \ mon
portrait.—Je ne suis ni grand ni petit, ni beau ni laid

; j'ai une de

ces figures qui s'oublient facilement ce qui est un grand avantage

dans notre etat, car, si Ton nous reconnaissait toujours, nous serions

souvent exposes k des scenes fort desagrdables. La nature m'a

doud d'un de ces regards obliques que le vulgaire appelle louches,

mais que nous autres savons apprdcier ; car, lorsqu'on a I'air

de regarder d'un cti€, on voit de I'autre. J'ai I'organe de I'ouie

trds-ddveloppd, et, dans une conversation, pas un mot ne m'dchapp)e.

Enfin, ma colonne vertdbrale est excessivement souple ; ce qui m'a

^t^ d'une grande utility dans mainte occasion. . . . Quant au moral,

j'ai I'air le plus engageant du monde : je suis poli, affable, obs^-

quieux mfime, et je poss^de la flatterie au plus haut degrd
; je

m'insinue dans I'intdrieur des families, je p^n&tre les replis les plus

caches du cccur humain : un regard, un demi-mot, me mettent

sur la voie, et, quand, malgrd tout ma penetration, tout ma science,

je n'ai rien trouvd, alors j'invente !

Grtlce k cette reunion d'heureuses qiialitds, vous efites la bonte
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de me donner de I'emploi. Cribl^ de dettes, connu comme un

assez mauvais sujet de bon ton . . . vous entendez ? un de vos

agents qui pouvait m'apprdcier me proposa d'entrer dans la grande

confr^rie
;
j'acceptai, et ce nouvel dtat ne servit qu'k ddvelopper

mon naturel ; car je fus accusd pour faux ! J'eus beau supplier,

intriguer, faire parler en ma faveur par un de mes confreres de

Montrouge . . . ; impossible de me disculper : la justice et les

tribunaux n'entrent pas, malheureusement, dans tous ces petits

int^r6ts-lk ; elle ne plaisante jamais. Je fus condamn^ k dix ans

de travaux forces. Quelle humiliation pour un agent de Tautoritd !

A peine arriv^ dans ce vast ^tablissement, . . . qui rend rdelle-

ment d'immenses services k la socidtd, et qu'on devrait nommer
autrement, par dgard pour nous autres gens bien nes . . . ma
figure plut k I'inspecteur de police ; il devina mes talents, me fit

des propositions. Malgre le vceu que j'avais fait de ne plus servir

un pays aussi ingrat, la philanthropic, le ddsir du bien g^n^ral,

etc., etc., me d^termin^rent ; mais h^las ! quelle decadence,

monsieur le prdfet ! ^tre r^duit k examiner la conduite morale et

politique des gal^riens . . . moi qui avais exercd cet ^tat important

dans la meilleure socidt^ ! Vous m'avouerez que c'est tr^s-dds-

agrdable. Outre que les agents en chef ne sont pas honn^tres du

tout. . . . Au moins, dans la capitale, on gazait les termes ; vous

nous faisiez appeler agents de I'autorit^, voire m^me du gouveme-

ment, tandis que, Ik, on vous appelle mouchards tout court. . . .

Si nous nous plaignons, si nous parlons de notre utility, on nous

compare aux plus vils instruments ! Enfin, monsieur le pr^fet

c'dtait k n'y pas tenir. Heureusement que vous avez bien voulu

vous int^resser k moi, pour me faire, le plus t6t possible, sortir de

ce vilain endroit, et me promettre de me faciliter les moyens de

continuer une carri^re que je crois avoir exerc^e avec honneur et

au gr^ de vos ddsirs ; car j'ai mis k profit le temps que j'ai passd

ici. J'ai fait des progr^s sensibles en souplesse et en ruse
;
je sais

beaucoup de tours d'adresse que m'ont enseignds ces messieurs,

et j'en compte faire usage, non pas pour moi, mais pour le bien

public.

Vous voyez, monsieur le pr^fet, que je suis digne de toute votre

estime et de toute votre confiance. Mes talents ont augment^ ;

j'ai analyst la delation avec fruit, et je suis certain que ma conduite

pass^e vous sera un garant de ma fid^litd future k remplir mes
devoirs.

Veuillez me faire connaitre vos ordres, et ce que vous d^sirez

faire de moi k la sortie du bagne.
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J'ai ITionneur d'etre, monsieur le prdfet, avec la consideration la

plus disiingude, votre tr^s-humble serviteur,

L'HOMME-MOUCHE

DEUXI£ME LETTRE DE L'HOMME-MOUCHE

A Monsieur leprifet

Monsieur le PRfeFEX,—J'ai re^u vos nouveaux ordres, et, gr&ce

k vous, je suis sorti de ce vilain endroit, ou je m'ennuyais k la

mort ; car j'y ^tais tout k fait d^plac^. J'ai quittd I'uniforme, j'ai

changd mon bonnet rouge pour un trois-pour-cent. . . . Oh

!

pardon monsieur le pr^fet . . . pardon ! cela m'dchappe ! . . .

N'allez pas croire au moins que je veuille insulter ce respectable M.
de V* , notre p^re k tous, notre bon p^re ! car c'est lui qui fournit

k toutes nos petites depenses, k votre budget secret. . . . Mais

cette expression est si universellement repandue, que je suis excus-

able.—J'ai done quittd cette casaque rouge qui m'allait si mal, pour

un frac couleur aile de mouche : c'est du dernier gout ; au lieu de

cette grosse bague qu'ils m'avaient mise aux jambes (ce qui, entre

nous, n'a pas le sens commun), j'en ai une au doigt, fort jolie, sur

laquelle est gravd un ceil qui n'est pas celui de la Providence. Mon
passe-port est en rhgle ..." On accordera protection et appui au

sieur de **, proprietaire . . ." II est vrai que j'ai fort peu de

proprietes, et que je n'en ai meme plus du tout, si ce n'est un pot

de fleurs avec un rosier . . . que j'ai confies aux soins d'un ami, k

I'epoque de mon accident ; mais j'ai mon Industrie, votre protec-

tion, et c'est quelque chose !

Je me suis mis, en route le . . . f>our * * . Je vais ticher de

vous rendre un compte succinct de mon voyage.

J'ai pT6{6r6 la diligence, parce que, pour nous autres observateurs,

le th^itre est plus vaste et les scenes plus varices. J'aurais bien

desire avoir le coin gauche, k cause de mon ^paule ; mais la place

dtait prise : il a fallu me contenter du cdt6 droit. En face de moi

se trouvaient deux grands militaires porteurs de moustaches

effroyables. Je ne sais, mais leur aspect m'importunait . . . je

ne pouvais supporter leur regard. ... A cbt6 d'eux dtait un

prStre ; et j'avais pour voisins un gros monsieur et une grosse

dame. Je commen^ai par faire semblant de dormir, parce que

cela n'empeche pas d'entendre, et qu'on inspire une honnete

confiance.

Les deux militaires parlaient a voix basse ; ,les mots : M^contenis,
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. . . Assez de leur service^ etc., etc., frapp^rent mon oreille atten-

tive
; je jugeai qu'il dtait temps de ne plus dormir, je m'^veillai

;

je tSchai de provoquer insensiblement une de ces petites inconse-

quences dont nous faisons si facilement des conspirations . . .

Impossible I je suis forcd de I'avouer. lis pensaient presque bien.

. . . Ecoutez notre conversation.

— Ces messieurs sont au service ?

— Nous y dtions.

— Ces messieurs ont quittd le service volontairement ?

— Oui, monsieur.

— Ces messieurs ont bien fait ; car, dans le temps ou nous
sommes, hdlas ! comment recompense-t-on la valeur ? . . . Tenez,

moi qui vous parle. ...
— Monsieur a servi ?

— Beaucoup, monsieur ! beaucoup ! meme plus que je n'aurais

voulu . . . et Dieu sait comment j'ai €\.€ r^compensd !

— Nous, monsieur, c'est k peu pr^s la meme chose. Nous
allons en Gr^ce ; nous offrons notre bras et notre sang ; on
accepte, et on ne nous paye pas. . . . Nous manquons vingt fois

d'etre assassinds ! Alors, nous quittons cette terre inhospitalifere,

et nous revenons servir le roi dans nos grades respectifs.

— Vous voyez, monsieur le pr^fet, qu'il n'y avait rien k faire de
ce cotd.

Je m'adressai au cur^. . . . Ecoutez encore.

— Monsieur le curd va rejoindre sa paroisse ?

— Oui, monsieur.

— La paroisse de M. le cure est considerable "i

— Non, monsieur.

— Alors, les appointements de M. le cur^ doivent ^tre fort

mddiocres ?

— Oui, monsieur.

— Mais c'est affreux, des appointements mddiocres I Com-
ment veut-on que le clerg^ soutienne le tr6ne si on le paye
aussi mal ?

— Monsieur, je ne me plains pas ; car je trouve encore de quoi

secourir quelques malheureux.
— Mais, monsieur le cur^, secourir les malheureux, sans doute

c'est fort beau ; mais vous devez vivre de privations ?

— Monsieur, j'ai fait vceu de charitd et d'humilit^ : je suis fiddle

k mon voeu.

— Mais, monsieur le curd, je connais des habitants de Montrouge
qui ont aussi fait ce voeu-lk, et 9a n'empiche pas. . . .
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— Monsieur, je nTiabite pas Montrouge
; je suis un homme

honn^te, pieux, et je sais aimer Dieu sans hair mon prochain.

A ces mots, il se rcmet ^ lire son br^viaire.

II ne me restait qu'k exploiter le gros monsieur et la grosse

dame ; ils ronflaient h qui mieux mieux. . . .

Je pris le parti d'eveiller le gros monsieur pour lui demander
ITieure : il accueillit ma demande assez peu civilement ; mais il

etait eveille, et c'est ce que je voulais. J'engageai la conversation,

et j'appris qu'il dtait dlecteur. . . . Electeur ! hein ! monsieur le

pr^fet . . . dlecteur 1 quelle mine ! . . . Eh bien, pas du tout

tcoutez encore.

— Peut-on savoir de quel c6t6 monsieur votera ?

— Pardieu ! monsieur, du bon cot^.

— Comment, monsieur ? lequel ?

— Y en a-t-il done tant ? . . . Celui ou se trouve I'amour du roi

et une juste liberty 1

Et de trois ! . . . Vous avouerez, monsieur le pr^fet, qu'il est

excessivement ddsagr^able de perdre ainsi un temps pr^cieux

;

aussi, pour I'^viter, je serais assez d'avis de faire surveiller d'abord

les deux grands militaires. lis aiment le roi, c'est bien ; ils sont

braves, c'est tr^s-bien ; mais ils ont combattu les Turcs, et c'est

suspect.—Et ce pretre qui fait du bien, qui n'habite pas Montrouge

. . . c'est susp>ect ! tr^s-suspect ! car, enfin, il ne sufiit pas d'aimer

Dieu et son prochain : il faut savoir se faire respecter.—Quant au

gros monsieur, il avait un air goguenard avec son 3on coti ! La
grosse dame a rappele certaine dpoque ou Ton assommait les

chiens : j'ai pris cela pour une personnalite. Tenez, si vous m'en

croyez, nous denoncerons toute la voiture ; si 5a ne fait pas de mal,

9a ne peut pas faire de bien. Vous voyez . . . toujours fiddle k

DOS principes.

Nous sommes arrives k . J'attends de nouvelles instruc-

tions.

J'ai I'honneur d'etre, etc.,

L'HOMME-MOUCHE

TROISlJlME LETTRE DE L'HOMME-MOUCHE

A Monsieur lepr^fet

Monsieur le PRiFET,—J'ai re^u vos nouveaux ordres k mon
arriv^e \*

*

*. Je suis log^ d'une mani^re commode et agre'able
;

j'ai surtout un fort joli cabinet oil je travaille. Je mange k tabic
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dTidte, parce qu'on peut mieux observer. Le theatre n'est pas

tr^s-bon ; mais il faut bien aller quelque part.

Je vous avouerai que je ne goiite pas du tout la mani^re de voir

des acteurs.

Je vous recommande surtout de faire defendre un pitoyable

melodrame, ou I'on pend un espion ; ce n'est pas que je redoute

aucune allusion, mais c'est ^gal, on n'aime pas k voir ce spectacle-

Ik devant les yeux. D'aiileurs, la pi^ce est immorale, tr^s-

immorale !

II m'est arrivd ici une sc^ne assez bizarre, mais qui prouve
combien vos employes, mes confreres, font bien leur devoir.

Je vous demanderai la permission de vous rapf>orter notre

conversation et les reflexions que nos rdponses mutuelles nous
suggeraient ; car mon confrere m'a communique les siennes.

J'etais alie au caf^ prendre ma demi-tasse, parce que cela me
donne des id^es, agrandit I'imagination ; car vous sentez que nous
ne pouvons jamais avoir trop d'imagination. Je prenais done mon
cafe sur la table qui est pr^s du poele . . . excellente place pour

un observateur ! On domine tout, rien ne vous echappe ; on est k

peu pr^s cachd par le tuyau, et, grUce k cet abri protecteur, on voit

sans etre vu,

Le cafe etait assez mal composd : des marchands, quelques sous-

officiers, de petites gens enfin. Je perdais mon temps, lorsqu'un

grand monsieur d'assez mauvaise mine entra dans le cafd ; ses

regards observateurs le parcoururent dans tous les sens
;
puis il

choisit une table dans un coin dcartd, et demanda d'une voix de
stentor . . . devinez, monsieur le prdfet . . . j'ose k peine vous le

dire! II demanda le Constitutionnel ! Vous sentez bien qu'en

province, surtout, quand on demande un journal comme celui-lk,

on est tr^s suspect. Aussi, je m'approchai d'un air engageant, et

lui souris agreablement.

Ecoutez, monsieur le prdfet ; c'est une esp(ice de sc^ne de
comddie.

L'HOMME-MOUCHE.—Monsieur voudrait-il me passer le journal

apr^s lui ?

L'Inconnu.—Certainement, monsieur, avec plaisir . . . (Apart.)
Voilk un gaillard qui fait un bien mauvais choix en fait de journaux !

Tactions d'engager la conversation. . . . {Haul.) Monsieur va
bien s'ennuyer en attendant ! s'il prenait un autre journal ? . . .

L'HOMME-MouCHE.—Monsicur, je vous avouerai que je ne lis

que celui-lk.

L'Inconnu, a/a^/.—Diablc! que celui-lk. . . . Attention I Cet
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homme est suspect. {Haut.) Monsieur a bien raison : c'est le seul,

I'unique qui pense bien. . . . Seulement, je lui voudrais un peu

plus d'^nergie.

L'HOMME-MOUCHE, ^ part.—Ceci devient s^rieux, tr^s-serieux !

. . . {Haut.) Certainement, monsieur, je lui voudrais beaucoup

plus d'^nergie. . . . Car entre nous, ga va mal, tr^s-mal . . . n'est-

ce pas ?

L'iNCONNU.—Hum ! hum !

L'HoMME-MouCHE, d. ^ar/.—J'esp^re que c'est clair ! {Haut.)

Parbleu ! je le crois bien ! ce M. de V * * *, entre nous, c'est un. . . .

L'iNCONNU, A /t/rA—Plus de doute ! {Haut,) Comment done !

et ce M. de C * * *, c'est un paresseux !

L'HoMME-MouCHE, d part.—Je ne puis d^ciddment plus

longtemps supporter un langage aussi oppos^ k la morale publique.

. . . {Haut.) Monsieur, je suis d^sol^, mais j'ai une triste fonction

k remplir . . . k remplir envers vous, vu votre mani^re de

penser. . . .

L'iNCONNU.—Eh bien, monsieur?

L'HOM.ME-MOUCHE.—Eh bien, monsieur, je vous arrete !

L'iNCONNU.— Monsieur, ne plaisantez pas avec des choses aussi

sacrees ! Dans cet instant, je suis moi-meme dispose k vous

arr^ter.

L'HoMME-MouCHE. — Comment! m'arreter? . . . Monsieur,

connaissez-vous ce signe respectable et respect^ ? le connaissez-

vous?

L'iNCONNU.—Quoi ! vous seriez? . . .

L'HoMME-MoucHE.—Comme vous dites !

L'iNCONNU, montrant sa carte.—Le tour est charmant ! . . .

L'HOMME-MouCHE.—Comment ! vous etes aussi un m. . . . ?

L'iNCONNU.—Parole d'honneur . . . foi d'honnete homme !

L'HoMME-MoucHE.—Touchez Ik, monsieur ! Sans vous flatter,

vous avez dtd charmant : impossible de r^unir plus d'esprit, de

finesse et de penetration !

L'iNCONNU.—Et vous done! comme vous lancez le mot de

temps en temps !

L'HOMME-MOUCHE.—Et votre hum! hum! quelle profondeur,

quel g^nie dans votre hum !

L'iNCONNU.—Et puis, il faut I'avouer, vous avez tout k fait le

ton de bonne compagnie : je vous prenais au moins pour un

courtier marron !

L'HoMME-MoucHE.—Vous etes trop indulgent ! ... Si un

petit verre pouvait vous dtre agrdable I . . .



634 MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDRE DUMAS

L'inconnu accepta le petit verre, et me mit au fait de quelques

petites intrigues d'en je vous donnerai connaissance.

Vous voyez, monsieur le prdfet, avec quel z^le nous nous

occupons du bien public.

J'attends de nouveaux ordres.

J'ai I'honneur d'etre, etc., L'HOMME-MOUCHK

QUATRlfeME ET DERNlfeRE LETTRE DE
L'HOMME-MOUCHE

A Monsieur leprifet * *

Monsieur le Prefet,—Vous avez ^t^ instruit de I'accident qui

m'a forc^ de revenir dans la capitale : ga commence k aller un peu

mieux ; seulement, les reins sont encore bien faibles. . . . Enfin,

n'y pensons plus ! . . . mais je I'ai dchappd belle ; une canne

grosse comme le bras ! Ah ! ciel ! j'en frissonne encore. . . .

Revenons k nos affaires.

Comme, dans la capitale, chaque instant oflfre un sujet

d'observation, je vais tout bonnement vous tracer un petit journal

de ma journ^e.

Je me suis levd k neuf heures
;

j'ai appele mon petit Brisquet.

. . . Quel bon chien ! quel chien estimable ! monsieur le prefet,

vous n'en avez pas d'idee. D'abord, il rapporte trds-bien ; il a un
nez . . . quel nez ! il sent un suspect d'une lieue \ la ronde . . .

et il arrete superieurement ! . . . je ne fais pas mieux.

J'ai €\.€ dejeuner dans un cabaret de la rue Montorgueil. Un
cabaret ! direz-vous, monsieur le prefet ; quel mauvais genre ! . . .

Comment un homme de bon ton peut-il frequenter un tel endroit ?

Eh bien, ddtrompez-vous : ce cabaret est quelquefois le rendez-

vous de jeunes Elegants du cafd de PariSy qui viennent y manger
des huitres fraiches et boire du vin blanc. J'attendis quelque

temps. Rien ne me paraissait digne de fixer mon attention,

lorsque j'entendis du bruit dans Tescalier, et que je vis monter
quatre jeunes gens ; ils avaient I'air un peu d^fait : leur toilette

^tait negligee. . . . J'y suis : ils sortent du bal, du jeu, etc., etc.

6coutons.

— Que demanderons-nous ?

— Des huitres, du vin blanc et une soupe au mad^re.
— Pas autre chose ?

— Ici, il n'y a que celade supportable. ... A propos, mon cher,

sais-tu qu'on devrait faire fermer ce maisons honn£tes od Ton
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vous vole votre argent, et dont les mattresses vivent du produit du
flambeau ! Autrefois, si Ton y allait, on ^tait sdr au moins d'y

trouver bonne compagnie ... en hommes ; mais, maintenant, qu'y

voyez-vous ? Des gens fardds, des fripons et m6me des mouchards !

J'irai Ik, monsieur le prdfet.

L'entretien roula sur les femmes, les chevaux . . . le vocabulaire

ordinaire de ces messieurs. lis s'en all^rent en se donnant rendez-

vous pour le bal de I'Op^ra.

J'allai faire un tour aux Tuileries, aux Champs-^lys^es . . . voir

si je ne pourrais pas mal interpreter un pantalon . . . ou ddnoncer

un chapeau. Oui, monsieur le prefet . . . n'avons-nous pas eu les

habillements politiques : les quirogas, les bolivars, etc. ? Je ne

remarquai qu'un gros monsieur en trois-pour-cent
;
j'eus d'abord

envie de faire quelque attention k lui ; mais j'appris qu'il arrivait de

province. . . . Alors, je vis qu'il ^tait coiflFe sans intention politique.

Je fus k la Bourse : c'etaient, comme k I'ordinaire, des entre-

preneurs en faillite, des goujats se vendant trois ou quatrecent

mille livres de rente, et s'empruntant trente sous pour aller diner !

Cinq heures sonn^rent. Je me rendis au caf^ Anglais. Quel

d^sappointement pour un observateur ! J'arrive, je me trouve seul

;

j'esp^re que la foule va arriver : personne ne vient, except^ un

monsieur qui demande un poulet k la Marengo, et un autre un

potage k la Colbert. ... A la Colbert ! il me semble que c'est un

peu insultant pour M. de V***; nous verrons. Mais, comme ils

etaient seuls, il n'y eut pas de conversation.

Je fus, de Ik, aux Varidtds. Rien de marquant Mauvaise

joum^e, monsieur le prefet ; elle finira mal. Cependant, j'y pense,

vous avez X.o\€x€ une chose bien extraordinaire : votre M. Odry,

avec sa chanson des gendarmes ! Mais c'est direct, cela, monsieur

le prefet, c'est direct. . . . Les gendarmes n'obeissent qu'k

I'impulsion qu'on leur donne ; cette impulsion est produite par un

autre ; remontez k la source, et vous verrez que rien n'est sacr^

pour M. Odry 1

En sortant du spectacle, je fus dans une maison de jeu. II n'y

a gu^re k observer dans ces endroits (aussi c'est de I'un d'eux que

je vous dcris, ne sachant que faire de mon temps), parce que les

croupiers, etc., sont nos confreres. . . . Mais quelquefois on voit le

jeune homme s'y presenter pour la premiere fois. ... II rougit,

porte k la ronde des yeux timides, et tremble de rencontrer un

regard de connaissance ; sa vue s'arrete surtout avec crainte sur le

banquier ... Si on allait I'expulser, I'empecher de perdre I'or,

fruit d'un emprunt usuraire 1 . . .
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Le banquier m'appelle
;
justement, il venait d'entrer un de ces

jeunes gens.

— Mon cher, me dit-il (je connais beaucoup ce banquier, nous

avons servi ensemble), ce jeune homme a de Tor, beaucoup d'or !

mes renseignements sent pris ; mais il est timide, il tente la

fortune d'une main tremblante. Donnez-lui I'exemple ; rendez-

nous ce petit service ; car, vous savez, vous et nous, c'est tout un.

Prenez ces dix mille francs
;
jouez comme vous voudrez

;
perdez,

gagnez : I'exemple agira sur lui, et il mordra ^ I'hamegon !

Je pris les billets. . . . Le banquier s'appr^ta k lancer la

bienheureuse boule. Le confr&re a un poignet d'enfer ; c'est

comme un coup de pistolet, et . . .

(Ici, le manuscrit est interrompu ; on lit la lettre suivante :)

Monsieur le Pr^fet,—L'Homme-Mouche n'est plus ! un
malheur effroyable vient d'arriver ! Le banquier allait lancer la

fatale boule de roulette ; mais, au moment ou son bras vigoureux

lui donnait I'impulsion, elle lui a ^chappd des mains, est allee

frapper k la tete notre malheureux ami, et il est tombd mort dans

mes bras, victime de son attachement k ses devoirs.

Quelle perte, monsieur le prefet

!

Je vous envoie ci-jointe une lettre, sa carte, sa mddaille,

etc., etc.

Si vous aviez de confiance en moi pour me donner sa place (car

il avait un grade au-dessus de moi), je vous en aurais la plus

grande obligation. ... II y a huit ans que je v^g^te dans les

emplois, et, etant aussi bien eleve que le defunt, je puis pr^tendre

k le remplacer.

J'ai I'honneur d'etre, etc.

TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

The Brussels edition of the Memoirs, which has been taken as the basis

of this translation, ends with p. 571 of the present volume. The three

chapters which follow are taken from the eighth volume of the Paris

edition of the Souvenirs, 1855, in order to arrive at a more convenient finish.

The last chapter of the eighth volume of the Paris edition has been here

omitted, as it concerns itself mainly with a recapitulation of the story of the

Wars of the Roses.
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arranged by J. H. BoRM, B.D., F.R.S.E.
Demy itmc as. td.
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Bona (CardlnaP. Se- I.i'r.ir\- rf P--v^ilon.

Boon(F. C.)., l;.A. >-. i. :.::;:^r. :.i! St-ries.

Borrow (George). See L;:i;e I.iiTiiry.

Bos (J. kitzei'a). AL.klCLLTL'RAL
ZOoLOr.V. Iranslateil by J. R. AiNs-
\v

: :: i is. M.A. With 155 Illustrations.

t. Cr. 8t'0. «. 6J.
Bo, i.B.A. EASY GREEK

i >. Cr. SVO. 3S.

.See aij.j j uniir Kxamination Serifs.

BoultinsrCW.) TASSOAND HIS TIMES.
With 24 lUuitriiions. Dettyivo. los. 6d.

net.

Boulton (E. S.). M.A. GEOMETRY ON
MODERN LINES. Cr. Zvo. aj.

Boulton (William B.). THOMAS
GAI NSBOROUG H. His Life and Work,
l- -' '- •""! Sitters. With 40 Illustra-

;' Eli. Demy ivo. js. bd. net.

REYNOLDS, P.R.A. With
.>. ,.....:is. Demy%-jo. js.6d.net.

liowden^E, M.). THE I.MITATION OF
li U D D H .\ : Being Quotations from
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the
Ye.ir. Fifth I.Jition. Cr. idmo. ts.td.

Boyle(W.). CHRISTMAS AT THE zoo.
With Verses by W. Boylk and 24 Coloured
Pictures by H. B. Nkii-sos. Super Royal
i6>no, 3S.

Brabant (F. O.), M.A. See Little Guides.
Bradley (A. G.). ROUND ABOUT WILT-
SHIKL. With 14 Illustrations, in Colour
V'y T. C. GoTCH, 16 other Illustrations, and
a Map. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s,

A Colonial Edition is also published.
iHE ROMANCE OF NORIHUMBER-
LAND. With 16 Illustrations in Colour by
Frank Southgate, R.B.A., and 12 from
Photographs. Second Edition. Demy Zvo.

jt, 6d net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Bradley (John W.). See Little Books on Art.
Braid (James), Open Champion, 1901, 1905

and 1906. ADVANCED GOLF. With
83 Photographs and Diagrams. Fourth
Edition. Demy Zto. 10s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Braid (James) and Others. GREAT
GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. Edited
by Henry Leach. With 24 Illustrations.

.Second Edition. Demy 8rv. "is. 6d. net,

A Colonial Exiition is also published.
Brailsford (H. N.). MACEDONIA:
ITS RACES AND THEIR FUTURE.
With Photographs and Maps. Demy ivo.

IIS. 6d. net.

Brodrick (Mary) and Morton (A. Ander-
son). A CONCISE Die I lONAkY OF
EGYPTIAN ARCH/EOLOGV. A Hand-
Book for Students and Travellers. With 80
Illustrations and many Cartouches. Cr. ivo.

31. 6d.

Brooks (E. E.), B.Sc. (Lond), Leicester
Municipal Technical School, and James
(W. H. N.), A.R.C.S., .A.M. I.E. E., Muni-
cipal School of Technology, Manchester.
See Textbooks of Technology*.

Brooks (E. W.). See Hamilton (F. J.)

Brown (P. H.), LL.D. SCOTLAND IN
THE TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy
Zvo. js. td. net.

Brown (S. E.), M.A., B.Sc., Senior Science
Master at Uppingham. A PRACTICAL
CHE.MISTkY NOTE -book FOR
M.\TRICULATION AND ARMY CAN-
DIDATES. Easy Experiments on the

Commoner Substances. Cr. ^to. is. 6d. net.

Brown(J. Wood), M.A. THE BUILDERS
OF FLORENCE. With 74 Illustrations

by Herbert Railton. Demy ^to. iZs.net.

Browne (Sir Thomas). See Standard
Library.

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF
JAPAN. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Sz'o, 6s. ; also Demy Bvo. 6d.

Brownine (Robert). See Little Library.

Bryant (Walter W.), B.A., F.R.A.S., F.R.
Met. Soc, of the Royal Observatory. Green-
wich. A HISTORY OF ASTRONOMY.
With 35 Illustrations. DemySvo. js 6d.net.

Buckland (Francis T.). CURIOSITIES
OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated

by H. B. Neilsos'. Cr. Zvo. 31. 6d.

Buckton (A. M.) THE BURDEN OF
ENGELA. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys.

6d. net.

EAGER HEART : A Mysterj' Play. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zt'O. is. net.

KINGS IN B.\BYL0N : A Drama. Cr. Svo.

IS. net.

SONGS OF JOY. Cr. 8vo. is. net.

Budee (E. A. WallU). THE GODS OF
THE EGYPTIANS. With over 100
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations.

Tzvo Volumes. Royal Zvo. £3, v. net.

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND
OUR SOLDIERS. Second Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Buney (Miss). See Dilke (Lady).
Bunyan (John). See Standard Library' and

Library of Devotion.
Burch (G. J.), M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Illus-

trated. Cr. Zto. v.
Burgess (Gelett). 6OOPS AND HOW TO
BE THE.M. Illustrated. Small ^to. Ss.

Burke (Edmund). See Standard Library.
Bum (A. E.), D.D., Rector of Handsworth

and Prebendary of Lichfield. See Hand-
books of Theology.

Bum (J. H.), B. D., F. R. S. E. THE
CHURCHMAN'S TREASURY OF
SONG: Gathered from the Christian
poetry of all ages. Edited by. Fcap. Zvo.

xs. 6d. net. See also Library of Devotion.
Buraand (Sir F. C). RECORDS AND
RE.M1NISCENCES. With a Portrait by
H. v. Herko.mer. Cr. Zvo. Fourth and
Cheaper Editicn. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Bums (Robert), THE POEMS. Edited by

A.ndrew Lang, and W. A. CRAtciE. With
Portrait. Third Edition. Demy Zvo, gilt
top. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
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Burnside (W. P.), M.A. OLD TESTA-
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN
SCHOOLS. Third Edition. Cr. %vo. y. td.

Burton (Alfred). See I. P. L.

Bussell (F. W.), D. D. CHRISTIAN
THEOLOGYAN D SOCIAL PROGRESS
(The Bampton Lectures of 1905). Demy
8v0. 10s. 6d. net.

Butler (Joseph), D.D. See Standard
Library.

Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks
of Theology.

Calderwood (D. S.), Headmasterof the Nor-
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three

packets of 40, with Answers, is. each. Or
in three Books, price 2d., td., and 3d.

Cannine(Qeorfi:e). See Little Library.
Capey (E. F. H.). See Oxford Biographies.
Careless (John). Seel.P.L.
Carlyle (Thomas). THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L.
Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College,
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr. Svo. i8j.

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER
CROMWELL. With an Introduction
by C. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and
Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three
Volumes. Deiny ?,vo. \Zs. net,

Carlyle (R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See
Leaders of Religion.

Carmlchael (Philip). ALL ABOUT
PHILIPPINE. With 8 Illustrations.

Cr. St'O. 2s. 6d.

Carpenter(Margaret Boyd). THE CH ILD
IN ART. With 50 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Lar^-e Cr. Zvo, &r.

Cavanagh (Francis), M.D. (Edin.). THE
CARE OF THE BODY. Second Edition.
Demy Zvo. ys. td. net.

Celano(Thomas of). THE LIVES OF ST.
FRANCIS OF ASSISI. Translated into
English by A. G. Ferrers Howell. With
a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo. 51. >iet.

Channer (C. C.) and Roberts (M. B.).
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS,
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full-

page Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. ss. 6d.

Chapman (S. J.). Sec Books on Busines.s.

Chatterton (Thomas). See Sundard
Library.

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF,
TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc-
tion by C. Strachey. with Notes by A.
Calthkop. Two Volumes. Cr.Svo. iqs.

Chesterton (O.K.). CHARLES DICKENS.
With two Portraits in Photogravure. Fifth
Edition. Cr V,vo. f>s.

Childe (Charles P.), B.A., F.R.C.S. THE
CONTROL OF A SCOURGE : Or,
How Cancer is Curable. Demy %vo.

TS. 6d. net.

Christian VP. W.). THE CAROLINE
ISLANDS. With many illustrations and
Maps. DemvZvo. t3s. 6d. net.

Cicero. See Classical Translations.
Clapham (J. H.), Professor of Economics in

the University of Leeds. THE WOOL-

LEN AND WORSTED INDUSTRIES.
With 21 Illustrations and Diagrams. Cr.
Sz'o. 6s.

Clarke (F. A.), M.A. See Leaders of Religion.
Clausen (Qeorge), A.R.A., R.W.S. SIX
LKCTURES ON PAINTING. With 19
Iltu-strations. Third Edition. Large Post
%vo. y. 6d. net.

AIMS AND IDEALS IN ART. Eight
Lectures delivered to the Students of the

Royal Academy of Arts. With 32 Illustra-

tions. Second Edition. Large Post %vo.

5J. net.

Cleather (A. L.). See Wagner (R).

Clinch (U.), F.G.S. See Antiquary's Books
and Little Guides.

Clough (W. T.)and Dunstan (A. E.).
See Junior School Books and Textbooks of
Science.

Clouston (T. S.), M.D., C.C.D., F.R.S.E.
THE HYGIENE OF MIND. With 10

Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Demy %vo.

IS. (>d. net.

Coast (W. a.), B.A. EXAMINATION
PAPERS IN VERGIL. Cr. %vo. %s.

Cobb (W. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF
PSALMS : with a Commentary. Demy Svo.

10s. 6d. net.

Coleridge (S. T.). POEMS. Selected and
Arranged by Arthur Symons. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Fcap. %vo.

2j. 6d. net.

Collingwood (W. a.), M.A. THE LIFE
Of lOHN RUSKIN. With Portrait.

Si.ttn Edition. Cr. 8vo. as 6d. net.

Collins (W. E.), M.A. See Churchman's
Library.

Combe (William). See I. P.L.
Conrad (Joseph). THE MIRROR OF
THE SK.V: Memories and Impressions.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Cook(A. M.), M.A.,andMarchant(E. C),
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Selected from Latin and
Greek Literature. Fourth Ed. Cr.&vo. js-6tl.

LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. ThirdEd. Cr 8rw. tsM.

Cooke.Taylor(R. W.). THE FACTORY
SYSTEM. Cr. &vo. as. 6d.

Coolidge (W. A. B.), M.A. THE ALPS.
With many Illustrations. Demy Sva.

js. 6d net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE
GRE.VT QUEEN. Second Edition, Fcap.
*to. \s.

A CHRISTM.\S GREETING. Cr. ^to. u.
Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Cotes (Everard). SIGNS AND POR-
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 35
Ilhisirations. Second Edition. DemyZvo.
js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Cotes (Rosemary). DANTE'S GARDEN.
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition.
Feat. Zvo. aJ. dd.; leather, y. 6d. net.

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece

and Plan. Fca^. 8m. as. 6d. net.
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Cowley (Abraham). See Little Library.
CowMF (William). THE POEMS.

Ediied wlih an Introduaion and Notes by
J. C. Bailey, M.A. Illu<itrated, including
two uapublished designs by Wiluam
Blakb. Dtmy ivo. lot. (id. nfi.

Cox (J. Charles). See Ancient Cities, Anti-
quar%-'$ Books, and Little Guides.

Cox (Harold), B.A., M.P. LAND
NATIONALIZATION AND LAND
TAX.ATION. Second Edition revised.
Cr. 8ro. 3J. 6rf net.

Crabbe (Qeorye). See Little Library.
Craik (.Mr«.). See Little Library.
Crane (C. P.), D.S.O. See Little Guides.
Crane (Walter), R.W.S. AN ARTISTS
RE.MIMSCENCES. With 123 Illustra-

tions by the Author and others from Photo-
graphs. Second Edition. Demyivo. i&r.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
INDIA IMPRESSIONS. With 84 Illus-

trations from Sketches by the Author.
Second Edition. Demy 8po. js. 6d net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Crashaw (Richard). See Little Library.
Crawford (F. O.). See Danson (Mary C).
Crofts(T. R. N.\ M.A., Modem Language

Master at Merchant Taylors' School. See
Simplified French Texts.

Cro58 (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF
THE BIBLE. Eca/. 8i<». a*. 6d. net.

Cmiksbank(Q.). THE LOVING BAL-
LAD OK LORD BATEMAN. With n
Plates. Cr. t6mo. js. 6d. net.

Cramp (B.). See Wagner (R.).
Cunliffe (Sir F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls'

C:ollege, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF
THE BOER WAR. With many Illus-

trations, Plans, and Portraits. In a vols.

Quarto. 15J. eack.
Cunyn?hame (H. H.), C6. See Connois-

seur's Li.rary.
'"

" ~ See Leaders of Religion.
M.A. See Leaders of

Cutt5(E:. U), D.D
Daniell (Q. W.X

Religion.

Dante (Alifhleri). LA COMMEDIA DI
DANTE. The Italian Text edited by
Paget ToTNBEK, M.A., D. Litt. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE DIVINE COMEDY. Translated
by H. F. Cart, Edited with a Life of
Dante and Introductory Notes by Paget
ToYNBEX, M.A., D Litt. DentySvo. 6d.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE.
Translated into Spenserian Prose by C.
Gordon Wright. With the Italian text.

Fcap. 8o«. as. (>d. net.

See also Little Library, Toynbee (PagetX
and Vernon (Hon. W. Warren).

Dariey (Oeor^e). See Little Library.
D'Arcy(R. F.), .M.A. A NEW TRI(X)N-
O.METKY FOR BEGINNERS. With
numerous diagrams. Cr. ivo. as. fid.

Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur's
Librarj' and Little Books on Art.

Davenport (Jame.<t). THE WASH-
BOURNE FAMILY. With 15 Illustra-

tions and a Map. Royaiioo. ait. met.

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF
LONDON. With 40 Illustrations in

Colour by JoH.v Fulleylove, R.I. InTit/o
Volumes. DentyZvo. 1^. net.

DavU (H. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor
of Balliol College. ENGLAND UNDER
THE NORMANS AND ANGEVINS :

1066-1372. With Maps and Illustrations.

Demy 8vo. lar. 6d. net.

Dawson (Nelson). See Connoisseur's Library.
Dawson (Mrs. Nelson). See Little Books on

Art.

Deane (A. C). See Little Library.
Deans (Storry R.), THE TRIALS OF
FIVE QUEENS: Katharine of
Aragon, A.n.se B01.EYN, Mary Queen
OP Scots, Marie Antoinette and Caro-
line OF Brunswick. With 13 Illustrations.

DemySvo. 10s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE OF
CHRIST. With 8 Illustrations in Colour
by E. Fortbscue-Brickdaue. Large Cr.
%vo. ts.

Delbos (Leon), THE METRIC SYSTEM.

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND
CALLICLES. Edited by F. Darwin
Swift, M..-\. Second Edition. Fcap.
%t>o. as.

Dickens (Charles). See Little Library,
I.P.L., and Chesterton (G. K.).

Dickinson (Emily). POEMS. Cr. 8ro.

4J. bd. net.

Dickinson (Q. L.), M.A., Fellow of King's
College, Cambridge. THE GREEK
VIEW OF LIFE. Sixth Edition. Cr.
%vo. as. dd.

DUke(Lady), BttUey(Miss). and Whitley
(Miss). WOMEN'S WORK. Cr. ivo.

as. 6d.

Dillon (Edward), M.A. See Ck>nnoisseur's

Library- and Little Books on Art.

Ditchfield (P. H.). M.A., F.S.A. THE
STORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS.
With an Introduction by Augustus
Jessopp, D.D. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at

the Present Time. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ENGLISH VILLAGES. With 100 Illustra-

tions. Second Edition. Cr. ivo. as. 6d. net.

THE PARISH CLERK. With 31

Illustrations. Third Edition. DemyZivo.
TS. 6d. net.

Dixon (W. M.), >LA. A PRIMER OF
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr.izo.
as. 6d.

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. ivo.

DoMm <W. J.X M.A. See Textbooks of
Science.

Doney (May). SONGS OF THE REAL.
Cr Z-'o. %s. 6d. 7:et.

Douglas (Hush A.). VENICEON FOOT.
With the Itinerary of the Gr;<nd Canal.
With 75 Illustrations and 11 Maps. Fca^.
ivo. y. net.
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Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE
PULPIT. Cr. Zvo. IS. (xi. net.

Dowden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin-
burgh. FURTHER STUDIES IN THE
PRAYER BOOK. Cr. ^vo. 6s.

See also Churchman's Library.
Drag'e (Q.). See Books on Business.

Draper (F. W. M.). See Simphfied French
Texts.

Driver (S. R.), D.D., D.C.L., Regius Pro-
fessor of Hebrew in the University of
Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD
TESTAMENT.

_
Cr. Sva. 6s.

See also Westminster Commentaries.
Dry(WakeUng). See Little Guides.
Dryhurst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.

Du Buisson (J. C), M. A. See Churchman's
Bible.

Duguid (Charles). See Books on Business.
Dumas (Alexandre). THE CRIMES OF
THE BORGIAS AND OTHERS.
With an Introduction by R. S. Garnett.
With 9 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF URBAIN GRAN-
DIER AND OTHERS. With 8 Illustra-

tions. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF THE MARQUISE
DE BRINVILLIERS AND OTHERS.
With 8 Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF ALI PACHA AND
OTHERS. With 8 Illustrations. Cr. Zvo.

6s.

Colonial Editions are also published.
MY MEMOIRS. Translated by E. M.
Waller. With an Introduction by Andrkw
Lang. With Frontispiecesin Photogravure.
In six Volumes. Cr. Z7/o. 6s. each volume.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Vol. I. 1802-1821. Vol. III. 1826-1830.
Vol. II. 1822-1825. Vol. IV. 18^50-1831.

Duncan (David), D.Sc.,LL.D. THE LIFE
AND LETTERS OF HERBERT
SPENCER. With 15 Illustrations. Demy
Zvo. 1 5J.

Dunn (J. T)., D.Sc.,andMundelIa(V. A.).
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE.
With 114 Illustrations. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. -is. 6d,

Dunstan (A. E.), B.Sc. (Lond.), East Ham
Technical College. See Textbooks of
Science, and Jiuuor School Books.

Durliam (The Earl of ). A REPORT ON
CANADA. With an Introductory Note.
Demy Zvo. ^s. 6d. net.

Dutt(W. A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS.
With coloured Illustrations by Frank
SouTHGATE, R.B.A. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA. With
j6 Illustrations in colour by Frank South-
GATK, R.B.A. Second Edition. Demy
Zvo. jt. 6d. net.

SOME LITERARY ASSOCIATIONS OF
EAST ANGLIA. With 16 Illustrations in

Colour by W. Dexter, R.B.A., and 16
other Illustrations. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.
See also Little Guides.

Earle(John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO-
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post
i6»io. 2s. net.

Edmonds(MajorJ. E.),R.E.;D.A.Q.-M.G.
See Wood (W. Birkbeck).

Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition,
Revised. Croivn Zvo. 2J. 6d. net,

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial

Edwardes (TIckner). THE LORE OF
THE HONEY BEE. With many Ulustra-
tions. Cr. Zvo, 6s.

Egan (Pierce). See I.P.L.
Egerton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. A
Cheaper Issue, with a supplementarychapter.
Second Ed., Revised. Demy Zvo. js.6d.net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Ellaby (C. 0.). See Little Guides.
Ellerton (F. G.). See Stone (S. J.X
Epictetus. See Aurelius (Marcus).
Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN-
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANS
and in English the Manual of the Christian
Knight. J-cap. Zvo. 35. 6d. net.

Ewald(Carl). TWO LEGS, AND OTHER
STORIES. Translated from the Danish
by Ai.EXANDKR TbIXEIRA PK MaTTOS.
Illustrated by Augusta Guest. Large Cr.

Fai'rbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO-
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition, Cr. Zvo. -is. 6d,

Fea (Allan). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With
82 Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy
Zvo. i2S. 6d net.

THE FLIGHT OF THE KING. With
over 70 Sketches and Photographs by the
Author. Neiu and revised Edition.
Demv Zvo. 71. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

SECRET CHAMBERS AND HIDING-
PLACES. With 80 Illustrations. Ne^vand
revised Edition. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Ferrier (Susan). See Little Library.

Fidler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E. S<-
Books on Business.

Fielding (Henry). See Standard Library.

Finn(S. W.), M.A. See Junior ExaminatiuJi
Series,

Firth (J. B.). See Little Guides.
Firth (C. H.), M.A., Regius Professor of

Modern History at Oxford. CROM-
WELL'S ARMY: A History of the English
Soldier during the Civil Wars, the Coir.

monwealth, and the Protectorate. Cr. 8r

6s.

Firth (Edith E.). See Beginners Books.
FitzQerald (Edward). JHV. RUBAiyAT
OF OMAR KHAVYAm. Printed from
the Fii'th and last Fxiition. With a Com-
mentary by Mrs. Stki'Hen Batson, and a
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr,
8vo. 6s. See also Miniature Library.
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Fitznerald(H. p.). A CONCISE HAND-
B'-jk. vf climbers, twiners,
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated.
J-'ca/. Zvo. is. (ni. net.

Pitzpatrick (5. A. O.). See Ancient Cities.

Flecker (W. H.), M.A.,D.C.L., Headnia.ster
of the Dean Close Scbo< I, Cheltenham.
THE STUDENIS PRAYER BOOK.
'I Text op Morning and Evening

: K AND LiTANV. With an lotroduc-
iij Notes. Cr. ivo. IS. 6J.

I-letciier (J. S.). A BOOK. OF YORK-
blllRE. With i6 Illustrations in Colour
by Wal Paget and Kkank Southgate,
K.B.A.,and la from Photographs. Demy
8»<7. Ts. 6 /. tut.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Ruz(A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor

of Political Economy in M'Gil! Univcrsitv,
Montreal ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES.
Demy ivo. js. bti. net.

Foat (F. W. a ), D.Litt., M.A., Assistant
Master at the City of London School.
LONDON : A READKR FOR YOUNG
CIIIZENS. With Plans and Illustra-

tions. Cr. Zva. is. 6rf.

Ford (H. a.), .M.A., Assistant Master at
Bristol Grammar School. See Junior School
Books.

Forel (A.\ THE SENSES OF INSECTS.
Translated byMACl.KOD Vearsley. With
a Illustrations. Demy Zvo. tos. (>d. net.

Fortescue (Mrs. 0.). See Little Books on
Art.

Fraser (J. F.). ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. With loo Illusuations.
fifth Edition Cr. %vo. (a.

A Colonial Edition is ako published.
French(W.), M.A. See Textbooks of Science.
Freudenreich (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC-
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for

Students. Translated by J. R. Ainsworth
Davis, M.A. Secomi Edition, Revised.
Cr. ivo. 2i. (>d.

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's
Bible.

Fuller (W. P.), M.A. See Simplified French
Texts.

Fyvie riohn). TRAGEDY QUEENS OF
THEGKORGIAN ERA. With i6 Illustra-
tions. Second KU. DemySzio. i2S.6d.net.

Qallaher (D.) and Stead (W. J.). THE
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER,
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM.
With 35 Illustrations. Second Ed. Demy
8r<j. las. 6d. net.

.\ Colonial Edition Is also pub!i.shed.

Qallichan (W. M.). .See Little Guides.
QambadoCOeoffrey, Esq.). See LP. L.
Qaskell fMrs.). See Little Library, Stan-

dard Library- and Sixpenny Novels.
Qasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See

Antiquary's Books.
aeors:e(H. B.), M.A., Fellow ofNew Colletie,

Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS-
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth
Edition. Cr. St'D. y. 6d.

A HISTORIC.\L GEOGRAPHY OF THE

BRITISH EMPIRE. TAini Edition.
Cr. Zvo. is. 6d.

aibbins (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN-
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Ei/tk
Edition. Demy Svo. los. 6d.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF
ENGLAND. With Maps and Plans.
Fi/teeoth Edition, Ee7u\ed. C'-. Sr-c. ^f.

' ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS.
I Second Edition. Cr. 8r'C. zs. 6d.
i _ See also Hadfield (R. A.)., and Commer-

cial Series.

Gibbon (Edward). MEMOIRS OF MY
i

LIFE AND WRITINGS. Edited by
G. BiRKBEi K Hill, LL.D Cr. Zvo. ts.

: THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE
j

ROMAN EMPIRE. Edited with Notes,

I

Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury,
M.A., Litt.p., Regius Professor of Greek
at Cambridge. In Seren Volumes.
Demy Zvo. Gilt top. Zs. dcL each. Also,
Crown Zvo. &f. each.
See also Standard Library.

Oibb* (Philip). THE ROMANCE OF
GEORGE VlLLIERS: FIRST DUKE
OF BUCKINGHAM. AND SO.ME MEN
AND WOMEN OF THE STUART
COURT. With 20 lllustr.-itions. Second
Edition. Demy Zio. 15J. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Qibson (E. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop of

Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries,
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio-
graphies.

Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.
Qloag (M. R.) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A
BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS.
With 24 Illustrations in Colour. Demy
Zto. los. fid net.

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE-
MEMBRANCE. Being Lyrical Selections
for ever>' day in the Year. Arranged by.
Fcap. Zvo. IS td. net.

ENGLISH CHILDREN IN THE OLDEN
TIME. With 32 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. "js. td. net.

aodley(A. D.), M.A.. Fellow of Magdalen
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 2S. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Seconti Edition.
Fcap. Zvo. QS. &/.

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. Zvo. 2s. 6d.
Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VICAR OFW A K E F 1 K L D. With 10 Pbtes in

Photogravure by Tony Johannot. LeatJktr,
Fcap. 22mo. 2S. 6d. net.

See also I.P.L. and Standard Library.
Gomme (G. L.X See Antiquary's B- oks.
Goodricb-Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN

SADDLE1._ Demy Zvo. js. (>d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Gorst(Rt. Hon. Sir John). THE CHIL-
DREN OF THE NATION. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

Goudge (H. L.). M.A., Principal of WelU
Theological (Allege. See We>tminsterCom-
mentaries.
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Graham (P. Anderson). THE RURAL
EXODUS. The Problem of the Village

and the Town. Cr. Zvo. ss. bd.

Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH-
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr. ^to. 2i. bd.

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN.

GraWE. M'Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr.

^vo. IS. td.

Gray (P. L.), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY.
With i8i Diagrams. Cr. 8z'o. 3J. 6d.

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., late Fellow
of St. John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX.
Second Ed. revised. Crown ivo. ^s. 6d.

Qreenidge (A.H. J.),M.A., D.Litt. A HIS-
TORY OF ROME : From the Tribunate of
Tiberius Gracchus to the end of the Jugur-
thine War, B.C. 133-104. Demy Zvo.

los. 6d. net.

Greenwell (Dora). See Miniature Library.

Greg'ory (R. A.). THE VAULT OF
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to

Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. zs. 6d.

Gregory (Miss E. C). See Library of
Devotion.

Grubb(H. C). See Textbooks ofTechnology.
Hadfield (R. A.) and Gibbins (H. de B ).

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr.
8z/o, 2s. 6d.

Hall (Mary). A WOMAN'S TREK FROM
THE CAPE TO CAIRO. With 64 Illus-

trations and 2 Maps. Second Edition.
Demv %vo. ids. net.

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA.
Illustrated. Second Edition, revised.

Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE.
With numerous Plans and Illustrations.

Second Edition. DemyZvn. ios.6d.net.

Hamel (Prank). FAMOUS FRENCH
SALONS. With 20 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Demy Bva. 12s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Hamilton (p. J.), D.D. See Byzantine Texts.
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAL NAVY, 1200-1688. Illus-

trated. Demy "ivo. "js. 6d. net.

Hannay (James O.), M.A. THE SPIRIT
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN
MONASTICISM. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THR WISDOM OFTHEDESERT. Eca/.
St'o. ^s. 6d. net.

Hardie(Martin). See Connoisseur's LiUrary.
Hare (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC-
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS.
With numerous Diagrams. Demy Bzv. 6s.

Harvey (Alfred), M.H. See Ancient Cities
and Antiquary's Books.

Hawthorne(Nathaniel). See Little Library.
Heath (Frank R.). .See Little Guides.
Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library.
Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT-
SHIP. Ecafiivo. is.6d.

Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND
PRINCIP.A.TE OF THE EMPEROR
NERO. Illustrated. Neiv and cheaper
issue. Demy iz'o. ^s. 6'i. net.

AT INTERVALS. EcapZiw. 7s.6d.11et.

Henderson (M. Sturge). GEORGE
MEREDITH: NOVELIST, POET,
REFORMER. With a Portrait in Photo-
gravure. Second Edition. Crown %vo. 6s.

Henderson (T. P.). See Little Library and
Oxford Biographies.

Henderson (T. P.), and Watt (Francis).
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAV. With 20
Illustrations in colour and 24 other Illus-

trations. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS.
CHAUCER TO POE, 1340-1849. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d. net.

Henley (W. E.)and Whlbley :C.) A BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE, CHARACTER,
AND INCIDENT, 1387-1649. Cr. Zvo.

2s. 6d. net.

Hen80n(H. H.), B.D., Canon ofWestminster.
LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical
AND Social Sermons. Cr. i^io. 6s.

Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion.
Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia-

ture Library.
Hewins (W. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr. Zvo.
3S. 6d.

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL.
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Fcap.
Zvo. 2s. 6fi. net.

Hey (H.), Inspector, Surrey Education Com-
mittee, and Rose (Q. H.). City and Guilds
Woodwork Teacher. THE MANUAL
TRAINING CL.\SSROOM: Wood-
WORK. Book I. ^tfl. IS.

Heywood (W.). PALIO AND PONTE.
A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated.
Royal Zvo. 21s. net.

See also St. Francis of Assist.

Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology.
Hill (Henry), K.\., He.-idmaster of the Boy's

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. .\

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC.
Cr. Zvo. 3jr. bd.

Hind(C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL.
With 16 Illustrations in Colour by Wim.iam
Pascok, and ao other Illustrations and a
Map. Second Edititm. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Hirst (P. W.) See Books on Busine<>.
Hoare (J. Douglas). A HISTORY OF
ARCTIC EXPLORATION. With 90
Illustrations^ Maps. DemySvo. js.6d.net.

Hobhouse (L. T.). late Fellow of C.C.C,
Oxford. THE THEORY OF KNOW-
LEDGE. Demy Zvo. 10s. (yd. net.

Hobson(J. A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL
TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles.
Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d. net.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. An Inquiry
into the Industrial Condiii -i f n,^ Poor, i

StvtHlh Edition. Cr.ix:
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THE PRORLEM OF THE UNEM-
PLOV E I I. /•. urtk Edi'.:o7t. ( r.^-jn. 2j.6//.

Hode-'- ' » i.-»^i->... -'PCOURT
t KENTH
t :is. T'wa

A Coioniai liditioii is also published.
Hodffkin (T.). UC.L. See Leaders of

Religion.
Hodgson(Mrs. W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY
OLD CHINF.^K P< iRTFi AIN. With 40

." •' Cvt.

IV

rc.ip. zvo. }%. net.

deX See Books on

Illustr.itions.

HoK (Thoma-^
AT OXKOK.
R. A. SrKKAThKU

Holden-Stooe (Q
Business.

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.C.I.E
INDIAN BORDERLAND:
P?r

Lit i. .

Vol. I.

Holland

Ho!l
C
Pi.! KAi
TIMES.

Holt
1

C-
A

HoIv.Mkr
.\:

THE
being a

lUus-\\ Re-r>vd of Twenty Years.
'

•'. net.

) published.
A HISTORY

/« 7"tt>* Volumes.
lOJ. (>ti. net.

Canon of St. Paul's.
li.).

rop (H. C), late of Balliol
i ; Bursar of Eton College.

L H : HIS LIFE, WORK, AND
With 34 lUustnuions. Demy
U. HCf.

published.
i T OF POPU-

• t Social Success.
• •.

».v.*.

IMition is also published.
1 J.). THE COOPERATIVE

OF TO-DAY. Fourth Ed.

Hon. < ij.). See Antiqtiary's Books.
Hook I A. ; HUMANITY AND ITS
PROHLEM.S. Cr. &v. St. net.

Hoppner. See Li; I'e dt'eries.
Hor.i '..-itions.

Hor WATERLOO

:

\'> '«. Cr. 8tw. y.
Se- a^i-, i.->x:"^rj Liigrjphies.

Hortb (A. C.X .See Textbooks ofTechnology.
Horton(R. F.),D.D. See Leaders of Religion.

Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With
Illustrations and a Map. Second Edition.
Demy Szro. jt. (ki. net.

A Colonial Ediiion is also published.
How (F. D.). SIX GRE.\T SCHOOL-
MASTERS. With Portraits and lilustr.n-

tions. .Second Edition. Demy ivo. ^^. (hI.

Howell (A. a. Ferrers). F KANCISCAN
DAYS. Being Selections fcr every day in

the year from ancient Franciscan writings.
Cr. Svo. %t. (xi. net.

HoweU {a.\ TRADE UNIONISM-New
AND Old. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo.

3S.6d.
Honins (Sir WllliamX K.Ca, CM..

D.C.L, F.R.S.THE ROYALSOCIETV.
With 35 Illustrations. Hide Royal %vc.

4X. (>d. net.

Hariies (C. E.X THE PRAISE OF
SH.\KESPE.ARE. An English Antho-
log>-. With a Preface by Sid.nby Lek.
Demy 8c». 31. (>d. net.

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction
and Notes by Vernon Rendali.. Lemiher.
Royal ^2mo. zs. 6d. net

Hutchinson (Horace Q.) THE NEW
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with
50 Pictures by Walter Xyndai.k and 4
by LtCY Kemp-Welch. Third Edition.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

Hutton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of
Religion and Library of Devotion.

Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF
UMBRLV. With 20 Illustrations in Colour
by A. Pisa, and 12 other Illustrations. Third
Edition. Cr. Sz-o. 6s.

A Colonial E>iition is also published.
THE CITIES OF SPAIN. With 24 Illus-

trations in Colour, by A. W. Rimincton,
ao other Illustrations and a Map. Third
Edition. Cr. 8ftf. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
FLORENCE AND THE CITIES OF
NORTHERN TUSCANY, WITH
GENOA. With 16 Illustrations in Colour
by William Parkinson, and 16 other
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
ENGLISH LOVE POE.VIS. Edited with

an Introduction. Fcap. Svo. y. 6d. net.

Hutton (R. H.). See Leaders of Religion.

Hutton (W. H.). M.A. THE LIFE OF
SIR THOM.^S MORE. With Portraits
after Drawings by Holbein. Second Ed.
Cr, Zv0. 5^.

See also Leaders of Religion.

Hyde (A. O.) GEORGE HERBERT AND
HIS TIMES. With 32 Illustrations.

Demy %vo. las. 6d. net.

Hyett(F. A.X FLORENCE : Her History
AND Art to the Fall of the Repijblic.
Demy ivo. ys. 6d. net.

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Drama.
Translated by William Wilson. Third
Edition. Cr. 8iv. y 6d.

Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of
Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN
MYSTICISM. (The Hampton Lectures of
1899.) Demy ivo. 12s. 6d. net.

See alsoLibrary of Devotion.
Inrham (B. P.). See Simplified French

Texts.
Innes(A. D.\ M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Cr. iz'O. 6s.

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS.
With Maps. Second Edition. Demy Svo.

10s. 6d. net.

Jackson (C.E.), B. A., Senior Physics Master,
Bradford Grammar School. See Textbooks
of Science.

Jackson (S.X M.A. See Commercial Series.

Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides.
Jacob (F.), M.A. See Jonior Examination

Series.
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James (W. H. N.). See Brooks (E. E.).

Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUSTS, POOLS,
AND CORNERS AS AFFECTING
COMMERCE AND INDUSTRY. Cr.

%vo. IS. 6d.

See also Books on Business.

Jebb (Camilla). A STAR OF THE
SALONS : Julie de Lespinasse. With
20 Illustrations. Demy Zvo. tos. 6d.net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

JeHery (Reginald W.), M.A. THE
THIRTEEN COLONIES OF NORTH
AMERICA. With 8 Illustrations and a

Map. Demy %vo. 7s. td. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Jeffrey8(D. Qwyn). DOLLY'STHEATRI-
(^ALS. Super Royal \(imo. 2S. 6d.

Jenk8(E.), -M.A., B.C.L. AN OUTLINE
OF ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT.
Second Ed. Revised by R. C. K. En.sor,

M.A. Cr. Zz'o. zs. 6d.

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art.

Jennings (Oscar), M.D. EARLY WOOD-
CUT INITI.VLS. Demy ^to. ixs. rut.

Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of

Religion.

Jevons (F. B.), M.A., Litt.D.. Principal of
Hatfield Hall. Durham. RELIGION
IN EVOLUTION. Cr.%vo. zs. 6d. net.

See also Churchman's Library and Hand-
books of Theology.

Johnson(Mr8. Barham). WILLIAM BOD-
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS.
Illustrated. Demy Zi'O. 10.9. 6d. net.

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200
Illustrations and Six Maps. Third Edition.
Cr. 4/0. i8x. fiet.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Jones (H.). See Commercial Series.

Jones (H. F.). Sec Te.xtbooks of Science.

Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P., and
Bellot (Hugh H. L.), M.A., D.C.L.
THE MINER'S GUIDE TO THE COAL
MINES REGULATION ACTS AND
THE LAW OF EMPLOYERS AND
WORKMEN. Cr. 8vo. 2s.6d.net.

COMMERCE IN WAR. RoyaiSw. 21s.net.

Jones (R. Compton). M.A. POEMS OF
THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. Tltir-

teenth Edition. Ecafi. f,7'o. qs. 6d. net
Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library.

Juliana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA-
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Ed.byGRACK
Wakkack. Third Ed. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Juvenal. See Clas.sical Translations.

•Kappa.' LET YOUTH BUT KNOW:
.\ Plea for Reason in Education. Cr. 8j'0.

7S. 6d. net.

Kaufmann (M.), M.A. SOCIALISM AND
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition
Revised and Enlarged. Cr. Zvo, as. (td.

net.

Keating (J. P.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. Zvo. 3s.6d.

Keats (John). THE POEMS. Edited
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin-
COURT, M.A. With a Frontispiece n

Photogravure. Second Edition Revised.
Demy ivo. 7s. 6d. net.

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the
Works of. Fcap. %to. y. 6d. net.

See also Little Library and Standard
Library.

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.
With an Introduction and Notes byW. Lock,
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated

by R. Anning Bell. ThirdEdition. Fcap.
Zvo. 31-. 6d. ; padded morocco, 5s.

See also Library ofDevotion.
Kelynack (T. N.), M.D., M.R.C.P. THE
DRINK PROBLEM IN ITS MEDICO-
SOCIOLOGICAL ASPECT. By four-

teen Medical Authorities. Edited by.
With 2 Diagrams. Demy Sz'O. js. 6d. net.

Kempis (Thomas &). THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. Gere.
TAird Edition. Fcap.ivo. y.id.; padded
morocco. 5s.

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr.
Bvo. 3J. 6d.

See also Montmorency (J. E. G. de).,

Libraryof Devotion, and Standard Library-.

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN
SPHINX. Cr.Svo. xs.6d.net.

Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist-

ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of

Dublin. ST. PAULS SECOND AND
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN-
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations
and Notes. C»-. 8ro. 6s.

Kimmin8(C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS-
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illus-

trated. Cr. %vo. 2S. td.

Klnglake (A. W.). See Little Library.

Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM
BALLADS. 87/A Thousand. Tiventy
fifth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. Also Lea''
Fcap. Bvo. 5J.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE SEVEN SEAS. 71J/ Thousand.

Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. Also
Leather. Fcap. Bvo. 5J.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

THE FIVE NATIONS. 65/A Thousand.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, Also
Leather. Fcap. Bz^o. $s.

A Colonial Edition is also publi-.hed.

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Seventeenth
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. Also Leather. Fcap.
Bvo. ss.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Knight (Albert E.). THE COMPLETE
CRICKETER. With 50 illustrations.

Demy Bvo. ys. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is alto published.

Knlght(H.J.C), B.D. SeeChurchmansBible.
Knowllng (R. J.), M..\., Professor of New

Testament Exegesis at King's College,
London. See Westminster Commentaries.

Lamb(Charles .ind Mary), THE WORKS.
Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated, /n
Sez>en I'olumes. Demy Bvo. 71. 6d. each.
See also Little Library and Lucas (K. V.)

Lambert (F. A. H.). See Little Guide
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Lambros (ProfcMor S. P.). See Byzantine
Text.-.

Lane. Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF
EGYPT IN THK MIDDLE AGES. Fully

Uin:;' ' • - --HE

Law . See Library of Derorion
a : ; hrziry.

Lea, DUKEOFDEVON-
> hy. With J2 Illustra-

t

!

; .i. M. ntt.

T}lkM'l!:il ul IHKLINKS. Cr.8tw.6j.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
See also Braid ( James).

L« Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF
PARDONS. Translated by Frances JL
G0STI.ING. With 12 Illustration!: in Colour
by T. C. GoTCH, and 40 other Illustrations.

Thiyd E ii::on. Crcnt'n Izc. 6s.

Lee(CapUin L. Melville). A HISTORY
OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Svo.

31. (xi. tut.

Lewes (V. B.), M..\. AIR AND WATER.
Illustrated. Cr. 8r-o. aj. 6rf.

Lewis (B. M. Qwjm). A CONCISE
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS.
With 10 Illustrations. Fcap.Zvo. ys. 6d.net.

Lisle (Portun^de). See Little Bookson Art.
Littlehales (H.). See Antiquary's Books.
Llewellyn (Owen) and Raven-HlII (L.).
THE SOUTH-BOUND CAR. With 85
Illustrations. Crtntm ivo. 6s.

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-
BUILDER. Second Ed. Cr. Zt-o. %s. 6J.

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Keble (J.) and Leaders of Religion-
Locker (F.). -See Little Library.

Lodge (Sir Oliver), F.R.S. THE SUB-
STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH
SCIENCE: A Catechism for Parents
and Teachers. Ninth Ed. Cr. %vo. 21 mt.

Lofthouse(W. F.), M.A. ETHICS AND
ATONEMENT. With a FrontUpiece.
Demy ivo. ^s. net.

Longrfellow (H. W.). See Little Library.
Lorimer (Qeorgre Horace). LETTERS
FROM A SELF-MAUK MERCHANT
TO HIS SON. Seventeenth Edition. Cr.
ivo. 3.1. 6d.

A Colonial Eklition is also published.

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition.
Cr. &T0, 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Lover (Samuel). See LP.

L

E. V. L. and C. U Q. ENGLAND D.\Y BY
D.\Y : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to

Efficiency. Illustrated by Gkorge Morrow.
Eourth Edition. Fcap. tto. \s. net.

Laca8(e. v.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES
L.AMB. With 28 Illustrations. Fourth
and Revised Edition in One Volume.
Demy 8vo. 71. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With
20 Illustrations in Colour by Herbeut
Mar.shall, 34 Illustrations after old Dutch
Masters, and a Map. /i/intk Edition.
Cr. ivo. 6».

A Colonial Edition is also published.
A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16

Illustrations in Colour by Nel.son Dawson,
36 other Illustrations and a Map. Sixth
Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way-
farers. Fourteenth Edition, Fcap. ivo.

5J. ; India Paper^ -js. 6d.

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book
for the Urbane. Fourth Edition. Fcap.
ivo. 5J. ; India Paper, 71. 6</.

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third
Edition. Fcap. Zve. SJt.

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Fourth
Edition. Fcaf'. Svo. ss.

THE GENTLEST ART. A Choice of
Letters by Entertaining Hands. Fifth
Edition. Fcap. %-o. w.

A SWAN AND HER FRIENDS. With 24
Illustrations. DemyZ-.o. 12J. 6 A net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Ludan. See Classical Translations.

Lyde(L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Lydon (Noel S.). See Junior School Books.
Lyttelton(Hon. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND
THEIR WOR K. Cr. %vo. ^s. 6d.

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS-
TORIC.AL ESS.\YS. Edited by F. C. Mon-
tague, M..\. Three I'olumes. Cr. 8rv. iS.t.

M'Allen(J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial
Series.

MacCuIloch (J. A.). See Churchman's
Library.

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY
STUART. With 44 Illustrations, in

eluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure.
New and Cheaper Edition. Large Cr. %vo.

6s.

See al.so Leaders of Religion.

McDermott(E. R.). ^ee Books on Business.
M'Dowall(A. a.). See Oxford Biographies.
Mackay (A. M.), B.A. See Churchman's

Library.
Mackenzie (W. Leslie), M.A., M.D.,

D.P.H., etc. THE HEALTH OF THE
SCHOOL CHILD. Cr.Zvo. as. 6d.

MackUn (Herbert W.). M.A. See Anti-
quary's Books.

M'Nelle (A. H.X B.D. See Westminster
Commentaries.

' Mdlle Mori ' (Author of). ST. CATHER-
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES.
With 28 Illustrations. Demy %vo. js. 6d.
net.

Masrnus (Laurie). M.A. A PRIMER OF
WORDSWORTH. Cr. Svo. 7S. 6d.

Mahaffy(J. P.), LituD. A HISTORY OK
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES.
Fully Illustrated. Cr. 8w. 6r.

Maitland (F. W.), M.A., LL D. ROMAN
CANON LAW IN THE CHURCH OF
ENGLAND. Royaltvo. js.6d.
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Major (H.). B.A., B.Sc. A HEALTH AND
TEMPERANCE READER. Cr. Zvo.

IS.

Maiden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH RE-
CORDS. A Companion to the History of

England. Cr. Sto. 3J. 6(/.

THE RIGHT-S AND DUTIES OF A
CITIZEN. Seventh. Edition. Cr. Zvo.

ts. 6ci.

See also School Histories,

Marchant (E. C), M.A., Fellow of Peter-

house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO-
LOGY Second Edition. Cr.ivo. y.td.
See also Cook (A. M.).

Marks (Jeannette), M.A. ENGLISH
PASTORAL DRAMA from the Restora-

tion to the date of the publication of the
' Lyrical Ballads' (1660-1798). Cr. Zvo.

5^. net.

Marr (J. E.). F. R.S. , Fellow of St John's Col-

lege, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC
STUDY OF SCENERY. Third Edition.

Illustrated. Cr. Zro. 6s.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Marriott (J. A. R.), M.A. THE LIFE
AND TIMES OF LORD FALKLAND.
With 23 Illustr.Ttions. Second Edition.

Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

Marvel! (Andrew). See Little Library.

Masefleld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL-
SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. Svo.

y. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

ON THE SPANISH MAIN: or, Some
English Forays in the Isthmus of'

Daribn. With 22 Illustrations and a Map.
Demv 87'C. loi. 6<i. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and
Edited by. .'Second Ed. Cr.Zvo. ^s. 6d.net.

AN ENGLISH PROSE MISCELLANY.
Selected and Edited by. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Maskell (A.). See Connoisseur's Librarj*.

Mason (A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.

Masterman (C. F. 0.), M.A., M.P.
TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS
TEACHER. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Matheson (E. F.). COUNSELS OF
LIFE. Fcap. %vo. as. 6d. net.

May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM.
Second Edition. 4/0. is. net.

Meakin (Annette M. B), Fellow of the
AnthropoloKical Institute. WOMAN IN
TRANSITION. Cr. &vo. bs.

Mellows (Emma S.). A SHORT STORY
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr.
Svo. 3s. 6d.

Methuen (A. M. S.), M.A. THE
TRAGEDY OF SOUTH AFRICA.
Cr. ivo. 3S. net. A /so Cr. Svo. 3</. net.

ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six-
teen Lkttkrs to a Protbctionist.
Eighth Edition. Cr. Sve. -j/d. tut.

MUes (Eustace), M.A. LIFE AFTER
LIFE: OR, The Theory of Reincarna-
tion. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d. net. '

THE POWER OK CONCENTRATION:
How to Acq'iire it. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d. net.

Mlllais (J. iQ.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLAIS, Presidentofthe Royal Academy.
With many Illustrations, of which 2 are in

Photogravure. New Edition. Demy Svo.

Ts. 6d. net.

See also Little Galleries.

Mlllin (G. P.). PICTORIAL GARDEN-
ING. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo.

35. 6d. net.

Millis (C. T.), M.I.M.E. See Textbooks of

Technology.
Milne (J. G.). M.A. A HISTORY OF
EGYPT UNDER ROMAN RULE.
Fully Illustrated. Cr.Svo. dr.

Milton (John). See Little Library and
Standard LiVirary.

A DAY BOOK OF MILTON. Edited by
R. F. TowNDRow. /crt/. Svo. 2S. 6d. tut.

Minchin (H. C.),M. A. See Peel (R).
MitchelKP. Chalmers), .M.A. OUTLINES
OK BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Mitton (G. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND
HER TIMES. With 21 Illustrations.

Second and Cheaper Editioti Large Cr.

Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF
PRUSSIA. With 20 Illustrations. Fourth
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
' Moll (A.).' See Books on Business.

Moir (D. M.). See Little Libr.ar>'.

Mollnos (Dr. Michael de). See Library of
Devotion.

Money (L. G. Chiozza), M.P. RICHES
AND POVERTY. Eighth Edition. Demy
Svo. sj. net. Also Cr. Svo. is. net.

SOCIAL AND INDUSTRI.\L PRO-
BLEMS. Demy Svo. ss.net.

Montagu (Henry), Earl of Manchester. See
Library of Devotion.

Montaiene. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited
by C. F. Pond. Fca/. Svo. is. 6d. net.

Montgomery^. B.) THE EMPIRE OF
THE E.\ST. With a Frontispiece in Colour
and 16 other Illustrations. Second Edition.
Demy Sno. js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Montmorency (J. E. G. de), B.A.. LL.B.
THOMA.S A KEMPIS, HIS AGE AND
BOOK. With 22 Illustrations. Seamd
Edition. Detny Svo. ys. 6d. net.

Moore (H. E.). BACK TO THE LAND.
C'>-. Svo. 3S. 6d.

Moorhouse (E. HalUm). NELSON'S
LADY HAMILTON. With 51 Portrait'

Second E<iition. Detny Svo. -js. td. ni

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Moran (Clarence G.). See Bookson Busin.

More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Libr^:
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Morflll (W. R.). Oriel College. Oxford. A
HISTORV OF RUSSIA FROM PETER

\r TO ALEXANDER II.

i Plans. Cr. 8to. y. tJ.

Mo' . late of Clifton College. See
;ation Series.

Mo iretW.), Founded on. THE
i E. With 74 Illustrations.

.; -f S:i'. IJ. 6a'.

MITCHELL: The Story of a
AIN SqUIRREI. told BY HlMSELK.

\S ;:;, jmny lUusf.-itions. Sg.Cr.Zvo. 2j.6</.

Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN.
With 24 illustrations. Demy Svo. las. (>d.

net.

Morris (Joseph E.). See Little Guides.
Morton (A. Anderson). See Brodrick(M.).
MouIe(H. CO.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur-

ham. See Leaders of Religion.

Mulr (M. M. Pattlson), M.A. THE
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated.

Cr. 8i'C. 2J. dd.

MundelU (V. A.), M.A. See Dunn (J. T.).

Munro(R.), M.A., LL.D. See Antiquary's
Books.

Myers (A. WalUs), THE COMPLETE
LAWN TENNIS PLAYER. With many
Illustrations. Second Edition. DemyZvo.
loj. (ni. net.

Naval Officer (A). See I. P. L.
Neal (W. a. I. See Hall (R. N.).
Newman (Ernest). HUGO WOLF.

With ijlliustraiions, DemyZvo. js.6d.net.
NewmanCQeorge), M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E.,
INFANT MORTALITY, A Social
Problem. With 16 Diagrams. Demy
St'o. ts, 6d. net.

Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library
of Devotion.

Newsholme (Arthur), M.D., F.R.CP.
THE PREVENTION OF TUBERCU-
LOSIS. Dewy Bz-o. zos. 6d. net.

Nichols (Bowyer). See Little Library.
Nicklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Svo. 2s.

NImrod. See I. P. L.
Norgate (0. Le Qrys). THE LIFE OF
SIR WALTER SCOTT. With 53 Illus-

trations by Jekny Wylie. Demy Svo.

T!. (>d. net.

Norregaard (B. W.). THE GREAT
SIEGE : The Investment and Fall of Port
Arthur. With Maps, Plans, and as Illus-

trations. Demy Svo. lox. (>d. net.

A Colonial Edition is n'so published.
Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. Past and

Present. With 25 Coloured Illustrations

by .Maurice Greiffenhagen. Third
Edition. Cr. E'c. 6j.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Novalls. THEDI>:CIPLESATSAISAND
OTHER FRAG.MENTS. Edited by Miss
Una Birch. Fcap. Svo. y, 6d. net.

Officer (An). See 1. P. L.
Oldfield (W. J.), M.A., Prebendary of

Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION.
Based on the Catechis.m of thk CHfRcn
OF England. Crotvn Ssw. w. 6d,

Oldham (F. M.), B.A. See Textbooks of
Science.

Oliphant (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion.

Oliver, Thomas, M. U. DISE.^SES OF
OCCUPATION. With Illustrations. ^V-
cond Edition. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. net.

Oman(C. W.C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls',

Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART
OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE AGES.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. ios.bd.net.

Ottley (R. L.), D.D. See Handbooks of
Theology and Leaders of Religion.

Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion.

Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business.

Oxford (M. N.), ofGuy's Hospital. A HAND-
BOOK. OF NURSING. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3J. M.

Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 15J.

Parker (Gilbert), MP. A LOVERS
DIARY. Fcnp.Svo. sf.

A volume of poems.
Parkes (A. K.). S.MAI.L LESSONS ON
GREAT TRUTHS. Ecap. Svo. \s. 6d.

Parkinson (John). PARADISI IN SOLE
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA-
SANT FLOWERS. Folio. £^, -is. net.

Parmenter (John). HELIO-TROPES, OR
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS.
Edited by Percival Landon. Quarto,
y. td. net.

Parmentier (Prof. Leon). See Bidez (J.).

Parsons (Mrs. C). GARRICKAND HIS
CIRCLE. With 36 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Demy Svo. i-is.6d.net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Pascal. See Library of Devotion.
Paston (Qeorge). SOCIAL CARICA-
TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY. With over 200 Illustrations.

Imperial Quarto. £2, 12s. 6d. net.

LADY MAKY WORTLEY MONTAGU
AND HER TIMES With 24 Illustra-

tions. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. 1 jj. net.

See also Little Books on Art and I.P.L.

Paterson(W. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S
QUESTIONINGS. Cr. Svo. -^s. 6d. net.

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in

Colour by F. Southgate, R.B.A. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. ts.

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK.
With 12 Illustrations in Colour by Frank
Southgate, R.B.A. Second Edition. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

WILD LIFE ON A NORFOLK ESTU-
ARY. With 40 Illustrations by the Author,
and a Prefatory Note by Her Grace the
Duchess of Bedford. Demy Svo.

10s. 6d. net.

Peacock (Netta). See Little Books on Art.

Patterson (J. B.). See Simplified French
Texts.

Peake (C. M. A.), F.R.H.S. A CON-
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS.
With 24 Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. y.6d. net.
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Peel (Robert), and Minchin (H. C), MA.
OXFORD. With loo Illustrations in

Colour. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College,

Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com-
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI-
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second
Edition. Cr. Zfo. is. 6d.

Petrle (W. M. Flinders), D. C. L. , LL. D. , Pro-
fessor of Egyptology at University College.
A HISTORY OF EGYPT. Fully Ilius-

trated. In sixvoluvies. Cj-.^vo. ts. each.
Vol. I. From the Earliest Kings to
XVIth Dynasty. Sixth Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth
Dynasties. Fourth Edition.

Vou in. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties.
Vol. IV. The Egyi't of the Ptolemies.

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D.
Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A.
Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ages.
Stanley Lank-Poole, M.A.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Lectures delivered
at University College, London. Illustrated.

Cr. %vo. 2.9. (>d.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
ELAMARNA TABLETS. Cr.^To. zs.td.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri. First Series, ivth to xiith Dynasty.
Edited by W. M. Flinders Petkie. Illus-

trated by Tristram Ellis. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. 8r'0. -KS. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri. Second Series, xvnith to xixth
Dynasty. Illustrated by Tristram Ellis.
Cro^un Svo. 3s. 6d.

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. A
Course of Lectures delivered at the Royal
Institution. Illustrated. Cr. St'o. 35. 6d.

Pllillip8(W. A.). See Oxford Hiogr.nphies.

Phillpotts (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR.
With 38 Illustrations by J. Ley Pethy-
bridge. Second and Cheaper Edition.
Larf^e Cr. Svo. 6s.

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG.
Illustrated by Claude Shepperson.
Cr. ^to. $s. net.

Phythlan (J. Ernest). TREES IN NA-
TURE, MYTH, AND ART. With 24
Illustrations. Cr.>7un Sr'C. 6s.

Plarr (Victor 0.). See School Histories.

Plato. See Standard Library.

Plautus. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com-
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fell of
Jesus College,Oxford. DemySvo. tos.6d.net.

Plowden.Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., Kings
College, Cambridge. See School Examina-
tion Series.

Podmore (Frank). MODERN SPIRI-
TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy Svo.
IIS. net.

Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Pollard(Eliza F.). See Little Bijoks on Art.

Pollock (David), M.I.N. A. See Books on
Business.

Potter (M. C), M.A., F.L.S. AN
ELEMENTARY TEXT - BOOK OF
AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. Illus-

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING
OF AN ORATOR. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Pre8Cott(0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND
WH.AT IT IS MADE OF. Cr. Svo.

31. 6d. net.

Price (Eleanor C). A PRINCESS OF
THE OLD WORLD. With 21 Illus-

trations. Demy Svo. \is. 6d. net.

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College,
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL ECONOMY FROM ADAM
SMITH TO ARNOLD TOYNBEE.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 2s. 6d.

Protheroe (Ernest). THE DOMINION
OF MAN. Geography i.n its Human
Aspect. With 32 full-page Illustrations.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. is.

Quevedo Villes^as. See Miniature Library.
'Q' (A. T. Quiller Couch). THE
GOLDEN POMP. A Procession of
English Lyrics from Surrey to Shir-
ley. Secondand Chea/er Edition. Cr. Svo.
7s. 6<i. net.

C\. R. and E. S. MR. WOODHOUSE'S
CORRESPONDENCE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Rackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster
Commentarie.s.

Rag? (Laura M.). THE WOMEN ART-
ISTS OF BOLOGN.\. With 20 Illus-

trations. Demy Svo. ys. 6d. net.

Ragg (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. DANTE
AND HIS ITALY. With 3a Illustra-

tions. Demy Svo. 12s.6d.net.
Rahtz (F. J.), M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in

English at Merchant Venturers' Technical
College, Bristol. HIGHER ENGLISH.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

Randolph (B. W.), D.D. See Library of

Rannie (D.' W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S
HISTORVOFSCOTLAND. Cr.Svo. jj. fid.

WORDSWORTH AND HIS CIRCI )

With 20 Illustrations. Demy Svo. i2j. (

net.

Raslidall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and
Tut.r of New College, Oxford. DOC-
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Raven (J. J.), D.D., F.S..\. See Antiquar\
Rooks.

Raven-Hill (L.V See Llewellyn (Owen).
Rawstorne (Lawrence, Esq.). Seel.P.I..
Raymond (Walter). See School Histories
*Rea (Lilian). MADAME DE LA F ^

YETTE. With many Illtistratioi

Detiiv Svo. loj. 6d. net.

Real Paddy (A). Seel.P.L.
Reason (W.), M.A. UNIVERSITY ANI'
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS v.\\,,.\ i,y.

Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d.
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Redpath (H. A.), M.A, D.Litt. See West-
minster Commentaries.

Ree« (J. D.), C.I.E., MP. THE REAL
INDIA. Second Edition. Demy%v«. 10s.

td. Hti.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
•Reich (Emil), Doctor Juris. WOMAN
THROUGH THE AGES. With 14 Illus-

trations. Two Volumes. VemjfSvo.3is.ruf.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Rejrnolds (Sir Joshua). See Little Galleries.

Rhoades(J.P.). See Simpliried French Texts.

Rhodes (W. E.). .See School Histories.

Rieu(H.), M.A. See Simplified French Texts.

Roberts (M. E.). See Cha.nner (C. C).
Robertson (A.). D.D., Lord Bishop of

Exeter. REGNUM DEI. (The Bampton
Lectures of 1901X A Xrw and Chta^r
F,!::: ::. Ptmjr Zz'O. 7T. f>d. net.

Ro! C. Qrant). M..\., Fellow of

jllege, Oxford. SELECT
-, cases. and consti-

ti;i:g-\al documents, 1660-1832.

Demy 8:v. lOJ. (>d. net.

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew
(J. a.), F.R.S.E.. F.R.G.S. A HIS-
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF
THE BRITISH E.MPIRE. DemyQuarto.
i,s. 6./. net.

Robertson(Sira.S.).K.CS.I. CHITRAL:
The Story of a Minob Sibgk. Third
Edition. Illustrated. Cr.Svo. 2s.6d.net.

Robinson (A. W.), M.A See Churchman's
Bible.

Robinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRY
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc-

tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury.
Cr. SrYT. St. bd.

Robinson (P. S.). See Connolsseor's Library.

Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library.

Rodwell (0.). B..A. NEW TESTAMENT
(.RF.EK. A Course for Beginners. With
a Preface by Walter Lock. D.D., Warden
of Keble College. Fctip. %vo. v. f>d.

Roe (Fred). OLDOAK FURNITURE. With
many Illustrations by the Author, including

a frontispiece in coloor. Second Edition.
Dtmy 'ivo. loi. (>d. net.

Rofrers (A. O. L.), M.A. See Books on
Business.

Ronmey (Qeorte). See Little Galleries.

Roscoe (E. S). See Little Guides.
Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER.

Illustrated. Cr. Bpo. n. 6d. Also in 4
Pa-ts. Parts I. and II. 6d. eacit ; Pan
III. -d. ; Part IV. rod.

Rose (G. H.). See Hey(H.)., and Baring-
Gould {S\

Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL
DRUG TR.-VDE. A Re-Statemknt of
THE Opilm Ql'hstIon. Third Edition
Revised. Cr. ^00. n. net.

Royde-Smith (N. Q.). THE PILLOW
BOOK : A Garner of Many Moods.
Collected by. Second Edition, Cr, ivo.

4J. 6d. net.

POETS OF OUR DAY. Selected,

with an Introdgction, by. Eca/. 8twv 5*.

Ruble (A. E.), D.D. See Junior Sdiool
Boolc^

RusselJ (Archibald 0. B.). See Blake
(William).

Russell (W. Ctark). THE LIFE OF
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD.
With Illustrations by F. Brancwvn.
Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. bs.

Ryley (M. Beresford). QUEENS OF
THE RENAISSANCE. With 24 Illus-

trations. Demy ivo. loj. kd. net.

Sainsbury (Harrington), .M.D., F.R.C.P.
PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA.
Demy St'O. js. M. net.

St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion.

St. Augrustine. See Library of Devotion.

St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion.
St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio-

graphies.

St. Francis of Assisi. THE LITTLE
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS
MESSER, AND OF HIS FRIARS.
Done into English, with Notes by William
Hkywood. With 40 Illuxtrations from
Italian Painters. Demy ivo. $s. net.

See also Wheldon (F. W.X Library of
Devotion and Standard Library.

St. Francis de Sales. See Library of
Devotion.

'Salcl* (H. Munro). REGIN.ALD. Second
Edition. Fcap. ivo. as. 6d. net.

Saltnon (A. L.). See Little Guides.
Sathas (C.). See Byzantine Texts.
Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts.
Schofield (A. T.), M.D., Hon. Phys. Freiden-
ham Hospital. FUNCTIONAL NERVE
DISEASES. Demy^t'o. js. 6d. net.

Scott (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER
CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Illus-

trations. Cr. Sz'o. $s. 6d.

Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides.
S^lincourt(E. de.) See Keats (John).
Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECH.\NICS
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. ivo.

Selous (Edmond). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord.
Tenth Edition. Fcap. ivo. is. 6d.
School Edition, is. td.

TOMMY SMITHS OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated by Acgusta Guest. Fourth
Edition. Feat. ivo. is 6d.

School Edition, ix. 6d.
Senter (George), B.Sc. (Lend.), Ph.D.

See Textbooks of Science.

Shakespeare (William).

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1633; 163a; 1664;
1685. Each jC^ 4s. net, or a complete set,

;£i3, I3S. net.

Folios 3 and 4 are ready.
Folio X is nearly ready.

THE POE.MS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes
by George WvNDHAM. Demy ivo. Buck-
ram, gilt top, lor. 6<t.

See also Arden Shakespeare, Standard
Library and Little Quarto Shakespeare.

A3
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Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr.

Zz'n. as. 6d.

Sharp (Cecil). See Baring-Gould (S.).

Sharp (Elizabeth). See Little Hooks on Art.

Shedlocic (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE
SONATA. Cr. 6vo. 5s.

Shelley (Percy B.). See Standard Library.

Sheppard (H. F.), M.A. See Baring-
Gould (S.).

Sherwell (Arthur), M.A. LIFE IN WEST
LONDON. Third Edition. Cr. Svo.

2S. 6d.

Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH
CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD-
REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of
Gibraltar. With Maps and Illustrations.

Part I. Cr. Zvo. 2i. 6</. net.

Sichel (Walter). See Oxford Biographies.

SidRWick (Mrs, Alfred). HOME LIFE
IN GERMANY. With 16 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Demy Zvo. xos. (td. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
SIme (John). See Little Books on Art.

Simonson (0. A.). FRANCESCO
GUARD I. With 41 Plates. Imperial
A,to. £2, 2.V. net.

Sketchley(R. E. O.). See Little Books on
Art.

Skipton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on
Art.

Sladen (DousrIas). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. $s. net.

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated.

Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d
Smallwood (M. Q.). See Little Books on

Art.

Smedley(F. E.). Seel.P.L.
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cankan,
M.A. Two volumes. Demy Zvo. 21s.net.

Smith (H. Clifford). See Connoisseur's
Library.

Smith (Horace and Jamea). See Little
Library.

Smith (H. Bompajs), M.A. A NEW
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown Zvo.
Without Answers, aj. With Answers, 21. 6d.

Smith (R. Mudie). THOUGHTS FOR
THE DAY. Edited by. Ecap. Zvo.

js. 6d. net.

Smith (Nowell C). See Wordsworth (W).
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR
A RAINY DAY: Or, Recollections of the
Events of the Years 1766-1833. Edited by
WiLFRKD Whitten. Illustrated, lyide
Demy Zvo. 13s. 6d. net.

Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Ulustr.-ited. Cr. Zro. 6s.

Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF
BRITISH HISTORY. DemjtBvo. ^s. 6d.

Sophocles. See Classical Translations.
Sornet (L. A.), and Acatos (M. J.) See

Junior School Books.
South (E. Wilton), M.A. See Junior School

Books

Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN
Edited by David Hannay.

Vol. J. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins,
Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville,
Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Spence (C. H.), M.A. See School Examina-

tion Series.

Spicer (A, Dykes), M.A. THE PAPER
TRADE. A Descriptive and Historical
Survey. With Diagrams and Plans. Demy
Zvo. 12s. 6d. net.

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of
Religion.

Spragge (W. Horton), M.A. See Junior
School Books.

Staley (Edgcumbe). THE GUILDS OF
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition.
RoyalZvo. i6.r. net.

Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of
Devotion.

'Stancliffe.' GOLF DOS AND DONT'S.
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. is.

Stead (D. W.). See Gallaher (D.).
Stedman(A. M. M.), M.A.
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen-

tary Accidence. Eleventh Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. IS.

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eleventh Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 2S.

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and
Vocabulary. Seventh Edition. jSiho.
IS. 6d.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CESAR.
The Helvetian War. Fourth Edition.
zSmo. IS.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The
Kings of Rome. Second Edition, ittnti,

IS. 6d.

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Twel/th Ed. Fcap.
Svo. IS. 6d.

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabularj-.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. if.

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED L.A.TIN PRIMER. With
Vocabulary. Twelfth andCheaper Edition.
Cr. Svo. IS. tii. KEV, -xs. net.

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE:
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. IS. 6d. With Vocabulary, as.

NOTANDA QUAED.\M : Miscellaneous
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and
Idioms. FiYth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.
With Vocabulary, ax. Key, 25. net.

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE-
TITION: Arranged according to Sub-
jects. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap. Svo.
IS. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS.
iSmo. Fourth Edition, is.

STEPS TO GREEK. Third Edition, re-

vised. iSmo, IS,
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'RTER GREEK PRIMER, riiir.i

VK. Cr. &:c. IS. (xi.

..REEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. fourth Edition, re-

vittd. heap. Sr <>. xt. 6d.
KKKK \OCAi;i-l.AklES FOR RE-

according to Sub-
Fcap. Srv. ti 6<r'.

, ...L.. ... ; ; SELECTIONS.
For the us« of ScbooU. With Introduc-
tion, Notes, and Vocabularj-. Fourth
/'.'ft {pit. Fcaf. Zro. as. 6d.

- TO FRENCH. £i£>itA Edificn.
. %d.

. ... 1 FRENCH LESSONS, yinth Edi-
titm. Cr. Zro. is.

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN-
SEEN TRANSLATION. StJctA Edi-
tion. Fcap. ivo. II. M.

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE-
MENTARY SYNT.\X. With Vocabu-
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivc. 2s. 6d.

Key. 31. net.

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE-
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub-
jects. Thirteenth Edition. _Fcap. %vo. ij.

See also School Examination Series.

Steel (R. Elliott). M.A., F.C.S. THE
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. ^tio. 2S.6d.

See al.-o School Examination Series.

Stephenson (C). of the Technical College,

Bradford, and Suddards (F.) of the

Yorkshire College, Leeds. A TEXTBOOK
DEALING WITH ORNA.MENTAL
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. With
66 full-page Plates and numerous Diagrams
in the Text. Third Edition. Demy Zvo.

:i. td.

Stephenson (J.), M..V. THE CHIEF
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN
FAITH. Cr. Sro. 31. M.

Sterne ( Laurence). See Little Library.

Steuart (Kathertne). BY ALL.\N
W.\TKR. Secomi Edition. Cr.Zvo. ti.

RICHARD KENNOWAY AND HIS
FRIENDS. A Sequel to 'By AlUn
Water.' DemyZvo. js.M. net.

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin.
Eighth Edition, ivols. Cr. 6vo. 12s.

Library Editiox. tiv/s. Demyivo. 2ss.net.

\ Colonial Edition is also published.
VATLI.M.\ LETTERS. With an Etched

Portrait by William .Strang. Snrnth
Edition. Cr. 8ro. Buckram. f>s.

A Colonial Edition is aUo published.
THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See

l!aIfour (li. ).

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters

written by Mrs. M. L Stevenson during
1887-8. Cr. %vo. fa. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited
and arranged by M. C Balfouii. With

many Illustrations. Socond Edition Cr.
ivo. ts. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio-
graphics.

Stokes (P. a.), B..\. HOURS WITH
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir
T. Urquhart and P. A. Motteux. With
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. %vo, 31. M.
ntt.

Stone (S. i.\ POEMS AND HYMNS.
With a ilemoir by F. G. Ellekton,
M..A. With Portrait. Cr. %vo. ts.

Start (Veraon F.), M.A., Canon of Win-
chester. DEVELOPMENT AND
DIVINE PURPOSE Cr.%vo. 5s.net.

Story (Alfred T.). AMERICAN
SHRINES IN ENGLAND. Withmany
Illustrations, including two in Colour by
A. R. ()l'Inton. Crotvn Zto. ts.

See also Little Guides.
Straker(F.). See Books on Business.

Streane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman's
Bible.

Streatfelld (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC
AND MU-SICIANS. With 24 lUustra-
tions. Second Ed. DemyZvo. jt.td.mt.

Stroud (Henry), D.Sc, M.A. ELEMEN-
TARY PRACTICAL PHYSICS. With
115 Diagrams. Second Edit., revised, ^s.td.

Starch (F.), Staff Instructor to the Surrey
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING
DRAWING (WOODWORK). With
Solutions to Examination (Questions, Ortho-
craphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection.
With 50 Plates and 140 Figures. Foolscap.
5J. net.

Saddards (F.). See Stephenson (C).
Surtees (R. S.). See I.P.L.
Sutherland (William). OLD AGE PEN-
SIONS IN THEORY AND PRACTICE,
WITH SOME Foreign Examples. Cr, tvo.

ji. td. net.

Symes (J. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. SecondEdition. Cr. Svo.

2S. td.

Sympson (E. Mansel), M.A., M.D. See
Ancient Cities.

Tabor (Marpiret E.). THE SAINTS IN
ART. With 20 Illustrations. Fcap. Sw.
ys. td. net.

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. Edited by R. F.
Davis, M.A. Fcap. Zro. as.

GERMAN I A. By the same Editor. Fcap.
8n>. 2s.

See al.so Classical Translations.

TaIlack(W.). HOWARD LETTERS AND
MEMORIES. Demvivo. ios.6d.net.

Tatham ( Frederick). See Blake (William X
Taulcr (J.). See Library of Devotion.
Taylor (A. E.). THE ELE.MENTS OF
METAPHYSICS. Second Edition. Demy
Sro. loj. 6d. net.

Taylor(F.Q.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Taylor (• A.). .See Oxford Biographies.
Taylor (John W.). THE C(5m1NG OF
THE SAINTS. With »6 lllustrmtions.

Dtmy ivo. -js. td. net.
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Taylor (T. M.), M.A., Fellow of Gonville
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON-
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL
HISTORY OF ROME. To the Reign of
Domitian. Cr. %vo. js. 6d.

Teasdale-Buckell (G, T.). THE COM-
PLETE SHOT. With S3 Illustrations.
Third Edition. Demy Zvo. t2s. bd. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). EARLY
POEMS. Edited, with Notes and an
Introduction, by J. Chorton Collins,
M.A. Cr. ivo. 6s.

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton
Collins, M.A. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Little Library.
Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies.
Thackeray (W. M.). See Little Library.
Theobald (F. v.), M.A. INSECT LIFE.

Illustrated. Second Edition Revised. Cr.
8vo. as. 6d.

Thlbaudeau(A. O- BONAPARTE AND
THE CONSULATE. Translated and
Edited by G. K. Fortesque, LL.D. With
12 Illustrations. Demy Sr/o. los. 6d. net.

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides.

Thompson (A. P.). See Textbooks of
Technology.

Tlleston(MaryW.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Fifteenth Edi-
Hon. Medium \6mo. zs. 6d. net. Also an
edition in superior binding, 6s.

Tompkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little
Books on Art and Little Guides.

Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. IN THE
FOOTPRINTS OF DANTE. A Trea-
sury of Verse and Prose from the works of
Dante. Small Cr.^vo, ^s. 6d. net.
See also Oxford Biographies and Dante.

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WEDDED
AND OTHER POEMS. Second and
Revised Edition. Large Post Zvo. fa.NEW POEMS. Second Edition. Large
Post Zvo. 6s.

Trevelyan(G.M.), Fellow of Trinity College,
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE
STUARTS. With .Maps and Plans. Third
tdition. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Trotitbeck (Q. E.). See Little Guides.
Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior

School Books.

Tyrreli-Qill (Prances). See Little Books
on Art.

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE
GOLFER. With 63 Illustrations. Ninth
Edition. Demy Zvo. las. 6d. net.

.•V Colonial Edition is also published.

Vauffhan (Henry). See Little Library.
Vauffhan (Herbert M.), B.A.(Oxon.). THE
LAST 5f the ROYAL STUARTS,HENRY STUART, CARDINAL.DUKE OF YORK. With 30 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Demy Zi'o. laf. 6d. netTHE N.VPLES RIVIER.V With 35 Illus-

trations in Colour by Maitrice Greikpen-
HAGEM. Second Edition. Cr. Sfo. 6s.

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren), M.A. RE.AD-
INGS ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE.
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr.
Moore. In Two Volumes. SecondEdition.
Cr. Zvo. 15^. net.

READINGS ON THE PURG.\TORIO
OF DANTE. With an Introduction b>-

the late Dean Church. In Two Volumes.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 15J. net.

Vincent (J. E.). THROUGH EAST
ANGLIA IN A MOTOR CAR. With
16 Illustrations in Colour by Frank South-
gate, R.B..\., and a Map. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Voegelln (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina-
tion Series.

WaddelKCoL L. A.), LL.D.,C.B. LHASA
AN D n S MYSTERIES. With a Record
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155
Illustrations and Maps. Third and
Cheaper Edition. Medium Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

Wade (Q. W.), D.D. OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY. With Maps. Fifth Edition
Cr. Zvo, 6s,

Wade(Q. W.), D.D., and Wade (J. H.)
M.A. See Little Guides.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRA.M.\S : Interpreta-
tions, embodying Wagner's own explana-
tions. By Alice Leighton Cleather
and Basil Crump. /» Three Volumes.
Fcap Zvo. 2j. 6d. each.
Vol, I.—The Ring of the Nibelung.

Third Edition.
Vol. II.

—

Parsifal, Lohengrin, and
The Holy Grail.

Vol. III.

—

Tristan and Isolde.
Walkley (A. B.). DRAMA AND LI 11

Cr. Z7!0. 6s.

Wall (J. C). See Antiquary's Books,
Wallace-Hadrlll (P.), Second Master ai
Heme Bay College. REVISION NOTES
ON ENGLISH HISTORY. Cr.Zvo. is.

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art
and Classics of Art.

Walton (P. W.). See School Histories,
Walton (Izaak) and Cotton (Charles^.

See I.P.L.
Walton (Izaak). See Little Libr.-iry.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SIMPLK-HKAKTED: Little Homilies to
Women in Countr>' Places. Second Edition.
Small Pott Zvo. ss. net.
See also Little Librar)-.

Watt (Francis). See Henderson (T. F).
Weatherhead (T. 0, M.A. EXAMINA
TION PAPERS IX HORACE. Cr.Zvo. .

See also Junior E\nmination Serieis.

Webber (P. C). See Textbooks ofTechn
logy.

Weir (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Wells (Sidney H.) See Textbooks ofScience.
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WeII«(J.), M. A. , Fellow anti Tutor ofWadham
C I'.c^c. OXFORD AND OXFORD :

ilVV. :'::'>: :.:i:tioM. Cr .%vo. 3s. M.
A>HiiKI Hl.^loKY OFROME. AV«M

/•;.(;.'..•«. W itli 3 Maps. Cr. %vo. 3*. 6</.

See also Little Guides.
Wesley (John). See Librarj- of Devotion.
Wheldon{F. W.). A LITTLE BROTHER
TO THE BIRDS. The life-storj- of St.

Francis retold for children. With 15 lllus-

'.ri-.ins, 7 of which .ire by A. H. Buck- ,

•a;.. I.argtCr.Zvo. 6s. 1

\Vhiblcy(C.). See Henley (W. E.X i

Whlbley (L.\ M.A., Fellow of Pembroke
College, Cambridge. GREKK OLIGAR-
CHIES : THEIR ORGANIS.VTION
AM) CHARACTER. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WhitakerCQ. H.), M.A. See Churchman's
i.; :-.

White (Qilbert). See Standard Library.

Whitfield (E. E.), M.A. See Commercial

Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE
COL I ON Y, Admiral of Francf.
With Illustrations and Plans. Demy %vo.

\is. 6ti. net.

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.l.C, Princioal of
the Municipal Science School, West Brom-
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY.
Cr. Ivo. 3S. (>d.

Whitley (Miss). See Dilke (Lady).
Whitllng: (.Mis* L.), late Staff Teacher of

the National Training School of Cookery.
THE CO.MPLETE COOK. With 43
Illustrations. Demy %vo. 7J. 6d. net.

A Colonial edition is also published.
Whitten ( W.). See Smith (John Thomas).
Whyte(A. Q.), R.Sc. See Books on Business.

Wilberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books
on Art.

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS.
Tivel/th Edition. Cr. Svff. $s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE WORKS.

A Uni/ornt Edition, Demy %vo.

\is. 6d. net each t>elume.

THE DUCHESS OF PADUA: A Play.
POEMS.
NTENTIQNS and THE SOUL OF MAN.
A LOME. A FLORENTINE TRA-
GEDY, and VERA; or, THE
NIHILISTS.

LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN": A Play
abotit a Good Woman.

A WO.MAN OF NO I.MPORTANCE

:

A Play.
AN IDEAL HUSBAND : A Play.
THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAR-
NEST: A Trivial Comedy for Serious

People.
A HOUSE OF POMEGRAN.\TE.S, THE
HAPPY PRINCE, and OTHER TALES.

LORD ARTHUR SAVILES CRl.ME and
OTHER PROSE PIECES.

DE PROFUNDIS.
Wilklns (W. H.), B.A. THE ALIEN
INVASION. Cr. 8rv. ai. 6ti.

Williama (A.). PETROL PETER: or

Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus-

trated in Colour by .\. W. Mill^ Dtmy
4to. js. 6tf. net.

Williamson (M. Q.)., M.A. See Ancient

Williamson (W.), B.A. See Junior Ex-
amination Scries, Junior School Books, and
Beginner's IJooks.

Wilmot- Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF
EUROPE. Outlines of European History
for the .Middle Forms of Schools. With 12

Maps. Tenth Edition. Cr. 87'0, 3s. 6d.

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and
Illustrations. Cr.Sjo. 3s. 6d.

.\ BOOK OF NOBLE WOMEN. With
16 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. v. 6d.

.\ HISTORY OF GREAT BRITAIN:
FROM THE Coming of the Ant.les to
THK Ybar 1870. With 20 Maps. Cr. iro.

3t.6d.
See also Beginner's Books.

WiIson( Bishop.). See Library of Devotion.

Wil8on(A. J.). See Books on Business.

Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business.

Wilson (J. A.). See Simplified French
Texts.

Wilton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PAS-
TOKALLS : Songs of Nature, Church, and
Home. E'ott 8r'<7. ss. bd.

WInboIt (S. E.). M.A. EXERCISES IN
L.\TIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8t^. M.6d.

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid
to Composition. Cr. 8tv. y. 6d. Kby,
5*. net.

WIndle (B. C. A.), D.Sc.,F.R.S., F.S. A. See
.Antiquary's Books, Little Guides, Ancient
Cities, and School Histories.

Wood (Sir Evelyn), F.-M., V.C, G.C.P..,

G.C.M.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO
FIELD-MARSHAL. With Illustrations,

and 29 Maps. Fifth and Cheaper Edition.

Dtmy 8t'o. 7X. 6rf. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of

'I'echnolocjv.

Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. Illus-

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wood (W. Birkbcck), M.A.,late Scholar of

Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds
(Major J. E.), RE., D.A.Q.-M.G. A
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN
THE UNITED STATES. With an
Introduction by H. Sienskr Wilki.sson.

With 24 Maps and Plans. Second Edition.

DemyZvo. \is. 6d. net.

Wordsworth (Christopher), M.A. See
Antiquary's Books.

Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS OF.
With an Introduction and Notes by
NowF.LL C. Smith, late Fellow of New
College, Oxford. In Three Volumts.
Demy Zvo. 15J. net.

POEMS BY WILLIA.M WORDSWORTH.
Selected with an Introdnction by Stopford
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A. Brooke._ With 40 Illustrations by E.
H. New, including a Frontispiece in

Photogravure. Cr. 87/17. 7^. kd. net.

See also Little Librarj'.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
See Little Library.

Wright (Arthur). D.D., Fellow of Queen's
College, Cainbridge. See Churchman's
Library.

Wright (C. Gordon). See Dante.
Wright (J. C). TO-DAV. Thoughts on

Life for every day. Daity i6mo. is. f>d. net.

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU-
LARIES FOR REP?:TITI0N. Fcaf>. Zvo
IS. 6d.

Wyatt (Kate M.). See Gloag (>L R.).

Wylde(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA.
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy 8vo.
15J. net.

Wyllle (M. A.). NORWAY AND ITS
FJORDS. With 16 Illustrations, in Colour

by W. L. Wyllie, R.A., and 17 other
Illustrations, Crmvn Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wyndham (Qeorge). See Shakespeare
(William).

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH
VERS E. Revised and Enlarged Edition.
Cr. %vo. y. 6d.

Young (Fllson). THE COMPLETE
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations.

iVifTf Edition {Seventh), with many euidi-

tions. Demy. Zvo, 12s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE JOY OF THE ROAD : An Apprecia-

tion of the Motor Car. With a Frontis-
piece in Photogravure. Small Demy Zvo,

SJ. net.

ZImmern (Antonla). WHAT DO WE
KNOW CONCERNING KLECTTRI-
CITY? Fcap.Zvo. is.6d.net.

Ancient Cities

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc, F.R.S.

Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d. net.

Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S.
Illustrated by E. H. New.

Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A.
Illustrated by Katharine M. Roberts.

Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL. D. , F.S.A.
Illustrated by B. C. Boulter.

ErjiN'BURGit. By M. G. Williamson, M.A.
Illustrated by Herbert Railton.

Lincoln. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A.,
M.D. Illustrated by E. H. New.

Bristol. By Alfred Harvey, M.15. Illus-

trated by E. H. New.
Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitzpatrick. Illustrated

by W. C, Green.

The Antiquary's Books

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL,D., F,S,.\.

Demy %vo. "Js. 6d. net.

English Monastic Life. By the Right
Rev, Abbot Gasquet, 0,S.B. Illustrated.

Third Edition.

Remains of the Prehistoric Age in
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc,
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and
Plans,

Old Service Books oi' the English
Church, By Christopher Wordsworth,
M.A., and Henry Littlehales. With
Coloured and other Illustrations.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian
Times. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A.
With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

Archaeology and False Antiquities.
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated.

Shrines of British Saints. ByJ. C. Wall,
With numerous Illustrntions and Plans.

The Royal Forests ok England. By J.
C Cox. I.I.,D, F,S,A, Illustrated.

The Manor and Manorial Records,
By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated.

English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom.
Illustrated.

The Bells of England. By Canon I. J.
Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrauons.

Second Edition.
Parish Life in Medieval England. By

the Rti;ht Rev. Abbott Ga-squet, O.S.B.
With many Illustrations. Second Edition.

The Domesday Inquest. l!y Adolphus
Ballard, B.A., LL.B. With 27 IllusfMtlons.

The Brasses of England. By Herbert
W. M.icklin, M.A. With many Illustrations.

Second Edition.
English Church Furniture. By J. C. Gox,

LI»D., F.S.A., and A. Harvey, M.B.
Second Edition.

FoLK-LoRE AS AN HISTORICAL SCIENCE. By
O. L. Gomme. With many Illustrations.

"English Costume. By George Clinch, F.G.S.
With many Illustrations.
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The Arden Shakespeare

Demy %vo, 2s. 6d. net each volume.

An edition of Sbakes(>eare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page.

Edited by H. CHaulbt. Edited by Edward Dowden. <

Romeo amd Julibt. Edited by Edward
Dowden.

King Lear. Edited b>- W. J. Craig.
Julius Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan.
The Tempest. Edited by Moreton Luce.
Otheixo. Edited by H. C. Hart.
Titus Andronicus. Edited by H. B. Bail- !

don,
Cymbkline. Edited by Edward Dowden. ,

The Mekry Wives of Windsor. Edited by 1

H. C. Hart.
A Midsummer Kight's Dream. Edited by

'

H. Cuningbam.
King He.nry V. Edited by H. A. Evans.
.Vll's Well That Ends Well.
W. O. Brigstocke.

The Tami.ng of the Shrew. Edited by
R. Warwick Bond.

TiMON OF .\the.ns. Edited by K. Deighton.

Edited by

Measure foe Measure.
Hart.

Twelfth Night. Edited by Moreton Luce.
The Merchant of Venice. Edited by

C. Knox Pooler.
Troilus and Cressida. Edited by K.

Deighton.
The Two Gentlemen op Verona. EUlited

by R. Warwick Bond.
Antony A.Nu Cleofatra. Edited by R.H.

Case.
Love's Labour's Lost. Edited by H. C.

Hart.
Pericles. Edited by K. Deighton.
King Richard hi. E^lited by A. H.

Thompson.
The Life and Death of Kisg John. Edited

by Ivor B. John.
The Comedy op Errors. Edited by Henry

Cuningbam.

Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet.
Stcond Edition. Illustrated. Fca^.%vo. \s.

Easy Stories from English Hlstory. By
E. M. Wilmot-Buxton. Fifth Edition.
Cr. ivo. I*.

^TORIES from Romas History. By E. M.
Wlmot-Buxton Cr. Sew. \s. td.

. tiRST History of Greece. By Y^ E. Firth.

Cr. Boo. \t. 6d,

The Beginner's Books
Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

Easy Exeroses in Arithmetic. Arranged
by W. S. Beard. Third Edition. Fca^.
Zvo. Without Answers, if. With Answers.
XX. yL

Easy Dictation and Spelli.vg. By W.
Williamson, B.A. 5'«r^)»rtiE</. /^ca/.Sro. ir.

An Easy Poetry Book. Selected and
arranged by W. Williamson, B.A. Stcond
Edition, Cr. ivo. \i.

Books on Business

Cr. %vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen.
Railways. By E. R. McDermott.
The Stock Exchange. By Cbas. Duguid.

Second Edition.
The Business of Insurance. By A. J.

Wilion.
The Electrical Industry : Lighting,

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte,
B.Sc.

The Shifbuildisg Industry : Its History,
Practice, Science, and Finance. By David
Pollock, M.I.N. A.

The Money Market. By F. Straker.

The Business Side of Agriculture. By
A. G. L. Rogers, M.A.

Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson.
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L.

Baker, F.I.C, F.C.S. I!h>«trated.

The Automobile Indcstry. By G. de
Holden-Stone.

Mining and Mining Investments. By
'A. Moil.'

The Business of Advertising. By Clarence
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. IlluMrated.

Trade Unions. By G. Drage.
Civil Engineering. By T. Clazton Fidler,

M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated.

The Iron Trade of Great Britain. By
J. Stephen Jeans. Illustrated.

Monopolies, Trusts, and Kartells. By
F. W. Hint.

The Cotto.« Industry and Trade. By
Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty
of Commerce in the University of Man
Chester. Illustrated.
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Thb Syriac Chronicle known as that of
Zachariak of Mitylene. Translated by
F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Crooks.

Demy %vo, i zj. td. net.

Evagrius. Edited by L. Bidez and L^on
Parraentler. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Byzantine Texts

Edited by J. B, BURY, M.A., Litt.D.

The History of Psellus. Edited by C.
Sathas. Demy ivo. 15*. mt.

EcTHEsis Chronica and Chronicon Athen-
ARUM. Edited by Professor S. P. Lambros.
Demy %vo. ts. 6d. net.

The Chronicle of Morea. Edited by John
Schmitt. Demy Zvo. jss.net.

The Churchman's Bible

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

J^ca/>. 8vo. is. 6d. net each.

The Epistle of St. Paul the .\rosTLE to
THE Galatians. Explained by A. W.
Robinson, M.A. Second Edition.

Ecclesiastes. Explained by A. W. Streane,
D.D.

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to
the Philippians. Explained by C. R. D.
Biggs, D.D. Second Jidition.

The Epistle of St. James. Explained by
H. \V. Fulford M.A.

Isaiah. Explained by W. E. Barnes, D.D.
Two Volumes With Map. 21. net each.

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to
THE Ephesians. Explained by G. H. Whita-
ker, M.A.

j

The Gospel According to St. Mark.

I

Explained by J. C. Du Buisson, M.A.
IS. (sd. net.

The Epistle of Paul the Apostle to

I

the Coi.ossians and Philemon. Ex-
I plained by H. J. C. Knight, zj. net.

The Churchman's Library

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

Crcnuu 8vo.

The Begiknings of English Christianity.
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map.

The Workmanship of the Prayer Book :

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. P.y J.
Dowden, D.D. Second Edition, Revised
and Enlarged.

Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D.

3^. dd. each.

Some New Testament Problems. By
Arthur Wright, D.D. dj.

The Churchman's Introduction to the
Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B.A.
Third Edition.

Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac-
Culloch. ()s.

/Eschylus—The Oresteian Trilogy (Agamem-
non, Choephoroe, Eumenides). Translated
by Lewis C.impbell, LL.D. 5J.

Cicero—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N.
P. Moor, M.A. Second Edition. ?s. 6d.

Cicero—The Speeches against Cataline and
Antony and for Muren.T and Milo. Trans-
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 5s.

Cicero—De Natura Deornm. Translated by
F. Brooks. M.A. 31. 6d.

Cicero—De Officiis. Translated by G. B.

Gardiner, M.A. as. 6d.

Classical Translations

, CroTvn Svo.

Horace—The Odes and Epodes. Translated
by A. D. Godley, M.A. aj.

LuciAN—Six Dialogues Translated by S. T.
Irwin, M.A. 3s. 6d.

Sophocles—Ajax and Electra. Translated by
E. D. Morshead, M.A. as. Sd.

Tacitus—Agricola and Germania. Trans-
lated by R. B. Townshend. xs. 6d.

Juvenal—Thirteen Satires. Translated by
S. G. Owen, M.A. ss. 6d.

Classics of Art
Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING

The Art of THE Greeks. By H. B. Walters. | Vei.azquez. By A. de Beruete
With 112 Plates and iS Illustrations in the

Text. Wide Ro)al Zvo. itis.6d.net.

Plates, {{''ide Royal Svo.

With 94
lOT. 6d. net.
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Commercial Series
Cfvwn &V0.

British Commexcx and Colonies from
EUZABETH TO VICTORIA. By H. de B.

Gibbins,Litt.D.,M.A. Fourth iLditiim. tt.

COMMERCTAI. ExAMIV ATIOV PAPERS. By H.
de B. ^r.A. is.6d.

The F erce, By H. de
B. Gi S.. Second EditifH.
IX. f>d.

A German Commercial Reader. By S. £.
Bally. With Vocabularj'- 3s.

A CoMMEXOAL Geography of the Bkitish
Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Seventh
Edition, as.

A CoMMEXCiAi. Geockaphv of Foreign
Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. at.

A Primer of Business. By S. Jackson,
M..\. Fourth Edition, it.6d.

A Short CoMMERaAL Arithmetic. By F.

t;. Taylor, M.A. Itmrth Edition, is. 6./

French Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Fourth
Edition, as.

German Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second
Edit-" ". f^i.

A F: : rcial Reader. By S. EU
B.-1: 1 )ular>-. Secomi Edition, as.

Prec;.-. -. V. AND Office Correspond-
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second
Edition, as.

A Entrance Guide to Professions and
Business. By H. Jones. \s. 6d.

The Principles of Book-keeping bv Double
Entry. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. as.

Commercial Law. By W. Doogla.s Exiwards.
Second Edition, as.

The Connoisseur's Library
/Fj'alf Koyal Srv. 251. net.

Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40
Plates in Photogravure.

'' rcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19
Piates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in

Photogravure.
•hsiATLREs. By Dudley Heath. With 9
Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in

Photogravure.
Iv"RiF^. By .\. Maskell. With 80 Plates in

Collotype and Photogravure.
E.s.-.LisH FvK.viTfRE. By F. S. Robinson.

With t6o Plates in Collotype and one in

Photogravure. Second Edition.
English CoLorRFo Books. By Martin

Hardie. With 28 Illustrations in Colour
and Collotype.

EuROPEA.v Enamei-s. By Henry H. Cunyng-
hame, CB. With 54 Plates in Collotype
and Half-tone and 4 Plates in Colour.

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work. By
Kelson Dawson. With many Piates in

Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo-
gravure. Second Edition.

Glass. Ejr Edward Dillon. With 37 Illus-

trations in Collotype and 12 in Colour.

Seals. By Walter de Gray Birch. With 52
Illustrations in Collotype and a Frontispiece
in Photogravtire.

Jewellery. Bjr H. Clifford Smith- With 50
Illustrations in Collotype, and 4 in Colour.
Second Edition.

The Ulnstrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books
Fcap %vo. y. 6</.

COLOUR
Old CoLot;EEO Books. By George Paston.

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcap.ivo. as.net.
\

The Life and Death of John Mvtton.Esq.
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Fourth

j

Edition.
!

The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. )

With 35 Coloured Plates by Heiu^ Aiken. I

HANiiLF.v Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With '

17 Ct oured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the
Text by John Leech. Second Edi:ion.

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S.

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90
Woodcuts in the 'Tejit by John Leech.

JORROCKS" Jausts and Jollities. By R. S.
'

Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H.
Aiken. Second Edition.

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 I

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the
J

Text by John Leech.
|

net eadi voUime.

£D BOOKS
The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood.

The Toue of Dr. Syntax in Search of
the Picturesque. By William Combe.
With 30 Coloured Plates byT. Rowlandson.

The Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search
of Consolation. Hy William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in
Search of a Wife. By William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates byT. Rowlandson.

The History of John.sy QuaeGe.vus: the
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax.
By the Author of 'The Three Tours.' With
24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson.

The English Dance of Death, from the
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical
Illustrations by the Author of ' Doctor
Syntax." Two Volumes.
This book contains 76 Cokxired Plates.

[Continued.
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Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books—continued.

The Dance OF Life: A Poem. Ky the Author
of 'Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26

Coloured Engravings by 1'. Rowlandson.

Like in London : or, the Day and Night
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his

Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous
Designs on Wood.

Real Life in London : or, the Rambles
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and
his Cousin. The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc.

Twa Volumes.

The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan.
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane,
and several Designs on Wood.

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold-
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row-
landson.

The Military Adventures of Johnny
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The National Sports of Great Britain.
With Descriptions and 50 Coloured Plates

by Henry Aiken.

The Adventures of a Post Captain. By
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates
by Mr. Williams.

Gamoma : or the Art of Preserving Game
;

and an Improved Method of making Planta-

tions and Covers, explained and illustrated

by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15

Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins.
An Academy for Grown Horsemen: Con-

taining the completest Instructions for

Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping,

Stumbling, and Tumliling. Illustrated with

27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey
Gamb.-ido, Esq.

Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his

Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty.
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates

by Heath, Maries, etc.

The Adventures of Johnny Newcomk in

the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16

Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.
The Old English Squire: A Poem. By

John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson.

The English Spv. By Bernard Black-
mantle. An original Work, Characteristic,

Satirical, Humorous, comprising scenes and
sketches in every Rank of Society, being
Portraits of the Illustrious.F.minent, Eccen-
tric, and Notorious. With 72 Coloured
Plates by R. Cruikshank, and many
Illustrations on wood. Two Volumes,
js. net.

FLklK BOOKS
The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair.

Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis
Schiavonetli from the original Inventions of
William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A.
The illustrations are reproduced in photo-

gravure.

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In-
vented and engraved by William Blake.
These famous Illustrations— 21 in number
—are reproduced in photogravure.

Windsor Castle. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth.
With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text
by George Cruikshank.

The Tower of London. By W. Harrison

Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts
in the Text by George Cruikshank.

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With
30 Plates by George Cruikshank.

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24

Illustrations by the Author.

The Co.mpleat Angler. By Izaak Walton
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77
Woodcuts in the Text.

The Pickwick Pai'ERS. By Charles Dickens.

With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con-
temporary Onwhyn Plates.

Junior Examination Series

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A.

Junior French Examination Papers. By
F. Jacob, M. A. Second Edition.

Junior English Examination Papers. By
W. Williamson, B.A.

Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers.
By W. S. Beard. Fifth Edition.

Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By
S. W Finn, M.A.

Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T.
C. Weatherhead, M.A. Key, 3X. i>d. net.

Fcap. ^vo. IS.

Junior Latin ExAMi.NATiON Papers. PyC.
G. Botting, B.A. Fi/iA Edition. Key,
3^. 6d. net.

Junior General Information Examina-
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard. Ki v.

3J. 6d. net.

Junior Geography Examination Papei;
ByW. G. Baker, M.A.

Junior German Examination Papers By
A. Voegelin, M.A,
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Methuen's Junior School-Books

Edited by O. D. INSKIP. LL.D.
A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By

W. Williamson, B.A. Fourttcntk Edition.
C>. irvo. IS. dd.

The Gospel According to St. Matthew.
Kdited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With
Three Maps. Cr. 8ro. xs. bd.

TheGosi-ei-.'^ccordingtoSt. Mark. Edited
by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps.
Cr. Svff. u. 6d.

A Junior English Grammar. By W.William-
son, B.A. With numerous pas.sages for parsing
and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Wriiin g.

Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. 2S.

A Junior Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B..\.,

F.C.S. With 78 Illustrations. J'ourth Edi-
tion. Cr. ivo. 2s. 6d.

The Acts of- the Apostles. Edited by
A. E. Rubie, D.D. Cr. Svo. as.

A Junior Fre.nch Grammar. By L. A.
Somet and M. J. Acatos. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. aJ.

Elementary Experimental Science. Phy-
.sics by W. T. Clough, .\.R.C.S. Chemistry
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and

, and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

154 Diagrams. Seventh Edition. Cr. Zz-o.

3S. 6d.

A luMOR Geometry. By Noel S. Lydon.
With 276 Diagrams. Seventh Edition. Cr,
%V0. 3S.

Elementary Experimental Chemistky.
By A. E. Dunstan, B..Sc. With 4 Plates and
109 Diagrams. Third Edition. Cr.
Sro. 2S.

A Junior French Prose. By R. R. N.
Baron, M.A. Third Edition. Cr.&vo. is.

The Gospel According to St. Luke. With
an Introduction and Notes by William
Williamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr.
iVO. 2S.

Thb First Book ok Kings. Edited by A. E.
Ri'BiB, D.D. With Maps. Cr. Zvo. 7S.

A Junior Greek History. By W. H.
Spragge, M.A. With 4 Illustrations and 5
Maps. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d.

A School Latin Grammar. By H. G. Ford,
M.A. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d.

A Junior Latin Prose. By H. N. Asman,
M.A., B.D. Cr.Svo. 2S.6d.

Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. PFj/A Portraits.

Cr. 8vo.

Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Button.

iOHN Wesley. By J. H. Overton, M.A.
lisHOP WiLBERFORCB. By G. W. Daniel],
M.A.

Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M.A.
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. -Moule, D.D.
John Knox. BvF.MacCunn. Second Edition.
John Howe. 'By R F. Horton, D.D.
Thomas Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.
George Fox, the Quaker. ByT. Hodgkin,
D.C. L. Third Edition.

John Keble. By Walter Lock, D.D.

2J. net.

Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant.
Lancelot Andrewes. By R. L. Ottley,

D.D. Second Edition.
Augustine of Canterbury. By E. L.

Cutts, D. D.
William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A.

Third Edition.
John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D.
Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D.
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A

J. Carlyle, M.A.
Bishop Butler. .By W. A. Spooner, M.A.

Tlie Library of Devotion
With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.
Small Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, zs. 6il. net.

The Confessions of St. Augustine. Edited
by C. Bigg, D.D. Sixth Edition.

The Imitation op Christ : called also the
Ecclesiastical Music. Edited by C Bigg,
D.D. Fi/ih Ediiion.

The Christian Year. Edited by Walter
Lock, D. D. Fourth Edition.

Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter
Lock, D.D. Second Edition.

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D. D. Second Edi tion.

A Book OF Devotions. Edited by J. W.
Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition.

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life. Edited by C. Bigg. D.D. Fourth Ed.

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W.
Stanbridge, B.D.

The Inner Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by
A. W. Hutton, M..A.

On the Love of God. By St. Francis de
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A.

Thb Psalms of David. Edited by B. W.
Randolph, D.D.

Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman
and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland,
M.A., and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A.

The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland,
M.A

The Thoughts of Pascal. Exiited by C.
S. Jerram, M.A

A Manual of Consolation from the
Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H.
Bum, B.D.

\Contin%ied
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The LiBRARy op Devotion—continued.

The Dbvotions of St. Ansrlm. Edited by
C. C. J. Webb, M.A.

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin-
ners. By John Bunyan. Edited by S. C.
Freer, M.A.

Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata. Edited
by A. E. Burn, B. D.

Ltra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Versse.

Edited by Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A
Second Edition, revised.

A Day Book from thk Saints and Fathers.
Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D.

A Little Book op Heavknly Wisdom.
_
A

Selection from the English Mystics. Edited
by E. C. Gregory.

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from the

German Mystics. Edited byW. R .Inge, M.A.
An Introduction to The Devout Life.

By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and
Edited by T. Barns, M.A.

The Little Flowbrs of the Glorious
Messer St. Francis and of his
Friars. Done into English by W. Hev-
wood. With an Introduction by A. G.
Ferrers Howell.

Manchester al Mondo : a Contemplation
of Death and Immortality. By Henry
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterhouse,
Editor of 'A Little Book of Life and
Death.'

The Spiritual Guide, which Disentangles
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way
to the Fruition of Perfect Contemplation,
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace.
Written by Dr. MichaeldeMolinos, Priest.

Translated from the Italian copy, printed at

Venice, 1685. Edited with an Introduction
by Kathleen I.yttelton. And a Note by
Canon Scott Holland.

Devotions for Every Day of the Week
and the Great Festivals. By John
Wesley. Edited, with an Introduction by
Canon C. Bodington.

Prkces PrivatvK. By Lancelot Andrewes,
Bishop of Winchester. Selections from the

Translation by Canon F. E. Brightman.
Edited, with an Introduction, by A. K.

Burn, D.D,

Little Books on Art
With many Illustrations. Demy ibmo. 2s. 6d. net.

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,

including a Frontispiece in Photogravure.

Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Fourth Edition.
Bookplates. E. Almack.
Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition.
KoMNEV. George Paston.
Watts. R. E. D. Sketchlcy.
Leighton. Alice Corkran.
Velasquez. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R.

GilberU
Greuzb and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollard.
Vandvck. M. G. Smallwood.
Turner. Frances Tyrrell-Gill.
DCrer. Jessie Allen.
Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.
BuRNR-JoNBS. Fortunie de Lisle. Third

Edition.

HoppNER. H. P. K. Skipton.
Rembrandt. Mrs. K. A. Sharp.
CoROT. Alice Pollard and Ethel BirnstingL

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst.
Millet. Netta Peacock.
Illuminated MSS. J. W. Bradley.
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jeoner.
Jewellery. Cyril Davenport.
Claude. £. Dillon.

Thb Arts OF Japan. E. Dillon. Second Ed.

Enamels. Mrs. Nelson Dawson.
Miniatures. C. Davenport.

Constable. H. W. Tompkins.

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. L. Jenner.

The Little Galleries

Demy l6mo. 2s. 6d. tut.

Each volume contains 20 plates in Photogravure, together with a short outline of

the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.

A Little Gallery of Reynolds.
A Little Gallery of Romnev.
A LiTTLS Gallery of Hoppner.

A Little Gallery of Millais.
A LiTTLB Gallery of English Poets.

The Little Guides
"W iin many illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs.

Small Pott 8vo, clotA, 2s. 6d. net. ; leather, 3^. 6</. net.

The main features of these Guides are (i) a handy and charming form ; (2) illu<^

trationsfrom photographs and by well-known artists ; (3)good plans and maps ; (4) .1:
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The LiTTLB ItinnKnt—continued.

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by
E. V. Lucas.

Locker (P.). LONDON LYRICS Edited
by A. D. GoDLEY, M.A. A reprint of the

First Edition.
Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS
FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by
L. M. Faithfui.i,.

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS
OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C.
Beechino, M.A., Canon of Westminster.

Molr(D. M.). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited
by T. F. Henderson.

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated
by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H.
POWEI.I-.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley,
M.A.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paui-

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON. Edited by J . Churton Collins, M. A.

IN ME MORI AM. Edited by Canon
H. C. Beeching, M.A.

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth
Wordsworth.

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Wordsworth.
Thackeray(W. M. ), V A N I T Y F A I R.

Edited by S. Gwynn. 1 kree l^olumes.

P E N D E N N I S. Edited by S. Gwynn.
Three Volumes.

ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwvnn.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. EditedbvS. Gwvnn.
Vaugrhan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward
HUTTON.

Walton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT
ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited
by. Eleventh Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell
C. Smith.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by George
Sampson.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare
Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes

Pott iSrno. In 40 Volumes. Leather, price is. net each volume.

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. los. net.

Miniature Library
Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of

humanity, devotion, or literary genius.

Eophranor : A Dialogue on Youth. By
Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub-
lished by W. Pickering in 1831. Demy
^imo. Leather, 2i. net.

PoLONius : or Wise Saws and Modern In-

stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From
the edition published by W. Pickering in

1852. Demy ^imo. Leather, is. net.

The RubAiyXt op Omar KhayvXm. By
Edw.ird FitzGerald. From the ist edition

of 1859, Fourth Edition. Leather, is. net.

The Life of Edward, Lord Herbert of
Cherburv. Written by himself. From the
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the
year 1764. Demy ^ima. Leather, as. net.

The Visions of Dom Francisco Qukvedo
ViLLEGAS, Knight of the Order of St.

James. Made Kngli.sh by R. L. From the
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668,

Leather. 2s. net.

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From ibe edi-

tion of 1848. Leather, 9t tut

Oxford Biographies
/Ira/. 8vo. Each volume, cloth, 2s. (>d. net ; leather, y. 6d. net.

Dantb Alighieri. By Paget Toynbee, M. A.,
D.Litt. With 12 Illustrations. ThirdEdition.

Girolamo Savonarola. By E. L. S. Hors-
burgh, M.A. With \i Illustrations. Second
Edition.

John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.,
Bishop of Gloucester. With la Illustrations.

Alfred Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A.
With 9 Illustrations. Second Edition.

Sir Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor.
With I a Illustrations.

Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With la

lllustr.-^tions.

Thk Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry.
With la Illustrations.

Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson.
With za Illustrations.

Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With 12

Illustrations.

Francis of Assist. By Anna M. Siod-
dart. With 16 Illustrations.

Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With 12

Illustrations.

Bbaconsfield. By Walter Sichel. Witli

Illustrations.

Johann Wolfgang Goethk. By H. >

Atkins. With 16 Illustrations.

FRAN901S Fenelon. By Viscount St Cyres.

With la Illustrations.
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School Examination Series
Edited by A. M. M. STEUMAN, M.A. Cr. ivo. is. 6d.

History and Gkography Examination
Pai'Ers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Third
Edition.

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E.
Steel, M.A., F.C.S.

Genbral Knowledgb Examination
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A

French Examination Paticks. By A. M.
M. Stedman, M.A. Fi/Ucnih Edition.
Key. Sixth Eiiition. (ts. net.

Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A Fourteenth Edition.
Key. Sixth Edition. 6s. net.

Greek Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M..\. Ninth Edition.
Key. Fourth Edition, ts. net.

German Examination Papers. By R. J.
Moricb, Seventh Edition.
Key. Third Edition, ts.net.

Sixth Edition.
Kky. Fourth Edition. 7s. net.

Examination Papers in English History.
By J, Tail Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A.

A School History of Warwickshire. By
B. C. A Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S.

A School History of Somerset. By
Walter KajTnond. Second Edition.

A School History op Lancashire. By
W. E. Rhodes.

School Histories

Illustrated. Crown %vo. \s. 6d.

A School History of Si;rrey.
Maiden, M.A.

By H. E.

A School History of Middlesex.
Plan and F. W. Walton.

By V.

Methuen's Simplified French Texts
Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A,

One Shilling each.

L'Histoire d'une TuLiPE. Adapted by T. R.
N. Crofts, M.A. Second Edition.

Abdallah. Adapted by J. A. Wilson.
Le Docteur MATHftus. Adapted by W. P.

Fuller.

La Bouillie au Miel. Adapted by P. B.
Ingham.

Jean Valjean. Adapted by F. W. M. Draper.

La Chanson de Roland. Adapted by H.
Rieu, M.A. Second Edition.

Mbmoires de Cadichon. Adapted by J. F.
Rhoades.

L'Equipage de la Belle-Nivernaisk.
Adapted by T. R. N. Crofts. Second Ed.

L'Histoire i>e Pierre et Camille.
Adapted by J. B. Patterson.

Methuen's Standard Library
Cloth, IS. net; double volumes, is. 6d.net. Paper, 6d. net; double volume, \s. net.

The Meditations ok Marcus Aurelius. ThePoemsandPlaysofOliverGolusmith.
Cynthia's Reyels. Poetaster. Ben

Jensen.
The Poe.ms of John Keats. Double volume.

The Text has been collated by E. de
S^lincourt.

On the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas
a Kempis. Translation byC. Bigg.

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life. W. I.aw.

Paradise Lost. John Milton.
ElKONOKLASTES AND THE Tf.NURE OF KiNGS

AND Magistrates. John Milton.
Utopia and Poems. Sir Thomas More.
The Repuulic ok Plato, Translated by

Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume.
Translation revised by W. H. D. Rouse.

The Little Flowers of St. Francis.
Translated by W. Heywood.

The Works of William Shakespeare. In
10 volumes.

Principal Poems, 1815-1818. Percy Bysshe
Shellev. With an Introduction by C. D.
Locock.

The Life of Nelson, Robert Southey.
The Natural Historyand Antiquities of

Selbornb. Gilbert White.

Translated by R. Graves.
Sense and Sensibility. Jane Austen.
Essays and Counsels and The New

Atlantis. Francis Bacon, Lord
Verulam.

Religio Medici and Urn Burial. Sir

Thomas Browne. The text collated by
A. R. Waller.

The Pilgrim's Progress. John Bunyan.
Reflections on the French Revolution,

Edmund Burke.
The Poems and Songs of Robert Burns.

Double Volume.
The Analogy of Religion, Natural and

Revealed. Joseph Butler.

Miscelijvneous Poems. T. Chattkrton,
Tom Jones. Henry Fielding. Treble Vol.

Cranford. Mrs. Gaskell.
The History op the Decline and Fall of

the Roman Empire.. £. Gibbon.
Text and Notes revised by J. B. Bury.
Seven double volumes.

The Case is Altered. Every Man in
His Hi'MOfR. Every Man Out of His
Humour. Ben Jonson.
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Textbooks of Science

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc, and G. R. MILLS. M.A

Fully Illustrated.

Wells.Practical Mechanics. S. H.
Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. 3s. bd.

Practical Chemistry. Part i. W. French,
M.A. Cr. 8™ Fifth Edition. is. 6d.

Practical Chemistry. Part 11. W. French
and T. H. Boardman. Cr. ivo. xs. td.

Examples in Physics. By C. E. Jackson,
B.A. Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d.

Technical Arithmetic and Geometry.
By C. T. Minis, M.I.M.E. Cr. &vo.

2S. 6d.

Plant Life, Studies in Garden and School.

By Horace F. Jones, F.C.S. With 320
Diagrams. Cr. Hvo. y. 6d.

The Comi'lete School Chemistry. By F.

M. Oldham, B.A. With 126 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo. 4s. (xi.

Elementary Science for Pupil Teachers.
Physics Section. By W. T. Clough,

A.R.C.S. (Lond.), F.CS. Chemistry
Seciion. By a. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. (Lond.),

F.C.S. With a Plates and 10 Diagrams.
Cr. Zvo. 2S.

Examples in Elementary Mechanics,
Practical, Graphical, and Theoretical. By
W. J. Dobbs, M.A. With 51 Diagrams.
Cr. Bve. 5s.

Outlines of Physical Chemistry. By
George Senter, B.Sc. (Lond.), Ph.D. With
many Diagrams. Cr. Zvo. 3s. 6d.

An Organic Chemistry for Schools and
Technical Institutes. By A. E. Dunstan,
B.Sc. (Lond.), F.CS. With many
Illustrations. Cr. Svo. 2s. 6d.

First Year Physics.
With 51 diagrams.

By C. E.Jackson, M.A.
Cr. Zvo, IS. dd.

Textbooks of Technology

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M. A., B.Sc, and G. R. MILLS, M.A.
Fully Illustrated.

How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood.
Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. is. 6d.

Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3s. 6d.

MiLi.iNEKY, Theoretical and Practical.
By Clare Hill. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 2i.

Instruction in Cookery. A. P. Thomson.
7s. 6d.

An Introduction to the Study of Tex-
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Denty
Zvo. js. 6d,

Bi'iLDERs' Quantities. By H. C. Grubb.
Cr. Zvo. 4f. 6d.

R^pousst Metal Work. By A. C. Horth.
Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d.

Electric Light and Power : An Intro-

duction to the Study of Electrical Engineer-
ing. By E. E. Brooks, B.Sc. (Lond.X
and W. H. N. James, A.R.C.S., A.I.E.E.
Cr. 8710. 4s. 6d

Engineering Workshop Practice. By
C. C. Allen. Cr Zvo. 31. 6d.

Handbooks of Theology
The XXXIX. Articles of thk Church of

England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D. D. Sixth Edition. Demy Zvo. 1 2j. 6d.

An Introduction to the History of
Religion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A.,
Litt.D. Fourth Edition. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R.
L. Ottley, D.D. Fourth EditioM revised.

Demy Zvo. 12s. (td.

An Introduction to the History of the
Creeds. By A. E. Burn, D.D. Demy
Zvo. 10s. 6d.

The Philo-sophy of Religion in England
AND America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D.
Demy Zvo. los. 6d.

A History of Early Christian Doctrink.
By J. F". Bethune-Baker, .M.A. Demy Zvo.

10s. 6d.

The Westminster Commentaries

General Editor. WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College,

Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.

The Book of Genesis. Edited with Intro-

duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D.
Sixth Edition Demy Zvo. 10s. td.

The Book of Jon. E<iited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D. D. Second Edition. Demy Zi'o. 6s.

Thk Acts of the Apostles. EMited by R.
B. Rackham, M.A. Demy Zvo. Fourth
Edition. I ox. ftd.

Thk First Epistle of Paul the Apostib

to thk Corinthians. Edited by H. L.
Goudge, M.A. Second Ed. DemvZ.o. 6t.

The Episile of St. James. Editeil with In-

troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling,
D. D. Demy Zvo. 6s.

The Book of Ezekikl. Edited H. A. Red-
path, ^LA., D Litt. Demv Zvo. los. 6d.

A Commentary on Exodus. By A. H-
M'Neile, B.D. With a Map and 3 Plans.

Demy Sv«. 10s. 6d.
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Part II.

—

Fiction

AltMinesI (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr.
SrY'. 6jr.

I hi: blunder of an innocent.
>iC:<nA Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Afedinm Sz'O. 6d.

PETER, A PARASITE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Third
Edition. Cr. St'O. 6s.

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Jtfedium Zvo. 6d.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Medium ivo. 6d.

Barot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Mtdiu-nt
Svo. 6d.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

TEMPTATION. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo.

6s.

LOVES PROXY. A Ntv> Edition. Cr.Svo.
6i.

DONNA DIANA. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

CASTING OF NETS. Twelfth Edition. Cr.
Sz>o. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d.

Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF
SWORD. Medium Svo. 6d.

Haring-Qould (S.). ARMINELL. Fifth
•'.tiition. Cr. Svo. 6s,

.;1TH. Fijth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh

Edition. Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

rilE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Afedium Svo. 6d.

\CQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.
N'OfeMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Svo. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated.

Fifth Editicn. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium. Sz'O. 6d.

DART.MOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.

Second Edition Cr. Svo. 6s.

BLADYS OF THE STEVVPONEV. Illus-

trated. .Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d,

ROYAL GEORGIK. Illustrated. Cr.Svo.6s.
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN DEWISLAND. Second Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE FROBISHERS. Crown Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

DOMITIA. Illus. Second Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s.

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN.
Crown Svo. 6s.

LITTLE TUPENNY. .4 New Edition.
Medium Svo. 6d.

FURZE BLOOM. Medium Svo. 6d.

Barnett (Edith A.). A WILDERNESS
WINNER. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Barr (James). LAUGHING THROUGH
A WILDERNESS. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium 8t'o. 6d.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

JENNIE BAXTER JOURNALIST.
Medium Svo. 6d.

Beebie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW; or, The Progress
OF AN Open Mind. With a Frontispiece.

Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Belloc(Hilaire), M.P. EMMANUEL BUR-
DEN, MERCHANT. With 36 Illustra-

tions by G. K. Chesterton. Second Ed.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bensoa(E. F.) DODO : A Detail of the
Day. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE VINTAGE. Medium Svo. 6d.

Benson (Marjfaret). SUBJECT TO
V.VMTY. Cr.Zvo. js.6d.

Birmineiiam (George A). THE BAD
TIMES. Second Edition. Crown Sivo.

6s.

Bowles (0. Stewart). A GUN-ROOM
DITTY BOX. Second Ed. Cr.Svo. is.6d.

Bretherton (Ralph Harold). THE
MILL Cr.Svo. 6s.

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. Medium
Svo. 6d.

Burke (Barbara). BARBARA GOES TO
OXFORD. With 16 Illustrations. Third
Edition. Cr. Sto. 6s.

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE
SALT SEAS. Medium Svo. 6d.

Caffyn (Mrs.) (' Iota). ANNE MAULE-
VERER. Medium Svo. 6d.

Campbell (Mrs. Vere). F E R R I B Y.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s.
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Capes (Bernard). THE EXTRAOR-
DINARY CONFESSIONS OF DIANA
PLEASE. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6j.

A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed. Cr.Zvo. ts.

LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Edition.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY, Second Edition.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE LAKE OF WINE. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Carey (Wymond). LOVE THE JUDGE.
Second Edition. Cf. 8vo. 6s.

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). FLOWER
O' THE ORANGE, and Other Tales.

With a Frontispiece in Colour by A. H.
Buckland. Third Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Charlton (Randal). M A V E. Second
Edition. Cr. f,vo. 6s.

THE VIRGIN WIDOW. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Chesney (Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY
OFTHEGREAT EMERALD Cr.&vo.6s.

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW.
Second Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). THE GETTING
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated by
Gordon Browne. SecondEdition. Cr. ivo.

•?j. 6d.

A tLASH OF SUMMER. Medium ivo. 6d.

MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. Mediumivo. 6d.

Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRET AGENT

:

A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN
GREAT WATERS. Mediumivo. 6d

Corelll (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Twenty-Ninth Ed. Cr.ivo. 6.v.

VENDETTA. Twentv-Sixth Ed. Cr.ivo. 6s.

THELMA. Thirty-Ninth Ed Cr. ivo. 6s.

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD
SELF. Eighteenth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6<.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fifteenth Edi-
tion. Cr. ivo. 6s.

WORMWOOD. Sixteenth Ed. Cr.ivo. 6s.

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE
WORLDS TRAGEDY. Forty-Third
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-Fourth
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Twelfth
Edition. iTTfu Thousand. Cr. ivo. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN
SUPREMACY. 1 50/A Thousand. Cr. ivo 6s

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY. Thirlee':th Edition. 150th Thou-
sand. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twenty-seventh
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

BOY : a Sketch. Tenth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

CAMEOS. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Cotea (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette
Duncan.

Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN
AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr ivo. 6s.

Crockett (S. R.), Author of 'The Raiders,'
etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 8w#. 6x.

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON-
MENT. Cr.ivo. 6s.

JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr.ivo. 6s.

Also Medium ivo. 6d.
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Fourth Edition.

Cr. ivo. 6s.

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Third
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Seventh
Ed. Cr. ivo. 6s. Also Medium ivo. 6d.

ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Also Medium ivo. 6d.

A ST.\TE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr.

ivo. y. bd. Also Medium ivo. 6d.

Crosble (Mary). DISCIPLES. Second Ed.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

Cuthell (Edith E.). ONLY A GUARD
ROOM DOi;. Illustrated by W. Parkin-
son. Cro'wn ivo. 3s. 6d.

Dawson (Warrington). THE SCAR
Second Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE SCOURGE Cr.ivo. 6s.

Deakin (Dorothea). THE YOUNG
COLUMBINE. With a Frontispiece b]

Lewis Baumhr. Cr. Sr'o. 6s.

Deane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN
Cr. izw. 6s.

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE REI
LAMP. Eleventh Edition. Cr.ivo. ox

Also Medium ivo. 6d.

Dumas (Alexandre). See page 39.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everan
Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUl
AMERICANS. Medium ivo. 6d.

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Illm
trated. ThirdEdition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Also Medium ivo. 6d.

Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THI
FLOSS. Mediumivo. 6d.

Erskine (Mrs. Steuart). THE MAGIC
PLUMES. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Penn (0. Manvllle). SYD BEI.TON ; 01

The Boy who would not go to Sea. Illul

trated by Gordon Brownr. Second

.

Cr. ivo. 31. 6d.

Plndlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRA\
OF BALGOWRIE. Fijth Edit
Cr. ivo. 6s. Also Medium ivo. 6d,

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. S»
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Findlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY
Third Edition. Cr. ivo.. 6s.

OVER THE HILLS. Cr.ivo. 6s.

THE ROSE OF JOY. TJkird Editim
Cr. ivo. 6s.

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. ^^

tralions. Second Edition.
Fitxpatrick (k.) THE
ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Se^^nd Edi
tion. Cr. Zt'O. 6s.

Francis (M. E.). (Mrs. Francis Blun
dell). STEPPING WESTWARD
.Second Edit on. Cr. ivo. 6s.

MARGERY O' THE MILL. Thir
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

Fraser (Mrs. Hugh).
OF "THE SWORD.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

\\

THE SLAKIN<
Second Editicf
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IN THE SHADOW OF THE LOkU.
Third Edition. CrotvH Sro. 6i. I

Fr>- <B. and C.B.>. A MOTHER'S SON.
]

1 (. blanche!
ititm. Cr. 8ro. 6s.

\

i n. KlCKERByS FOLLY.
•. 6d. i

(J. rs.). CRANFORD. Medium

M.ARY B.\RTON. Mtdium %vo. 6d.
\NORTH AND SOUTH. Medium Zvo. 6d. .

Gates (Eleanor). THE PLOW-WOMAN. '

L>. Zic 6s.
'

Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI-
MONY. Medium ivo. 6d.

MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A!s<> .^/ed.'uit: S.va. 6d.
I i; \BLE IDYL. TAirti

. 6s.
: K LIFE. Cr. 8ro. 6s.

THE CU.XgUEST OF LONDON. Medium
8ro. td.

Gissiiir(aeorffe). THE TOWN TRA-
VELLER. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium iz-o. 6d.
THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. 8w. 6s.

Mm-, .Medium 8rv. 6d.

Qlanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S TREA-
.SL'RE. Illustiated. Cr.ivo. ys. 6d.

Also Medium ivo. 6d.
THE jCLOOF BRIDE. Illustrated. Cr.Sva.

ys. 6d. Also Medium 870. 6d.

Olelgr (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE.
Illustrated. Cr. Br-o. ys. 6d.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
Qrimm (The Brothers). GRIMMS FAIRY
TALES. Illustrated. MediumZvo. 6d.

Hamilton (M.). THE FIRST CLAIM.
Second Edition. Cr. Spc. 6s.

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING
MOODS, h ourteenth Edition. Cr.Bvo. Cs. 1

THE SCHOLARS D.AUGHTER. EtmrtA
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- I

TANCE MAN. Tiutl/tk Ed. Cr. 8tw.

6s.

Harrod (P.) (Frances Forbes Robertson).
THE TA.MING OF THE BRUTE. Cr.

,

8ro. 6*.

Herbertson (Agrnes G.). PATIENCE
DKAX. Cr. :. :>. bs. I

HIchens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF I

liEkKELRV SgUARE;. Second Edition.
\

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Tkird\
Edition. Cr. Zno. 6s.

j

FEl.lX. Si.:th Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.
|

TH K WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Seventh
j

Edition. Cr. Sro. 6s.

BVKWAYS, Cr. %vo. 6s.
'

THK GARDEN OF ALLAH. Sevtnteentk
Edition. Cr. Bro. 6s.

THE BLACK SP.\NIEL. Cr. ivo. 6t. i

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s. I

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD .IN THE 1

CAR. EUventh Edition. Cr. iz'O. 6s. !

A CHANGK OF AIR. Sixth Ed. Cr.^vo. 6s.
Also Medium %vo. 6d.

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Ed. Cr. 8ew. 6s.
Also Medium ivo. 6d.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6t.
Also Medium Bvo. 6d.

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Miixak.
Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Also Medium Bvo. 6d.
SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Eighth EdiHon.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE KINGS MIRROR. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

?UISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

.\lso Medium Bvo. 6d.
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. With a Fron-
tispiece by A. H. BucKLAND. Third Ed.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hope (Graham). THE LADY OF LYTE.
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Homnnff (E. W.). DE.AD MEN TELL
NO TALES. MediumBvo. 6d.

Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF
SlRAGLOVALEDEGAl.IS. Cr.B70. 6s.

Hneffer (Ford Madox). AN ENGLISH
GIRL: A RoMANXE. Second Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hutten (Baroness von). THE HALO.
Ftl/^h Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hyne (C, J. CutclIHe). MR. HOR-
ROCKS, PURSER. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Inrraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF
DAVID. MediumBvo. 6d.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Thirtieth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 6d.

SEA URCHINS. Fifteenth Edition.. Cr.
Bvo. IS. td.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated byWill
OwKN. Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ys. 6d.

LIGHT FRPflGHTS. Illustrated by Will
Owen and Others. Seventh Edition. Cr.
Bvo. ys. 6d.

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Ninth Edi-
Hon. Cr. Bvo. ys. bd.

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated by
Will Owen. Ninth Edition. Cr.Bvo. ys.6d.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated by Will
OwKN. Seventh Edition, Cr. Bvo. ys. 6d.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated by Will Owkn.
Seventh Edition. Cr. Br'O. ys. 6d.

THE LADY OF THE BAR(5e. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Bto. jys. 6d.

James (Heory). THE SOFT SIDE. 5^«r*»rf

Edition. Cr. Bt-o. 6s.

THE BETTER SORT. Cr. 8fo. 6*.

THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition.
Cr. Bt'o. 6s.

THE GOLDEN BOWL Third Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT
EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
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KesterCVaughan). THE FORTUNES OF
THE LANDRAVS. Illustrated. C>.8w. 6s.

Lawless (Hon. Emily). WITH ESSEX
IN IRELAND. Cr. 8v<>. 6s.

Le Queux (Wiliiam). THE HUNCH-
BACK OF WESTMINSTER. Third Ed.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

Also Medium %vo. 6d.

THE CROOKED WAY. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CLOSED BOOK. ThirdEd. Cr.ivo.hs.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.
Illustrated. Tltini Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s,

Levett-Yeats (S. K.). ORRAIN. Second
Edition. Cr. Zi>o. 6s.

THE TRAITOR'S WAY. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HISTORY
OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. Medium
Zvo. 6d.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. With a
Frontispiece by Charles Rivingston
Bull. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 42«rf Thousand. Cr. Zvo.

3J. 6d. Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

Maartens (Maarten). THE NEW RELI-
GION : A MoDEKN Novel. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvfl. 6s.

M'Carthy (Justin H.). THE LADY OF
LOYALTY HOUSE. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE DUKE'S MOTTO. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Macdonald (Ronald). A HUMAN
TRINITY. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.
THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fi/th Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.Zi-o. 6s.

Mann(Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A LOST ESTATE. A Nnu Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

GRAN'MA'S JANE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. Boa. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

A WINTER'S TALE. A New Edition.
Cr. Zvo, 6s.

ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A Ne-jj

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Ed. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. Illus-

trated by M. B. Mann. Cr. Z:o. y. 6d.
WHEN ARNOLD COMES HOME. Illus-

trated by M. B. Mann. Cr. Zvo. xt. 6d.

THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A SHEAF OF CORN. Second Edition.

THE CEDAR STAR. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-
LEY'S SECRET. Medium Zvo. 6,i.

A MOMENT'S ERROR. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Marriott (Charles). GENEVRA. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE
Medium Zvo. 6d.

JACOB FAITHFUL. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Marsh (Richard). 'IHE TWICKENHAM
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second

Edition. Cr. Z7'0. 6s.

IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. Third.
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GIRL AND THE MIRACLE.
Third Edition. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

THE COWARD BEHIND THE CUR-
TAIN. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A METAMORPHOSIS. Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE GODDESS. Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE JOSS. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Marshall (Archibald). MANY JUNES.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo, 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

Mathers (Helen). HONEY. Fourt/:

Cr. Zz'o. 6s. Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. o--o.

6s. Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE FERRYMAN Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

TALLY-HO! Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

SAM'S SWEETHEART. Medium Zvo. 6d.

MaxwelKW. B.). VIVIEN. Ninth Edi-
tion. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Thi,d
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. Zvo. es.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh J

Hon. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY : Bb-
TWBKN You AND I. Being the Intimate
Conversations of the Right Hon. the
Countess of Maybury. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo, 6s.
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Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Stcond Edition.
Cr. 8z>a. fj. Also Medium iva. td.

RESURGAM. Cr. 8ro. 6j.

VICTORY. Cr. Sro. 6s.

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. lUustrated
bvR. T!aknet. Fourth Ed. Cr. Srv. ys.6d.

HI ^. Illustrated by E. Hopkins.
s. 6d.

TH; "RABLE MISS: AStoryof
AN Olu-kashioned Town. Illustrated by
E. Hopkins. Second Edition. Crown
Sfo. 3S. 6d.

Melton (R.). CESAR'S WIFE. Second
Edition. Cr. Sro. 6s.

Meredith (EUia). HEART OF MY
". ! \KT. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. rAirJ

Mitford (Bertram).' THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER. Illustrated. SijrlA Edition.
Cr. 8i'i>. 3^. 6d. Also MediutH Sro. 6d.

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING.
Third Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Mole8Worth(Mrs.). THE RED GRANGE.
Illustrated by Gordon Browne. Second
Edition, Cr. Sro. 3J. 6d.

Montgomeor (K. L.). COLON'EL KATE.
Third Edition. Cr. %z>o. 6s.

Montresor (F. F.\ THE ALIEN. Third
Edition. Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

Also Medium ivo. 6d.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Ei/th Edition.
Cr. &V0. 6s.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi.
tion. Cr. %vo. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

NesbltlE.). (Mrs. H. Bland). THE RED
HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. iz'O. 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d.

Norri8(W. E.). HARRY AND URSULA:
-V Stokv with two Sides to it. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HIS GRACE. MediumSz-o. 6d.

GILES INGILBY. MediumSvo. 6a.

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
Medium Svo. 6d.

LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS.
Medium Sz'O. 6d.

M.\TTHEW AUSTIN. MediumSvo. 6d.

CL.A.RISSA FURIOSA. MediumSvo. 6d.

OUpbant (Mra.). THE LADY'S WALK.
Medium Svo. 6d.

SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. Medium
Svo. 6d.

THE PRODIGALS. MediumSvo. 6d.

THE TWO MARYS. Medium Svo. 6d.

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a
Frontispiece. Eleventh Edition. Cr.
Sp". 6s.

Oppenheim (E. PblUips). MASTER OF
MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

.\lso Medium Svo. 6d.

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER OF WI !:<.

With 8 Illustrations by Maurice (; 1

FENHAGKN. Fourth Edition. Cr. 6:.'. U.
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. With

a Frontispiece in Photogravure by Harold
Copping. Fi/th Edition. Cr. &zv. 6s.

PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontispiece
in photogravure by Harold Copping.
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8va. 6s.

THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece
in Photogravure by Harold Coppikg.
Fourth Edition. Cr. iaio. 6s.

Pain (Barry). LINDLEY KAYS. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr. &v7. 6s.

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo.
6s.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC

:

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sijcth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH.

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.'

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.

Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PO.MP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.
Also Medium Svo. 6d.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra-

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.
THE HU.MAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Wio Medium Svo. 6d.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE RIVER. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6*.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis-
piece. Third Edition. Cr. S-o. 6s.

THE PORTREF.VE. Fourth Ed. Cr.Svo. 6t.

THE PO.\CHERS WIFE. Socond Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo, 6d.

\
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THE STRIKING HOURS. SecondEdition.
Crviun Sva. 6s.

THE FOLK AFIELD. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Plckthall (Marmaduke). SAID THE
FISHERMAN. Seventh Ed. Cr.%vo. 6s.

BRENDLE. Second Ed; tien Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. TAird Edi-
tion. Cr. %iio. 6s.

'Q*(A. T.QuillerCouch). THE WHITE
WOLF. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Also Medium Svo. 6d.

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition.

Cr. %vo. 6s.

MERRY-GARDEN AND OTHER
STORIES. Cr. %vo. 6s.

MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

Rawson (Maud Stepney). THE EN-
CHANTED GARDEN. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Rhys (Grace). THE WOOING OF
SHEILA. Second Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

Ridge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY.
Medium Zvo. 6d.

ERB. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A SON OF TH E STATE. Second Edition.

Cr. Zvo. %s. 6d. Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition.

Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

GEORGE and THE GENERAL. Medium
Zvo. 6d.

Ritchie (Mrs. David 0.). MAN AND
THE CASSOCK. Second Edition
Croiun Zvo. 6s.

Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. Zvo.

3s. 6d.

Robins (Elizabeth). THE CONVERT.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Rosenkrantz (Baron Palle). THE
MAGISTRATES OWN CASE. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zj'o. 6d.

ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

AIho Medium Zvo. 6d.

MASTER ROCKAFELLARS VOYAGE.
Illustrated by Gorixjn Browne. Third
Edition. Cr. Z7'o. jr. 6d.

A MARRIAGE AT SEA. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Ryan (Marah Ellis). FOR THE SOUL
OF RAFAEL. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Sergeant (Adeline). THE MYSTERY
OF THE MOAT. Second Edition. Cr.
ivo. 6f.

THE PASSION OF PAUL MARIL-
LIER. Crown Zvo. 6s.

THE QUEST OF GEOFFREY
D A R R E L L. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS.

the' PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

BARBARA'S MONEY. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD.
Medium Z7'o. 6d.

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. Second Ed.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. Medium
Zvo. 6d.

Shannon (W. F.). THE MESS DECK.
Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

Shelley(Bertha). ENDERBY. Third Ed.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS-
MAN. With 8 Illustrations by C. E.

Brock. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Smith (Dorothy V. Horace). MISS
MONA. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

Sonnichsen (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA-
BONDSr Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Sunbury (George). THE HA PENNY
MILLIONAIRE. Cr.Zvo. y. 6d.

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
Illustrated. Medium Zvo. 6d.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated. Medium Zvo. 6d.

ASKMAMM.\. lUus. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Urquhart (M.), A TRAGEDY IN COM-
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Vorst (Marie Van). THE SENTIMEN-
TAL ADVENTURES OF JIMMY BUL-
SIRODE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Waineman (Paul). THE BAY OK
LILACS: A Romance from Finland.
Seconti Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Cr. Zvo.

6s.

Walford (Mrs. L. B.). MR S M I T H.
Medium Zvo. 6d.

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.
Medium Zvo. 6d.

COUSINS. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Wallace (General Lew). B E N-H U R.
Afedium Zvo. 6d.

THE FAIR GOD. Medium Zvo. 6d.

Wat5on (H. B. Marriott). CAPTAIN
FORTUNE. Third Edition. Cr Zvo. 6s.

TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 IIIus-

trations by Frank Craig. Third Edition,
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HIGH TOBY: Being further Ch.^ptcr

in the Life and Fortunes of Dick Ryiici.

otherwise Galloping Dick, sometime Gentle
man of the Road. With a Frontispiece by
Claudk Shbpperson. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM.
Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s.
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THE PRIVATEERS. With 8 IllustraUons

Vy Cyrus Cunbo. Second Edition. Cr.

Stw. 6j.

A POPPY SHOW: Being Divnts and
Diverse Talks. Cr. 8no. 6*.

THE ADVENTURERS. Mtdiumtvo. M.
Weekes (A. B.). THE PRISONERS OF
WAR. MtdtumZvo. td.

WelU (H, a.). THE SEA LADY. Cr.
ivo. ts. Also Medium 8tw. f)d.

Weyman (SUnley). UNDER THE RED
ROBE. With lUastntioDS by R. C Wood
VILLB. Tivtn.ji-iitcitnd Kd. Cr. Svo. 6s.

White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. TAird
Edition. Cr. 8ro. 6s.

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. Medium
Svo. 6d.

WlUIams (MarjeryV THE BAR. Cr.
8-v. 6s.

WillUmson (Mrs. C. N.)- THE AD
VENTURE OF PRINCESS SYLVIA.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. Bvo.

6s.

THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6x.

THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS.
Third Edition, Cr. Stv. 6s.

PAP/V. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: The
Strange Adventures of a Motor Car. With
i6 UiustratioDS. Seventeentk Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance
of a Motor. With i6 Illtistrations. Ninth.
Edition. Cr. 8r*. 6s.

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With
i6 Illustrations. Tenth Edit. Cr.ivo. 6s.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Tenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS
ERRAND IN SPAIN. With 17 Illus-

trations. Fourth Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 61.

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. With a Fron-
tispiece in Colour by A. H. Buckland, 16
other Illustrations, and a Map. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. %T'0. 6s.

SCARLET RUNNER. With a Frontispiece

in Colour by A. H. Buckland, and 8 other
Illustrations. Third Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Wyllarde (Dolf). THE PATHWAY OF
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). Fourth
Edition. Cr. 81-0. 6s.

Yeldham (C. CX DURHAM'S FARM.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Books for Boys and Qirls

Illustrated. Crown ^vo. 3j. ()d.

The Gbtting Weu, or Dorothy. By Mrs.
W. K. Clifford. .Second Edition.

Only a Guard-Room Doc. By Edith E.
Cuthell.

Master Rocxapkllar's Voyage. By W.
Clark RusselL Third Edition.

Syd Belton : Or, the Boy who would not go
to Sea. By G. ManvjUe Fenn. Second Ed.

The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth.
A Girl op the Pbople. By L. T. Meade.

J-ourth Edition.
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Mrade. ar. 6d
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade.

Second Edition.
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E.

Mann.
Whf.n Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. 'E.

Mann.

The Novels of Alexandre Dtunas
Medium Zvo, Price 6d, Double Volumts, is,

COMPLETE LIST ON APPLICATION.

AtbanesI (E. MarlaX
LOUISA.

I KNOW A MAIDEN.
Austen (J.). PRIDE AND PREJUDICE.
Baeot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
CASTING OF NETS.
Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF
SWORD.

Baringr-Gould (S.). FURZE BLOOM.
CHEAP JACK. ZITA.
KITTY ALONE.
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA.
NOEMI.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. lUnstrated.

Methuen's Sixpenny Books
Medium &vo,

LOVE AND LITTLE TU*PENNV.
WINEFRED.
THE FROBISHERS.
THE QUEEN OF LOVE.
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER.
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA.
THE MUTABLE MANY.
Benson (E. F.). DODO.
THE VINTAGE.
Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF
JAPAN.

Burton (J. Bloandelle). ACROSS THE
SALT SEAS.

C«Hya(Mra.). ANNE MAULEVERER.
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Capea (Bernard). THE LAKE OF
WINE.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF
SUMMER.

MRS. KEITH'S CRIME.
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN
GREAT WATERS.

Croicer (Mrs. B. M.). ANGEL.
A STATE SECRET.
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS.
JOHANNA.
Dante (Alighleri). THE DIVINE
COMEDY (Gary).

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette). A VOYAGE
OF CONSOLATION.

THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS.
Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE
FLOSS.

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.

aallon(Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY.
Qaslcell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.
MARY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH.
Qerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI-
MONY.

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
MADE OF MONEY.
ai8sing(a). THE TOWN TRAVELLER.
THE CROWN OF LIFE.
Olanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S
TREASURE.

THE KLOOF BRIDE.
Qleig (Charles). HUNTER'S CRUISE.
Qrimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S
FAIRY TALES.

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK.
A CHANGE OF AIR.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT
ANTONIO.

PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.
Hornun? (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL
NO TALES.

Ineraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF
DAVID.

LeQueux(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF
V/ESTMINSTER.

Levett-Yeat8(S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S
WAY.

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS-
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.

Lyall(Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.
Malet ( Lucas). THK CARISSIMA.
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.
Mann (Mrs.). MRS. PETER HOWARD.
A LOST ESTATE.
THE CEDAR STAR.
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS.
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-
LKYS SECRET.

A MOMENT'S ERROR.
^^XJ??* (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.
JACOB FAITHFUL.

Marsh (Richard). A METAMORPHOSIS.
THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE.
THE GODDESS.
THE JOSS.
Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Mathers (Helen). HONEY.
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT
SAM'S SWEETHEART.
Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT.
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER.

Montresor (F. F.). THE ALIEN.
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN
THE WALL.

Nesbit (E.) THE RED HOUSE.
Norri8(W. E.). HIS GRACE.
GILES INGILBY.
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS.
MATTHEW AUSTIN.
CLARISSA FURIOSA.
Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK.
SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE.
THE PRODIGALS.
THE TWO MARYS.
Oppenheim (E. P.). MASTER OF MEN.
Parker (Qiibert). THE POMP OF THE
LAVILETTES.

WHEN VALMONDCAMETOPONTIAC.
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD.
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE.

I CROWN THEE KING.
Phillpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST.
THE POACHER'S WIFE.
THE RIVER.
• Q' (A. T. Quiller Couch). THE
WHITE WOLF.

Ridge (W.Pett). A SON OFTHE STATE.
LOST PROPKRTY.
GEORGE and THE GENERAL.
Russell (W. Clark). ABANDONED.
A MARRIAGE AT SEA.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS.
Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF
BEECH WOOD.

BARBARA'S MONEY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
ASK MA.MMA.
WaIford(Mr8. L. B.). MR. SMITH.
COUSINS.
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.

]

Wallace (General Lew). BENHUR.
THE FAIR G.)D.
Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE ADVKN
TURERS.

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR.
Wells (H. 0.). THE SEA LADY.
White (Percy). A PASSIONATE
PILGRIM.

^
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